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ORBITING APO PRIME


“Don’t know what the hell it is Admiral!” The Commander screamed. “It just appeared twenty seconds ago!”


“It’s over five kilometers long and a kilometer wide Commander!” Another voice chimed in. “Sensors are not able to penetrate the outer hull. It seems to be reflecting our scans back on us somehow!”

“It appeared directly from some sort of LSD reversion within our ODP grid! Sensors are reading massive Quantum signatures across the board!” Another voice echoed.


“Stand by on all Orbital Defense Platforms!” The officer screamed. “ODPs to manual targeting! How did it just appear without any warning within the grid? Only seven people within the entire Fleet Forces know how to do that! Something that big we should have seen coming two light years from here!” He screamed moving to another console. “Lock all weapons and missiles and prepare to engage! And order Queen Dysea’s ship out of the area now!”


“Commander… I’m… I’m detecting a STRIKER DT separating from the port side of the unknown ship!” The man yelled. “It’s on a course for Tuya!”

“A STRIKER DT! From that? Confirm that information now!”


“Confirmed sir! It’s transmitting recognition codes! Stand by!”


“C’mon man, give me the codes before I blow it out of the stars!” The Commander screamed.


“Sir… it’s the King’s STRIKER! It’s King Leonidas! I’m confirming Commander Endith’s operating codes along with King Leonidas’s confirmation command code! Sir… it’s broadcasting new orders!”


“New orders?”


“Commander… we are receiving a Priority Alpha Alert! All Fleet units are ordered to stand to and begin immediate deployment from their staging areas! All ground forces are ordered mobilized and prepare for immediate departure. It’s the same order as Admiral Riall gave!”


The Union Commander squeezed the railing he held with a smile. “Now we’ll start kicking some mida!” He spoke. “Send an ORC burst and then get me the status on all fleet and ground units! If the Admiral’s initial order didn’t get them moving… the King’s will kick their mida into gear!” (Order Received Confirmation)
MAIN PALACE ESTATE


“It is very good to hear your voice my King! Even better to actually see you!” Armetus spoke as he looked at the transmission.


Martin stood in the back of the DT, Armetus could tell that much for he saw Torma in the background saddled and ready for an exit out the back of the lethal flying ship. His King’s face looked drawn and tired, but he was alive and that was all that mattered. 
“Give me a no shit status Armetus!” Martin ordered reverting back to his more coarse language before discovering his true history. “Straight from the hip and leave nothing out!”


“Andreus is on the island now Milord.” Armetus spoke quickly. “He Mindvoiced to me that he believes there are only two assassins remaining. He has secured the prince, Sadi and Dasha within the panic room and it is now sealed but For’mya and Aurith are still out there somewhere on the island. A force of eighty Durcunusaan and additional Spartans will land in roughly nine minutes. They are using an evasive route in case there might be any missile teams on the island waiting for us to do just what they are doing. Admiral Riall was severely injured in an attack on him within his own home, but he is now at the Tuya Medical facility and in stable condition.” Armetus saw Martin reach out with his hand and hold someone from entering the transmission signal. “Dysea and Isabella are approaching my location on their DT and...”


“No.” Martin interrupted him. “Torma and I will find For’mya and Aurith. I will contact Andreus myself and secure the rest of my family. Have Melda Min and Bella divert to the medical facility where Riall is.”


“Milord… Martin… there is something else you need to know.” Armetus spoke softly. “There is a very good chance that… that your mother is not…”


“Is not my mother?” Martin finished for him.


Armetus looked at him taken aback. “Milord we… we believe she is a High… a High Coven clone. Milord…?” He stammered. “How could you…”

Martin reached out to the side of the transmission now and Armetus watched as he pulled the cloaked and hooded figure that was standing next to him into view. Gorgo reached up and drew back the hood quickly and Armetus’s eyes went wide, Vengal and Vistr letting out audible gasps as well from where they stood. “Armetus… you have never had the opportunity to meet my mother.” Martin spoke confidently. “Allow me to introduce you now.”

Gorgo stared confidently at the holo transmission. Her face was drawn and weathered as if she hadn’t seen the sun or eaten correctly in years, but there was no denying the burning brightness in her eyes. “My… Riall… my mate? You said he was injured! Where is he?” She asked immediately and without pause, her voice with a tone of command in it. A powerful woman expecting an answer.

“Admiral Riall was… he was injured in an assassination attempt as I said… but he is stable.” Armetus answered quickly seeing the look of relief pass over the real Gorgo’s face. He looked at Martin. “Sire, forgive me for… Milord the clone has fooled us for fifteen years. How do we know this is not another High Coven trick?”
“Armetus… I don’t have time to explain all that has happened right now. Rest assured my friend, we will share some stories over Spartan Wine when all is said and done, for you and I will be very busy.” Martin spoke. “Do you trust me Armetus?”

“Sire… that goes without saying.” Armetus answered instantly. 

“Then believe me now when I tell you this is my mother.” Martin spoke firmly pulling her tighter to his side. Armetus saw something from the Gorgo in the transmission that he had not seen in the clone since the return of Martin Leonidas. He saw her face become animated yet relaxed in the knowledge that her once lost son was indeed very much alive and she was next to him. “Not that nubous abomination walking through my home right now. I want to cross paths with her, but my main concern is my family right now. I will leave her for Andreus. I made a promise and I intend to keep it. I will touch Andreus and he will take her into custody alive Armetus… and that is how I want her kept.”

“I understand Milord.” He replied seeing the look that the real Gorgo gave him as he spoke.
“My Aunt… is Deia?” Martin asked and Armetus saw Gorgo’s head turn to look at Martin with wide eyes.
“I have Deia in protective custody.” Armetus replied instantly. He had been reading people for over two thousand years of his life, and the look Gorgo had just given Martin when he had replied told Armetus everything he needed to know in an instant. The clone had also been surprised when she discovered Deia was in fact the sister of Eliani, and this woman beside Martin, her face showed the stunned shock at this revelation. “She is running things from the bunker under Fleet Headquarters. This… this ship you arrived on gave everyone quite the start.”

Martin nodded. “I’m sure. Endith will take my mother to the medical facility where Riall is once Torma and I have exited. I want Riall ready to be transferred immediately to the City Ship.” He spoke. “Anja is still on board with my… with my daughter. She will take charge of his care. Have NORMYA’S LIGHT and MJOLNIR’S HAND depart for Earth immediately at their best possible speed. I don’t care how many LSD coils they burn out during the trip.” Martin saw Armetus’s eyes go wide. 

“Aricia and Isra are about to become engaged as well Armetus. I need to move fast and hard while I am here.” Martin spoke. “Endith and Tina will bring my mother to the medical facility where Riall is located as I said. She is not to be taken from his side for any purpose or reason… is that clear?”


“Perfectly sire. I will have her blanketed by a Lochi of Durcunusaan ten seconds after she lands.” Armetus replied. “With Dysea and Isabella there no will question it. They… they do…”

Martin nodded. “I have touched them already. They are aware.” He answered. “Inform Deia that I have returned and have her prepare to move her entire staff to Earth when I give the word. She is not to argue this order from me Armetus. Make that clear to her.” Martin said. “The Senate goes as well. I want every governor and politician within the Union swarmed with security. Vengal?” Martin paused looking at the elfin General he had come to trust implicitly in the last two years.

Vengal stepped forward. “Milord?”


“I want you and Vistr see to that.” Martin spoke. “I want them covered for two reasons Vengal. Their protection and ours. I don’t care how much they scream.”


Vengal nodded. “Consider it done sire.”


“Tell Ceneu he is in temporary command of the military.” Martin spoke. “Any ship that has not already left its birth is to leave within six hours. I’ve already sent those orders via secure burst to the PROTECTORATE. They will reinforce Riall’s orders and give everyone a swift kick letting them know this is no drill.”


“Dysea has told you what she saw I take it?” Armetus asked.


Martin nodded slowly. “She passed to me what she saw in this vision, and it relates to what I have detected in High Coven space as well. The entire fleet is to go to full combat alert until further notice. If it is not one of our ships, or a ship belonging to one of our allies and they enter Union space they are to be given one warning to leave or they will be obliterated from the stars. Armetus?”


He stepped forward again. “Sire.”

“You will make ready to initiate an Omega Purge Armetus.” Martin spoke seeing his eyes go wide at this news. “I want it all purged. Every last bit of it. Flush them out Armetus! All of them. You find me every last one of those stinking bloodsucking spies in my Union no matter where they are hiding. Is that understood?”

Armetus looked at the transmission with an evil glint in his eyes. “Then I must ask the same question I did little more than a year ago sire. Rules… Milord?”

“None.” Martin answered immediately shaking his head. “None at all. Not this time. They have held my mother… tortured my mother for fifteen years Armetus. Now I want them to know how big a nubous mistake that really was!”

The transmission ended abruptly and Armetus looked at Vengal and Vistr. “I don’t believe I have ever seen him so… so obsessed.” He spoke.

Vengal shook his head slowly. “I have. The day he killed Xerxes. He has come far my friends and he will maintain the control he has learned since that day, but we must insure his orders are followed exactly. He will not be forgiving of mistakes in any manner.” 
ISLAND PALACE ESTATE

For’mya moved silently along the wall of the estate, staying as deeply in the shadows as she could. Her left hand clutched the Shukur, the blade extended back along her forearm in a defensive manner, her right hand never leaving the cool scales of Aurith who crept beside her. 


Where could she be For’mya? Aurith declared. We have searched the entire bottom floor.

For’mya stopped with her back to the corner. She turned to gaze at the large head of her now Bonded Dragon Sister. I don’t know Aurith. I fear the worst. There would be no reason for her to be in the upper areas. Gorgo’s apartment was on the lower level next to Dasha’s and it was empty when we went there. As if she had not even slept in it.


We have heard nothing from anyone since Andreus announced he was here. Aurith spoke. No one will answer our calls.

For’mya slid lower into a squat and Aurith moved closer, bringing her snout close to her shoulder. Sadi said a Bo’yak attacked her. For’mya spoke. They are the most skilled assassins in the universe Aurith. They are also very patient. I fear they are waiting for us to make a move to return to the panic room or expose ourselves in the open.


But more Durcunusaan are coming. Surely they would not remain.


They would if I was their target all along. For’mya spoke. They will not leave until I am dead.


I will not let that happen! Aurith announced. I will burn them just as Elynth showed me.


For’mya forced a smile and drew her hand across her face wiping away sweat and dirt. I am so very happy you are here with me sister.


Aurith nodded. I as well For’mya.

For’mya turned her head slightly as she thought she smelled something odd drift across her nostrils. I do so wish Martin Leonidas was here. She spoke. Aricia has told me his sense of smell is beyond anything she has ever witnessed. All I can detect are faint scents of things that don’t belong. I caught Andreus’s scent briefly as we passed the offices… but now… now I can’t determine what is what anymore. It’s so overwhelming.


We should make our way back to the panic room For’mya. Aurith spoke. We don’t even know if Gorgo still lives. She has not answered our calls within Mindvoice. We dare not continue to risk ourselves sister.


She is Martin Leonidas’s mother Aurith. For’mya spoke.


Aurith nodded. And she has been wolf for far longer than you sister. I do not wish to stop looking for her, but what other choice do we have? We can not go out among the timber and hills. If these Bo’yak are as good as you say they are… they would find us easily. We should move to the panic room and wait for the Durcunusaan to tell us the island is clear.


For’mya met her eyes and nodded slowly. You are right. We should…


Aurith blinked several times as For’mya stopped talking and looked past her. She turned her head slowly and saw the evil pig looking Bo’yak moving from inside the shattered doorway, his weapon leveled at both her and For’mya. The snapping sound caused Aurith to twist her head back and she saw the second assassin moving from around the corner warily, his weapon also trained on where they both were.

For’mya turned the blade over in her hand slowly. “You will not take us alive assassin scum!” She snarled… her wolf fangs fully extended and her eyes burning in anger.


“That is not the purpose of this mission.” The first Bo’yak growled out. “The purpose of this mission was to kill you. You may now be wolf elf bitch… but even that dragon baby can not help you now. You can’t beat both of us, and our weapons will shred your body before you take two steps.”


For’mya’s calculating brain had already told her that. They were too spread out… too far away and too alert. Aurith could burn one easily, but the other would open fire instantly killing them both. At this range their newly discovered psychic shield would not protect them. It just was not powerful enough to stop lethal projectile rounds at close distance. For’mya looked slowly into the night sky.

I have failed you Martin Leonidas. She whispered. I have…


The shattering sound from the center of the palace caused all of them to turn their heads as whatever windows remained in place throughout the lower level were blown outward. The ground shuddered violently as if something very heavy had just smashed its way through the very top of the palace. The burning of the inner palace flared brilliantly for several seconds, part of the upper floor collapsing down into the center of the main foyer, flames shooting in all directions. For’mya did what her mind roared for her to do.


Aurith run! She screamed out in Mindvoice.


To her credit Aurith didn’t hesitate and they both broke for where they knew the dragon cave was while the two Bo’yak stared at the devastation of the palace in stunned shock.


“They’re running!” One Bo’yak screamed out as he turned back and began to bring his weapon to bear on the fleeing figures.


For’mya what was that? Aurith screamed out as her talons dug into the dirt deeply, propelling her away from the palace just as fast as she could move.


For’mya was only steps behind her zigzagging as she ran so as not to provide a clear shot for the Bo’yak. I don’t know! Something must have collapsed from the top down! Run Aurith! Don’t stop!


The two Bo’yak were leveling their weapons at the fleeing figures when the sound of wrenching steel and crumbling concrete tore their attention away and brought For’mya and Aurith to skidding halts at the sound that reached out to them within Mindvoice.


YOU WILL NOT HURT MY DAUGHTER!


Aurith’s golden eyes flew open. Father? Aurith gasped.

The Bo’yak assassin who had come out of the palace felt the shuddering in the ground once more and his eyes grew wider as he looked into what remained of the rear half of the palace. The massive head of a black dragon exploded from inside the smoldering wreckage that had once been part of the palace. Following that black head was a body that was encased in a shimmering psychic shield, the flames and falling debris licking at the edges and bouncing harmlessly off as the near eight metric ton body of Torma filled the Bo’yak’s entire field of vision, smashing aside parts of the rear wall as if shaking of drops of water.


Torma’s snout was a mask of unadulterated rage as he let out a trumpet of anger that turned the heads of many of the civilians three kilometers away that were crowding the docks in Tuya watching and listening as the battle raged on their King’s island.


The Bo’yak’s red eyes nearly bulged from his oval head as the blast of breath and sound made him stagger back several steps from the beast in front of him. His decision was simple. He tossed aside his rifle and turned to run.


Torma would not spare him.


In the little over a year since he had become bonded to Martin Leonidas many things had happened. Torma already held the distinction of being the largest dragon among their kind save only Arzoal who was all of half a meter larger. His strength was without question, his speed and maneuverability while flying almost unmatched by any hybrid dragon that lived. In truth, only his precious Isheeni could out fly him now. Torma was widely considered one of the most intelligent dragons among their kind and since becoming bonded to his Spartan brother, he was considered without question the most powerful dragon within Mindvoice, surpassing in many respects even the Elder Mother. His devotion and love of his mate Isheeni had been witnessed many times before and that had only increased when he became bonded to Martin Leonidas. As with all bonded pairs, they took on many of their bonded one’s emotional traits and even some of their mannerisms. Due to the depth and power of the bond he shared with Martin that now included Martin’s absolute and unquestioning love of his mates and his children. Any who would do them harm would die without remorse, question or hesitation. 


Torma flicked his head forward almost casually and For’mya and Aurith could only watch in stunned silence as the Bo’yak was launched screaming into the night sky. His body collided viciously with the massive tree a few dozen meters away, the sounds of bones breaking easily heard even over the sound of the burning and collapsing palace. Torma yanked his head to the left and before the Bo’yak ever touched the ground his body was flipped screaming through the air once more. His screams stopped when he smashed face first into the two meter wide truck of another tree over forty meters away. Once more Torma’s head snapped back and the Bo’yak was yanked back to land in front of Torma, his body crashing to the ground with a thud. His arms and legs hung useless and twisted in odd directions, the bones splintered and broken, and his face shattered and bloody. One of his eyes had been torn open by the thick bark of the tree and now dangled from its socket. His one good eye could only watch as Torma bared his terrible fangs in another trumpet of anger and he slapped his front leg down with controlled precision and devastating power. 


Never threaten my daughter! His voice blared out within Mindvoice. Never!
Two of Torma’s four massive talons impaled the Bo’yak completely, penetrating through his body to stick into the dirt beneath him. Yellow green blood fountained into the air splashing onto Torma’s leg from the Bo’yak’s mouth and the two wounds.
The second assassin had witnessed all this in horror, his red eyes wide and unable to tear away from the death of his fellow assassin. With a wail of fear driven rage he lifted the rifle he carried and pulled the trigger. His head turned when he felt the moist spray shower his face. His red eyes could only watch as his shoulder and arm exploded in a spray of blood, flesh and bone. He felt no pain so quickly did it happen, and his eyes were wide as he watched what remained of his arm fall to the ground before him, the index finger of his hand still attempting to pull the trigger on the weapon. He felt a moment of searing pain before his chest exploded outward and the spear head of the Spartan Nehtes erupted from his flesh followed quickly by nearly a full meter of the thin shaft. He staggered to the side, the near nine foot length of the spear embedded in his chest, throwing off his balance as he turned. His eyes fell upon an equally ferocious sight as Martin Leonidas stepped from the embers of the palace around him, his eyes the color of yellow gold, his vicious looking dual incisor fangs fully extended and displayed. The light blue psychic shield encompassed his body, his helmet and crested plume making him give off an almost nightmarish visage. His failing eyes saw Martin lift his hand into a closed fist. He saw the silver tinted psychic knife explode from his knuckles and the last thing he would see in this lifetime was that eight inch long psychic knife punching through his overdeveloped forehead.

He dropped to the ground, a one inch diameter hole in his head, his sightless eyes open in horrible death.
Kinsoaurgai! Martin screamed out within Mindvoice. (Voice of my heart)
Aurith! Torma’s voice echoed an instant later as he lifted his massive foot and with barely any effort he flipped the body of the Bo’yak assassin off his talons to sail into the darkness around them.

Father! Aurith shouted as she sprinted forward.

Martin’s head snapped around as For’mya slowly came to her feet from where she had been kneeling next to Aurith. I am… We are here Martin Leonidas. She spoke softly, gazing at him with a love and passion she had not felt before this night. 
For’mya watched as he covered the distance to her in what seemed like a single blink and then she was swept up in his powerful arms and his handsome face was buried in her neck and hair. She gasped out as she wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and using her new found wolf strength she squeezed him as hard as she was able. Tears clouded her eyes and his lips found hers before she could scream out in joy.


Clone/Gorgo hissed out her anger as she watched the scene from the treeline nearest the docks. He was here! How had he returned? She was told he would be dead! Clone/Gorgo blinked quickly as the brownish red snout of Doranthe appeared suddenly not ten meters in front of her, his eyes looking none too friendly.

“Not exactly what you wanted to see is it clone bitch!” Andreus’s voice echoed from behind her.


Clone/Gorgo turned slowly, her face relaxing to a prose of relief and surprise. “Andreus!” She exclaimed. “Thank the gods.” She spoke watching him. He stood loosely only five meters away but she sensed his damnable dragon creeping closer. “What has happened Andreus? I… I was out walking and the explosions knocked me into these tress. I…”


“Save your excuses for those who will believe them clone!” Andreus hissed. “My King has already told me who you are!”


“What do you mean? I was knocked unconscious for a few moments. I only awoke to… I ran for help! I was so frightened… I…” Clone/Gorgo pleaded.


The was a flash of silver white light, Andreus stepped in close to her and his Shi Viska slammed into her face with the power of a falling brick. Clone/Gorgo’s head snapped around and her eyes rolled up into her head as she fell to the soft dirt, blackness washing over her.


Andreus stepped closer and stared down at her inert figure. “The mother of a Spartan would never run!” He hissed savagely. “The mother of the Spartan King would die beside her family!”

Doranthe snorted in approval. Well done my brother! He declared. Well done!
EARTH

EDEN CITY

“Steady my friends! Steady!” Lynwe’s voice echoed softly across the fortified position she rested behind. She turned her amber eyes on the heavy machine gun and its Lycavorian Spartan gunner as the sun began to make its way into the clear sky. “Do not fire until there are at least a dozen that have cleared the entrance.”


The Lycavorian nodded confidently. “We want them bunched up under the others.” He spoke. “Yes General Lynwe… you have said this six times in the last hour alone.” He spoke with no malice in his voice, turning his dark eyes to her with a grin.

“I am micromanaging aren’t I Steffan?” Lynwe asked with a smile of her own.


The Lycavorian shook his head quickly. “You are acting as a leader shoulder General. You have put this plan together in two days, and a fine one it is. Now let us show you how well it will work.” He looked at Lynwe’s amber eyes. He had been with her during the Battle for Earth and every day since. She may have been a Drow elf and now a vampire, but damned if she wasn’t one of the most inventive officers he had ever served under. He was right of course and she knew it, and that is what made her a leader of men and women.


Her plan had been all too simple and brutally efficient. There were only so many places these white skinned monsters and their allies could exit the sewers beneath Eden City in any sort of numbers to be effective. Lynwe simply had the other sewer entrances welded shut and positioned her forces at these locations. Nearly three dozen across the city. Steffan may have been a Lycavorian, born and raised in Sparta, but he discovered very quickly that Lynwe, Selene, Tarifa and Aihola were seasoned and tough fighters in their own right, even if they were all elves.

Lynwe nodded her head in the dawn sky. “Let us hope it works.” She spoke. She tilted her head to the side quickly. “Layna?” She spoke into her implant.


“I am in position Lynwe.” Layna’s voice replied immediately. 


“Layna… you must do nothing foolish. Selene and I do not wish to lose you so soon after discovering you.” Lynwe told her in a whisper voice full of feeling.  


Layna chuckled in Lynwe’s ear implant. “Rest assured Mistress… I feel very much the same way.”


Lynwe looked up as one of Tareif’s elf Dragoons slid to a stop next to her. “General… Senior Polemarch Dymas has begun his attack on the mountain!”


“What of our attack against the ocean facility where they were hiding the eggs?” Lynwe asked.


“Commander Isra and Administrator Aihola left no one alive.” The Dragoon answered. “The three transport Lifters are being tracked even now moving for this city in Kansas. Steven has his RAPTOR II at sixty-four thousand feet in looping circles over the Lifters. Commander Isra and Aihola are following them from eighteen thousand feet.”


“The Kavalian dogs?” Lynwe asked.


“Admiral Joarl was correct. They landed only two hundred and twenty. They used the travel corridors of the reconstruction ships to blend into the normal flights and then broke only at the last moment.” The Dragoon answered. “Admiral Joarl reports he and the HAMMER OF THE GODS are five thousand kilometers from the Kavalian ships under full Shroud.”


“How were they able to enter the travel corridors?” Lynwe asked.


“Forged reconstruction documents and codes from one of the companies.” The Dragoon replied. “They are broadcasting that they are simply cargo vehicles and their escort from Dulban Nine.”

Lynwe’s amber eyes glinted in the morning light. “They think we are fools.” She said softly. “They think because we are elves and humans that we are fools. They think Martin left us in charge for some ridiculous political notion of equality.”


The Dragoon grinned at her. “Well… they will learn that is not the case at all.” He spoke. “Watching the interrogation of the Kavalian was informative. Perhaps these fools believe the King only left you in charge because he was sleeping with all of you.”


Lynwe met his eyes. “You are serious?” She asked.


The Dragoon shrugged. “I noticed this Talco did not have much use for females of any kind. His distain for you and Administrator Selene is obvious, but he dislikes females as a whole it seems.” He answered. “It would not surprise me in the least. It is his loss really as it leaves more females for us to enjoy.”


Lynwe looked at him and chuckled. “I will remember you said that Toba, especially when I see your mate again.”


The Dragoon grinned. “War Master Tareif sends his regards and says he will attempt to restrain himself from killing all of these fools who appear on his air base.”


“Advise him restraint is not needed.” Lynwe spoke. “I suddenly am becoming very angry with these fools who think we are helpless.”


“Certainly not because of anything I have told you I hope General?” The dragoon asked with a false look of indignation. 


Lynwe grinned showing her vampire fangs. “Of course not Toba.”


“Motion sensors are lighting off!” A voice hissed from the side. “They’re starting to move to the entrances. Motion sensors are off the chart. Can’t get an accurate count!”


Lynwe nodded. “It is almost time to start this dance as Anja is so fond of saying.” She spoke. “Prepare our breach teams and insure they have additional body armor. Let them come to their deaths. We have only just begun rebuilding our city and our world… not to mention our lives. I will not allow them to ruin any part of our future.”

BIG SNOWY MOUNTAINS

BASE OF TRUE PEOPLE


Walter ducked his head back just as another burst of weapons fire sizzled by his helmet. He leaned up against the side of the metal wall and looked at the two Durcunusaan Spartans beside him, their weapons facing in different directions. He had almost told Martin to stick his Durcunusaan guards in his nose for he did not need protection. Now Walter was glad he didn’t. They were a lethal pair, and while it was their job to protect him, they also allowed him to fight his way to this location. They were turning out to be very useful and they looked upon him almost reverently.

They had breached the mountain in the two weakest points that Syrilth thought would matter most, hundreds of Spartans pouring in through each entry point and catching the white skinned devils almost flat footed. The entry explosions had shaken the entire mountain, jarring all the mountain defenders awake, even as a full Mora of Spartans began to swarm into the many corridors and tunnels of the mountain base. Pitched battles began to break out all over as small units of Spartans began meeting the True people in corridors and hallways. While the Spartans were far better trained and equipped, the narrow corridors provided the defenders at least a small advantage. That however did not last long when Shi Viska’s began launching down corridors and loping off heads and arms.


Walter turned when the female Spartan skidded to a stop next to his two Durcunusaan. “Senior Polemarch… Third and Fourth Lochi have moved to the level below the hanger securing everything as they move. They have established another triage center on that level and have begun receiving any casualties! They report only light resistance!”


Walter nodded with a grin. “That’s because they are all here fighting us!” He shouted pointing around the corner. “Casualties?”


“Three dead and nineteen wounded. All the wounded are refusing to be evacuated and they are holding a medical triage area near the second breach point.” The female replied. She tilted her head and reached up to touch the side of her helmet. “Senior Polemarch… Queen Aricia! Channel Ten!”


Walter tapped the COM unit on his armor. “Channel ten secure!” He spoke. “Aricia my favorite niece!” He bellowed. “How are you child?”


“I am fine Uncle.” Aricia’s voice answered and Walter smiled at the exasperation in her voice at his laconic tone. “It does not sound like you are the same however.”

Walter chuckled. “We are having a fine time here! The weather is excellent if a bit smoky… but all in all a glorious day!” He told her.

“What is your status Uncle?” Aricia’s voice was clear and firm and Walter detected her “Queen” tone of voice now.
“We have secured half the mountain Aricia.” Walter answered immediately becoming all business. “Syrilth and her siblings are keeping them from escaping through the hanger. I am leading two Lochi and we are about to begin our final assault on their last position.”

The two Durcunusaan looked at him. “We are?” One asked.

“Isra, Aihola and Aelnala are trailing the Lifters with the dragon eggs Uncle. They will reach our location within the hour.” Aricia spoke. “The Admiral has moved into position around the Kavalian ships. Isheeni, Roluth and Maruad have already arrived at the meeting place. I am holding ten kilometers away under a large stand of timber. We are expecting the Kavalians to arrive shortly. Everything is in place.”

“They have not detected the Mora I sent then?” Walter asked.

“If they have… they have given no indication of this.” Aricia answered. “They are hidden deep and well.”

“Remember what Joarl told us Aricia.” Walter spoke. “Hit them hard and fast and leave none alive. They are tough to kill.”

“I will do this… don’t worry Uncle. Just keep yourself alive. I do not want to explain to my Beloved that his Senior Polemarch was acting reckless and got himself killed.” Aricia spoke.
“Perish the thought Aricia!” Walter said. A grenade going off just around the corner caused Walter to flinch and duck his head as smoke and debris came sailing past. “I must go now Aricia! I will contact you when we have secured this vile place.”

“Very well.” Aricia spoke.

Walter looked at his two Durcunusaan. “Let us find this creature Syrilth calls Hurcan! He fancies himself the leader… and I have words for him!”
EIGHTEEN THOUSAND FEET

WESTERN KANSAS

It was the most incredible experience Aihola had ever taken part in. Even now, five hours into their flight, the sensations and euphoria was still coursing through her blood. Her new helmet fit snugly over her head, her shimmering white hair flowing out the back. The light weight black body armor conformed to her like a second skin. Her legs were nestled snugly under the Dragon Armor braces, Isra’s thighs pressed tightly to the back of her legs, his chest against her back. Now she fully understood what her Spartan mate felt when he flew. She and Tarifa had only experienced a small portion of it on their trips upon Aelnala’s back. This however was something entirely different. It was so free and unrestricted. Her fear at being so high had worn off in the first minutes and now the exhilaration caused her blood to pound in her veins.


So much had happened in the last few weeks and months and Aihola was still somewhat besieged by everything as she lowered the macrobinos from her amber eyes. Her blinding love for Tarifa, their staggering love for the man who sat behind her on Aelnala’s back. The way he made them feel in and out of his arms. And now… she and Tarifa’s newly discovered bond with Roluth. It was all so…


Overwhelming? Isra’s deep warm voice announced within her mind.


Aihola turned slightly and looked over her shoulder. Stop doing that. She spoke with humor in Mindvoice. 
It came almost naturally to her and Tarifa now. It had begun by Aihola tasting Tarifa’s blood that day two years ago and now it had developed into this powerful bond of their minds, joining them in a way that they could not explain. A way that they had stopped trying to explain because it felt so very right. The amazing Mindvoice bond they now shared with Roluth had only strengthened the connection they had with each other and with Isra and it made both Aihola and Tarifa blissfully happy.


Isra chuckled. I am not doing anything, only detecting the surface thoughts and emotions of my mate. I will need to instruct you in how to shield better I see.


Aihola leaned back against him and felt his arm slip around her waist. Was it like this for you Isra? When you and Aelnala first discovered your bond?


Aelnala’s feminine voice laughed softly within Mindvoice. It was infinitely harder. He is a man after all.


Isra joined in the soft laughter. Yes… It was no different than when Aelnala and I discovered what we share Ceiricah. It was shortly before the last battle on Enurrua. She was defending three dragon eggs that were not even hers. Defending them as any mother would. I saw what men of my own kind were ready to do and I acted. (Amber eyes)

You acted? Aihola asked never having heard the story of how Isra and Aelnala had become one of the most powerful bonded pairs.


He killed two of them himself. Aelnala replied quickly. Helping me to protect the eggs. And then he carried two of them on my back because my talons did not allow me to carry all three.


Our psychic shield activated as we flew with the eggs to where the Elder Mother was. It was quite the experience. Isra spoke. The rush of memories and feeling and emotions that coursed through us. I believe we were both shaking quite badly when Aelnala finally landed in the cave.


I can feel him Isra. Aihola spoke softly. Tarifa and I both. He is nervous. He is nervous but he is determined.


Isra nodded. I knew when your bond activated it was going to be a strong one. He spoke. And Roluth is still very young. It will only grow in depth and power. I truly do not know what would have become of me if I had not come across Aelnala.


We saved each other that day my brother. I would be dead if not for you. Aelnala replied easily. Now we both have a future we can look forward too. As soon as we deal with these fools who think they can steal dragon eggs.

Isra… Aihola spoke softly.

Aihola felt him shake his head. No Ceiricah. Put such thoughts from your mind forever.

How do you know what I was thinking? Aihola asked.


You have wondered about it for some time. He replied. It has skipped across your surface thoughts more than once that I have detected. You wonder if I love you because of Tarifa. Because of what you share. Isra shook his head. This has never been the case Ceiricah. The two of you share a bond that nothing with ever sever. You are almost one mind… but you are still separate. You smell different. You taste different. The texture of your skin is different. When I first saw Tarifa, I could smell you upon her almost as strongly as her own scent. You are in her blood Aihola. My blood burns for you just as intensely as it burns for Tarifa, yet in a different way. I love you both for who you are separately. I could not love her more than you, anymore than she could love me anymore than she loves you.


What we feel… what we feel for you is so much more powerful than what we shared with Dekton. Aihola spoke.


We are different people, but Dekton was no less a Spartan than I. Isra spoke softly. And to be honest… I thank the Gods everyday that it was he who discovered you first and kept you safe.


Aihola turned even more and let her amber eyes fall upon his violet orbs. Why?

His actions paved the path for me to discover you both. Isra replied. If not for him and what he did… I would most likely be dead. I would never have discovered Tarifa on my brother’s ship. I would never have discovered you. Every action in the universe has a purpose Ceiricah… and it has a result. I believe Dekton’s actions led me to act as I did… and ultimately it brought us together.


Isra… Isra we are pregnant. Aihola whispered the words. Both of us.

Aihola felt him lower his head closer to her and even though he could not nuzzle her elfin ear, just having him so close sent tingles through her. Yes I know. I was wondering when the two of you were going to get around to telling me.


You… you know! How is that…?


I’m an Alpha Ceiricah. I will detect these things in my mates you know. It was harder in you because of your vampire blood… but it was confirmed to me when the bond between the two of you and Roluth activated. Isra told her.


It was… it was a surprise for us. We… we have always wanted children, but we had begun to wonder if it was possible after everything that had happened to us through the years. Aihola spoke as her spirits began to fly as high as they were with Aelnala.

You have decided to remain on Earth haven’t you? Isra said.


Aihola nodded. No matter what happens… this is our home. This is where we belong. Tareif and Palina… they have become my parents now… just as much as they are parents to Tarifa and Zaala. 


Isra nodded his head. Then I will accept the position here on Earth that the King has offered me. When we are done ridding ourselves of these fools and freeing Syrilth’s siblings… then we will begin to look toward the future. Our future.


Aihola sighed. I like the sound of that.

Isra. Aihola. The vehicles are slowing. Aelnala’s voice announced. 

The Lifters are almost to this city. Aihola spoke lifting the binos back to her amber eyes. Perhaps another thirty kilometers… they must be planning to stop before entering the city to meet with Maraud.

Tarifa will spring the trap when they are within ten kilometers of the city. Isra spoke. When she does, Aricia, Isheeni and Roluth will act as well. The Mora of Spartans in hiding will reveal themselves and either take the Kavalians into custody or kill them if they choose to fight.


Aihola nodded. And Lynwe and Selene will take care of these white skinned creatures that have infiltrated our city.

Isra nodded. We are stretched thin but we have surprise on our side. With luck… our losses will be very minimal.


And we are due large chunks of luck lately. Aelnala spoke bobbing her head up and down.
 


Yes sister we are. Isra agreed.

BIG SNOWY MOUNTAINS

TRUE PEOPLE’S BASE


Syrilth let fly with another withering blast of flame and heat down the now scorched corridor of the base that led into the main hanger. A small part of her relished the screams of the dying monsters as the tail end of her jet of flame engulfed three of the white skinned creatures completely, their flesh beginning to peel from their bodies before their screams died in their lungs.



Tharua snapped her head around from where she was watching the upper level catwalk into the unused hanger control center. Every few minutes she would unleash a blast of powerful flame that engulfed the control room and the adjoining corridor.


Syrilth! More keep coming! She screamed out.


The Guardian is pushing them towards us unwittingly! Syrilth cried out looking at her sister. They are attempting to use the hanger to escape his attack!


We must seal the main doors so that none escape! Tharua cried.

Syrilth trumpeted out a roar of anger as three of the True People burst through the scorched hallway door where they had been hiding. Her whip like tail slashed around and caught two of them in their chests, crushing their bodies as they were lifted from their feet and smashed against the unyielding metal of the hanger wall. The third stopped to lift his weapon and fire at her, his projectile rounds bouncing harmlessly away from Syrilth’s psychic shield. Syrilth snapped out with her front foreleg and just one of her uniquely curved razor sharp talons disemboweled the man with barely a pause.

Tharua I do not know where the controls are. Syrilth barked out.


I do! I do! I will go sister! Majeir’s voice interrupted them. 


Syrilth whirled around to see the youngest and smallest of her siblings tucked into the corner of the hanger bay while her older brothers and sisters stood guard in a half circle around her ready to burn anything that got past Syrilth and Tharua. 


Majeir no! Syrilth screamed out.


I can do it! I can do it! Majeir cried darting out from behind her siblings and making directly for the floor drain that she had used so many times before.


Majeir no! NO! Syrilth bellowed too late as Majeir’s one meter long body vanished into the drain tunnel.

APO PRIME

ISLAND PALACE


Martin held Elynth’s large head in his hands as he rested his forehead to her cool snout, Torma’s massive head gently nuzzling her wings. The still smoldering portion of the palace was being attacked by fire fighting foam and dozens of trained workers that the Durcunusaan had finally allowed onto the island after two hours of waiting. Famus had arrived within minutes of Andreus taking the clone/Gorgo into custody and leaving the island with her on Doranthe. Martin wanted to limit those who knew that a clone had played the part of his mother for so many years. Now with Dasha looking on holding a sleeping Androcles in her arms, and For’mya standing beside Sadi and Aurith, Martin and Torma gazed at her.


I will never forget what you and your sister have done here this night Elynth. Martin spoke softly in Mindvoice. You saved the life of my son. My mate.

Elynth’s golden eyes met his and she shook her head slowly. We saved each other King Martin. She spoke calmly. Without Andro’s warning and direction to Sadi and me, we would have been injured or killed. We will never allow harm to come to each other. And through it all For’mya was calm in the storm.

Martin nodded slowly as he looked at her. You and my son will one day surpass your father and me Elynth.


He is my bonded one. As you and my father protect and honor each other… Andro and I will do the same. That is all we aspire to King Martin. Elynth answered. Of course… we will not attempt to land within a burning building in the middle of a battle.

Martin chuckled and lifted his head to look at Torma who was still gently caressing her wings. She is smarter than you and I my brother. He said. And she has her mother’s sense of humor.

Torma nodded his enormous head even as he licked the grime and soot from his first hatched daughter’s wings. It appears both of my daughters have my mate’s disposition. He spoke. Something I thank the Elder Gods for every day.

Martin stood back up and watched as Elynth lifted her head on her long neck, standing even with him in height now. He smiled and scratched her snout once more. My son is lucky Elynth. Lucky to have you looking out for him.


No luckier than I for having him watching over me. Elynth answered.


Martin turned and looked at Dasha as she stepped forward. Martin leaned over and kissed her cheek gently before nuzzling the dark hair on Andro’s head. He looked at Dasha and opened his mouth to speak. Dasha shook her head quickly and put a finger to his lips.


“Do not dare thank me.” She spoke warmly. “Not after what you have given my daughter with your love Martin Leonidas. I would die to protect your children…” She looked at For’mya and smiled. “It matters not to me who brings them into this world.”

“We will see Aricia very soon.” Martin told her.


Dasha nodded. “And we will remain in Sparta for a time I hope.”


Martin nodded with a smile. “That goes without saying.” He spoke.


“Good. That is our true home. Not this… not this island palace we have here. Though it is quite peaceful here. Until tonight.” Dasha spoke.


For’mya squeezed her hand. “And it will be again in the future.” She spoke.


Martin pulled For’mya into his embrace and squeezed her hard. “Endith is returning to take all of you to the City Ship. Torma and I have some things to finish here before we come up with my mother and Riall.” He said. “Anja will get you settled and introduce you to Lisisa.” He smiled. “You will like her I think.”


For’mya looked at him. “Martin Leonidas… Sadi is…”


Martin looked at the stunning young woman, remembering her from that night weeks ago. She looked different now, covered in dirt and sweat, and he knew she was no longer the arrogant alpha female she had been that night.


“I will have the Durcunusaan take you to be with your father and brothers.” Martin spoke stepping up to her. “Whatever sins you may have committed in the past Sadi, are long forgotten after your actions here tonight. Anything you may wish or need in the future, you only need to ask for it and it is yours.”


Sadi looked at this towering man and couldn’t help but shudder. How she ever thought she could entice him was beyond her. She shook her head slowly. “I have what I want Milord. I have my life back… and the life of my father and brothers.”


Martin nodded and leaned over to kiss her cheek. He drew back slowly staring at her for a long moment and then a smile slowly split his face as if he had just realized something. “We will see you in the future Sadi, daughter of Vorilas.”


“Perhaps… perhaps Milord.” She spoke puzzled by his words and smile.


Martin nodded the smile still on his face. “Oh… I think we will.” He said. He turned grasping For’mya’s hand tightly and pulling her close before turning to walk toward the DT landing pad Dasha following on his opposite side.


Sadi watched him for a long moment before turning her head and seeing Elynth staring at her from the side. She smiled and reached up without fear to rest her hand on Elynth’s head under the watchful eyes of her father’s massive form.


“Thank you Elynth.” She spoke softly. “For everything.”


Elynth stepped closer to her, pressing her snout to Sadi’s head. Sadi could feel her large tongue moving within her jaws and then her tooth filled maw opened and Sadi’s eyes grew wide as she saw the glittering coral red pendant drop into view on the leather tie.

You have been chosen Sadi. He wants you to have this to remember him by. Take it. Elynth had told her.
Sadi stared at the pendant for a long moment. Elynth it’s… it’s beautiful. I can’t take this. It is…it must be worth…
It is a Dragon’s Heart Sadi. Androcles’s pendant… given to him when he was born by his parents. It was cut from their pendants and forged back together by my mother. I have split it once more at his request to give you half. It is a great honor among my kind… among dragons… and it has been taken from one of my kind who has fallen, for that was their wish. So that they may live on in others. My grandmother says the process is long and arduous, but once polished like this it never loses its luster. This one has been cut in two and he wishes you to have one half. Elynth spoke to her.

Sadi met her golden colored eyes. Elynth… he is only eight months old. He is a baby. He...
Elynth stepped closer to Sadi, her golden eyes bright and clear. Do you truly believe that Sadi? Or has what happened here these last few days… what you have seen and heard this very night not mattered to you at all? You can not deny it Sadi, for you have seen and heard for yourself. 

You know that is not true Elynth. I… I…She answered.
Take it Sadi. Elynth told her. If nothing else… let it remind you of what we have shared here these last days and what he feels for you. What he will always feel for you. He is a child now yes… but Androcles will be a man one day… and who knows what the future holds for all of us. One day… if you truly wish to discover the love you seek in your heart… you will… wear this pendant always Sadi. Never take it off and the love you seek will one day just walk into your life without you ever being aware of it.
You are… you are speaking of him. Sadi said softly.
You already know the answer to that KertaGai. You already know the answer to that. Elynth said.

Sadi looked at her. You have called me that before Elynth. What does it mean?
Elynth smiled a dragon smile and her golden eyes gleamed. KertaGai means Eternal Heart in the ancient Lycavorian tongue. It is the name he has given you. The name that will never be lost from his lips.

Sadi had looked at her and then leaned up slightly to kiss her cool snout scales as she took the pendant in her hand. I will treasure it always. She spoke softly as she draped the pendant around her neck. I will wear it always.
Elynth nodded and turned when Torma nudged her side. You must go daughter. Endith is landing as we speak.

Elynth nodded and turned back to Sadi. Remember my words to you Sadi. One day… one day we will find you again.

Sadi watched as she turned her large body and broke into a trot where Sadi could hear the engines of the DT whining as it came to rest on the landing pad nearby. She looked up and saw Torma’s gargantuan body still next to her, his own golden eyes gazing at her. She saw him nod his massive head and then he too turned and moved for the landing pad.

TUYA 
CAPITAL MEDICAL CENTER


Riall’s eyes opened slowly against the bright light of the medical room. He knew where he was immediately as the scents of a medical facility filled his nostrils. His whole body ached as it had never ached before. He remembered the beatings, the injections, not being able to shift. They had surprised him as he made ready to meet with Armetus at the Main Palace Estate. The first thing he had seen was the injector in the hand of the Evolli as it stabbed down into his shoulder. As blackness washed over him and his limbs refused to respond to his commands he heard the voices and orders given out and then the beatings began.


Riall felt the weight on his side and shifted his head seeing the long, naturally curly dark hair. Her scent hit him then, pure, powerful and clean. He lifted his hand as his eyes narrowed in confusion. There was something different… something not right about her scent. It was more pungent… more pronounced than he had smelled from her in many years. He rested his hand upon her head gently.


“Gorgo?” He croaked out the word with dry lips and mouth.


Her head came up instantly, her dark eyes like two gleaming beacons in the room and he saw burning love in them. “Riall?” She gasped.


Riall looked at her for a long moment. Her hair was longer than he remembered, not as shiny or healthy looking. Her face was drawn and it appeared as if she hadn’t seen the sun in years.



Gorgo came out of her chair, her hands going to his face as tears came to her eyes. “Riall… my… my mate. My… my husband!” Gorgo wept. She gently caressed his battered face with her hands, her long fingers exploring the contours of his male features. A face she had long ago given up hope of ever seeing again.


“Gorgo… you… what is wrong?” He asked softly. “Are… are you sick? You… your hair… your face is…”


Gorgo shook her head quickly. “No my husband… I am not sick. I am… I am gloriously happy!” She cried out. 


Gorgo had dreamed of many things while in that vile prison, but nothing more than this man’s face in front of her. The dreams of his hands upon her body, how he made her feel and the love she felt for him foremost in her thoughts. Her love for Martin’s father had run powerful and deep, yet what Gorgo felt now looking at this man who had stood beside her for over two millennia, she could not describe it. Even more tears came now as she realized he had given her life back to her those hundreds of years ago. He had been her rock… her anchor… and then her healing balm. She was nothing without this man. She lowered her head next to his and inhaled deeply of his rich spicy scent, allowing it to fill her senses and make her mind sing out in joy as it had for so many years. Her hands caressed his shoulders and arms as she drew back slightly and looked at him.

“Gorgo… what… what is going on?” Riall asked. “Why… why do you look different? I saw you only yesterday… what is…?”


Gorgo shook her head and placed a finger to his lips silencing his words. “There is… there is so much I have to tell you my husband. My… my mate. My… my son has returned with…”


Riall’s eyes grew large. “The King… Martin has returned?” He spoke trying to push himself off the bed.


Gorgo placed her hands on his chest, gently pushing him down. “No Riall. You are still very weak.” She spoke quickly. “They… they injected you with a drug so you could not shift. Your wounds will take time to heal. You must rest.”


Riall shook his head. “Dysea… she saw something that… I must get the fleet prepared and deployed.” He spoke. “Armetus is waiting to meet with me.”


“No… Martin… Martin is taking care of all that.” She spoke quickly. “We are leaving shortly… and…”


Riall looked at her. “Leaving? Leaving for where? What is going on? Why… why do you look different Gorgo my wife? Why…”


“I want to go home Riall.” Gorgo spoke.


“Home?” He spoke. “Then get me out of this damn bed! I will insure all is being prepared and we can go home.”


Gorgo shook her head as she took his face in her hands. “No… no my love.” She said softly. “I want to go home.”


Riall met her dark eyes. “To… to Sparta?” He asked.


Gorgo nodded with a glowing smile. “Yes.”


“You… you have not mentioned that since we returned with Martin here to Apo Prime Gorgo?” He spoke. “Even… even before we left there… you never wanted to… you did not want to stay. You… why is your scent different Gorgo? It is stronger… more pungent… like when we first…”


Gorgo leaned forward and kissed him. She had dreamed of this for fifteen years and as her soft lips melted upon his, Gorgo felt long forgotten sensations reignite and race through her. Whatever thoughts Riall may have been thinking were quickly wash away as Gorgo pushed him back on the bed and stretched her frame out on top of his, never breaking their kiss and pouring ever ounce of emotion she had within her into her actions. It was a kiss like when they had first become mates, zealous and filled with yearning and need and desire.

If not for the door opening and several people entering the room Gorgo would have been quite content to rediscover her mate, right there in the room no matter who was watching. Slowly she drew her lips from Riall’s with a burning need she could barely repress. Riall’s eyes were wide as he watched her draw away slowly.


“Gor… Gorgo?” He spoke softly.


Gorgo traced her fingers across his lips slowly. “They are here to take you to the ship.” She said softly. “I will be following you shortly.”


“Ship? What ship?” Riall demanded. “Where are we going?” He turned his head and saw Dysea and Isabella standing with two medics who stood beside the hover bed. They were smiling and their eyes moist. “Dysea… Isabella… what is happening?”


“Nauta Melme is here Riall. You have been injured badly and you need to rest.” Dysea spoke.


“Martin and Armetus are insuring everything will be taken care of Riall.” Isabella spoke. “You’ll know soon enough what is going on my friend.”

Gorgo slipped off the bed never releasing her grip of his hands and she stared at him longingly. “I will be along behind you my mate. There is something I must do first.”


Riall let his eyes flip between the three women. “What is going on?” Riall demanded.


Dysea looked at the two medics and nodded. “Admiral… I am giving you a direct order to go with these men. If you attempt to refuse them they have my permission to sedate you.” Dysea spoke firmly. “Is that understood?”


“No!” Riall demanded. “No it is not! We are in the middle of a crisis! We…”


“Have everything under control!” The deep male voice spoke from behind the medics. The two men parted quickly and Martin stepped fully into the room now.


“Milord… Martin… what is happening?” Riall spoke trying to sit up.


Martin stepped up to the side of the bed. “I need you to do this Riall.” Martin spoke. “I can’t have my top military commander injuring himself further. Ceneu can handle things until you are strong enough to resume your duties. Hopefully by the time we reach Earth.”


“Earth?” Riall gasped.


Martin nodded. “I will explain everything to you when we are underway Riall. Right now I need you to go with the medics. Anja is waiting for you in orbit. She will supervise your care… and Danny will be your roommate.”


“Sire… I…”


“Have I ever given you reason to doubt me Riall?” Martin asked.


Riall met his eyes. “Milord there was…”


“Ukwav doesn’t count.” Martin spoke quickly with a grin. “Do this for me. I will bring my mother up shortly and you will be together. We will all be together.”


“Please Riall.” Gorgo spoke softly.


Riall let his eyes play over those in the room slowly before settling back onto the bed squeezing Gorgo’s hand tightly. He brought her knuckles to his lips and kissed them softly, drawing in her pungent vanilla scent. He nodded his head slowly.


“Very well Milord.” He spoke.


Martin nodded and motioned to the medics who moved forward to begin transferring the bed. Isabella turned to Dysea and leaned over to nuzzle her cheek.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I will see you both on the ship. She spoke.


Dysea griped her hand. [Mindvoice Shielded] Bella…

Isabella smiled and shook her head. [Mindvoice Shielded] We talked about this ussta she-elf. You need him now… you are in phase and only he can curb your desire enough to stop exhausting me. Isabella spoke with a grin. When we are alone I will tell him what I have decided and we will have our time then.

[Mindvoice Shielded] He loves you just as much as any of us Bella. Dysea spoke squeezing her hand. You must feel that.

Isabella nodded with a glowing smile and bright hazel/green eyes. [Mindvoice Shielded] Yes… that much I do know now. I will return with Riall… be mindful of all around you Dysea my love. Both of you. There still might be danger here.


Dysea nodded and kissed her softly. [Mindvoice Shielded] We will see you soon.

Isabella nodded with a loving smile and turned as the medics got Riall’s bed ready to move and activated the hover lift. “Riall… I will fill you in on as much as I am able while we transit to this City Ship Martin has brought back with him.”


“City Ship?” Riall asked looking back at Martin and Gorgo as the medics began to guide the bed out of the room.


Dysea was watching them intently until she felt the aura of the man she loved wrap around her, saturating her senses and she closed her eyes as Martin’s face lowered next to her throat and he nuzzled her neck and the back of her elfin ear. Dysea gasped and spun around, gazing at him almost even with his dark eyes. She was the tallest of his Queens at five foot nine, and this enabled her to easily wrap her arms around his shoulders as her emerald green eyes sizzled in desire.

Hello Melda Min.


Nauta Melme! 
Dysea gasped as his arms wrapped around her, lifting her up off the floor. Dysea curled her long legs up along his waist as she covered his lips with her own in a kiss that crackled in intensity. Her blood was on fire having him holding her now, his mint scent coursing through every fiber of her body, turning her on powerfully. Dysea thought she could never feel anything more powerful as when he had turned her. The intense pleasure she had experienced that night had practically short circuited her brain the moment he bit her and the virus began racing through her veins. Now however, having him crushing her body against him, feeling his huge cock pressing against her now very aroused pussy and clit, Dysea thought her brain was going to actually explode. Her nipples hardened and she felt moisture between her thighs as she practically dry humped him, his large, strong hands dropping to cup her perfect ass and pull her lush body tighter to his. Her body had fully completed its change and the wolf part of her was overriding whatever elfin self control she had. Their kiss deepened, becoming hungry and fervent. Martin could hardly contain himself as her wonderful wildflower scent permeated every corner of his body, igniting his own blood in a way he hadn’t felt except with Aricia and Anja when she had first come into phase. Dysea tore their lips apart, a strand of salvia connecting them for a moment as she dug her fingernails in to his neck.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Nauta Melme… my… my blood burns for you! She gasped as her emerald eyes changed, the thin black banding surrounding the emerald iris, her wolf fangs bursting from her gums. 

Martin had no words as he simply stared at her face, his eyes now changed as well. He leaned over and nuzzled her throat firmly, causing Dysea to groan out as if experiencing an orgasm, her head dropping back as her eyes practically rolled into the back of her head. All that had happened over the course of the last weeks and Martin realized he had not experienced the attentions of any of the women he so loved.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I want you now Melda Min! He growled out within Mindvoice.
Dysea’s head snapped up, her eyes ready for just that, and almost as an afterthought she spied Gorgo watching them with a small grin on her face.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Nauta Melme… Martin… your mother! Dysea gasped out.

Her words hit Martin like a large board and his eyes went wide. He turned quickly and saw his mother standing there as Dysea scrambled to extract herself from his arms, her hormones and her body screaming for her to not let him go. Dysea was very open, some would say even more adventurous ever since Bella came into her life, but having Martin take her in front of his mother was not something she wanted to experience.

Dysea straightened out her uniform as she used all of her will power to get her raging body and hormones under control. “Forgive… forgive us.” She stammered even as Martin closed his eyes and tried to breathe as Dysea’s sweet wildflower scent filtered into his nose. “It has been… I am…”

Gorgo smiled knowingly and stepped forward, quickly taking Dysea’s hands into hers. “You have come into phase haven’t you child? This is your first one since being turned isn’t it?” She spoke softly.

Dysea nodded quickly. “It… I did not realize it would be so strong. I thought I could…” She spoke softly.

“Martin… you must leave us for a moment.” Gorgo spoke looking at him.

“Moth… mother?” He opened his eyes and looked at her.

“Go my son. It is easier for you to tame your passions… you do not have the added difficultly of being a woman.” Gorgo said smiling. “Allow me to act as your mother now and teach Dysea how to control hers until you can properly be together. And no touching her with your aura until you are alone with her! What I will teach her will only work as long as you do not surround her with your aura. Go!”

Gorgo gave her son a gentle nudge towards the door and watched as he slowly made his way into the corridor of the medical facility. Gorgo waited until the door closed before turning back to Dysea.

“I… I am sorry.” Dysea spoke softly. “I did not wish… this is not how I envisioned meeting my Nauta Melme’s honored mother. Once he… once he touched Bella and I and told us what had happened I wanted to…”

Gorgo shook her head. “Nonsense child.” Gorgo spoke gently. “He has his father’s aura that much is easily discernible by your reaction to him. Leonidas… Leonidas could turn me to putty with his aura when I came into phase. I may be his mother… but I can still feel it pulsing all around him.” 

“I am… I am Dysea Lady Gorgo.” She said looking at her with normal emerald eyes now as her breathing came under better control.

Gorgo smiled. “Yes… I know.” She spoke. “You are the first he turned. Before he truly knew who he was. Anja has told me about all of you.”

Dysea nodded. “He… he turned Melyanna and I only days before we discovered this.” She said.

“I was very happy to meet Anja.” Gorgo spoke. “She is a masterful doctor… and I must approve of my son’s taste in mates. All of them.”

Dysea looked at her with a small smile. “Even Bella?” She asked.

Gorgo nodded slowly. “I will admit I was surprised at first… but I have known Isabella far longer than most, and the woman who stood here just moments ago is not the woman I once knew. In part because of what you share with her that much is obvious, your scents are mingled deeply. The other part is because of what she feels for my son. You have felt it… I know you have… and as his mother I can feel it as well. She may not be wolf but…”

“…But her desire for him wafts from her pores as much as ours does.” Dysea said with a smile. “I have tried to tell her all this but she thinks I am jesting with her. She doesn’t believe she has a scent.”

Gorgo looked at her surprised. “She smells of sweet lilacs.” She said.

Dysea nodded. “We all love him intensely Gorgo. He is the center of our world.” Dysea spoke. “He has been our lives for so long now. And he will be the center of our lives for many years to come.”
Gorgo stared at her for a long moment, taking in the long silk like platinum blond hair and the incredible emerald color of her eyes. Her four inch long elfin ears were elegantly curved and if anything made her even more beautiful. Gorgo had to admit… Martin had superb taste in women. She already knew what Anja could do for she had seen it herself. If this elfin beauty, Isabella and For’mya turned out to be like Anja, her son was going to have his hands full. And she had not met the one that was his soulmate yet.

Gorgo smiled. “This is your first phase Dysea.” Gorgo spoke. “It is not usually as strong as what I can sense within you, but I fear Martin’s aura has an effect upon you that most males never will. Allow… allow me to show you some things I have learned over the years to dampen the yearning until you can be together properly. Riall is not as powerful as Martin, but he is a very strong Alpha. It will at least allow you to function.”

Dysea nodded with an almost pleading look in her eyes. “Please!” She gasped. 

Gorgo smiled and squeezed her hands. “It will not take long. Sit with me.”

BLOOD JUSTICE

VHC REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

HYPERION PARTICLE EMISSION NEBULA

ZALEISIAN BORDER


The yellowish color of the gaseous Hyperion Nebula swirled around the boundaries of the BLOOD JUSTICE’S sloped edges like the clouds of a dust storm. Visibility was almost nothing and they were operating on instruments alone. Their short range sensors were radiating at full power, no one outside the nebula would be able to pick up the scans due to the inference from the particles churning throughout the clouds. At times small flickers of light would dance across the hull of BLOOD JUSTICE, reaffirming that their Shroud Generator was not working and that they were essentially flying blindly.

Moran sat at his command chair, one hand gripping the mug of tea, the other holding a data pad that was receiving a constant stream of information from the sensor arrays dotting the length and breadth of the ship. The bridge was quiet, everyone keenly aware that something was going on. Even as superior as they thought of themselves, they had never crossed the border into space claimed by another species without direct orders from the High Lord himself. All of them could sense what they were doing was exceptionally dangerous, and perhaps not part of their orders. 


“Time to the edge of the nebula?” Moran asked.


“Three minutes exactly current speed Commander.” The voice called out in reply.


“Long range sensors?”


“Still inoperative sir!”


“Anything on short range?”


Visar turned from where he stood by one of the sensor stations. “Nothing.” He spoke. “I do not like this. We are three minutes from the edge of the nebula and we have not picked up anything. Not even freighters in transit. That is not normal.”


“The short hairs on the neck of my neck are beginning to stand up Visar.” Moran spoke.


Visar looked at him oddly. “Sir?”


Moran turned to meet his gaze. “Something isn’t right.”


Visar nodded his head slowly. “Charge all plasma batteries and bring the missile tubes to full readiness.” He barked. “Port side torpedoes to five second standby! Starboard to ten second standby!”


“Ninety seconds to the edge of the nebula sir!” The voice called out.

“Sensors?”


The man shook his head. “Nothing definitive sir!”


Moran looked at him. “Definitive? What the hell does that mean? Are you picking anything up or not?”


“I’m… I’m detecting what appear to be echoes of some kind Commander.” The man replied. 

“Echoes?” Moran asked.

The man nodded. “Yes sir. I can not pin point or lock them to get a clear signal due to the cloud interference.”


Moran came slowly to his feet and set his mug of coffee down on the small table next to the command chair. “I don’t like this one bit.” He spoke. “Helm, reduce your speed to one quarter on the sub light coils. Stand by on maneuvering thrusters.”


“Reducing speed. Thrusters standing by!”


“Sixty seconds to the edge of the field sir!”


The soft almost pinging sound drew Moran’s attention to the station that Visar stood next to. “Contact!” Visar barked softly. “Closing on our port quarter!”


“Identify!” Moran snapped.


“Range is still too far to confirm sir… but…!” Visar hissed. 
“But what?” Moran spoke.

“Our sensor information is indicating LSD coil emissions and navigational pulses from what appears to be a Class Three Zaleisian Medium Cruiser Commander.” Visar answered turning to look at him again.

Moran met his eyes. “I was under the impression the treaty with the Zaleisians forbid them to have anything larger than frigate class this close to the border.”


Visar nodded. “Yes sir that is correct.”


“Commander… their course will intercept with ours in twenty-four seconds!” The operations officer barked.


“Shit!” Moran spat. “Helm… Z plus eight thousand meters! Twenty percent on the belly thrusters!”


“Z plus eight thousand and twenty percent on thrusters, executing!”


Moran felt the BLOOD JUSTICE jump quickly as they rose from their current position. He turned back to his chair just as the ship jumped violently and slew to the side before settling. He watched as his coffee mug smashed onto the deck and he whirled back to Visar.


“Report damn it!”


“Particle gas pocket!” Visar called out. “We lifted right into it!”


“The cruiser?” Moran asked.


“The cruiser is slowing… but still on an intercept course.” 


“Damn!” Moran spat. “That ship ain’t out here just tooling around. It’s looking for something!”

Visar looked at him. “Or someone.” He said.


“Full stop!” Moran ordered as he settled back into his chair. “Long range sensors?”

“Still nothing definitive Commander. The interference is too much.”


Moran looked at Visar as he moved up next to the chair quickly. “Boost power to the sensor arrays?” Visar asked.


“Where’s that ship?” Moran called.


“Unknown cruiser has come to a complete halt sir! Bearing three four four! Range is ten thousand kilometers! I don’t believe they can see us sir.”


Moran looked at Visar. “Their sensors are that weak?” He asked.


Visar nodded. “If it is a Zaleisian ship.” He answered. “They are not known for having very capable sensor or LSD coils.”


“What if we boost power to the long range sensors by twenty percent?” Moran spoke. “That should cut through the rest of the interference right?”


Visar nodded. “It could very well reveal our position too.”


Moran nodded. “It’s a risk we’ll have to take.” He said getting to his feet. “Helm… on my mark, be prepared to come about one hundred and eighty degrees and go to full power on the sub lights! We may have to beat a very fast retreat.”

“Tactical!” Visar barked. “Twenty percent increase on long range sensor power! Bring it up gradually in two percent increments!”


“Affirmative!”


“Stand ready people!” Moran barked.


“Boosting power now! Twenty-two percent!” The sensor operator adjusted his controls while keeping his eyes glued to his console. “No contacts! Boosting to Twenty-four percent!”

Moran moved up next to Visar. “Stand by on the port plasma arrays. If that ship so much as twitches wrong hit it with every battery we have on that side.”
Visar met his eyes. “You suspect something don’t you?” Visar asked.

“Let’s just say I have a gut feeling we ain’t going to like what we are going to find.” Moran spoke.

Visar turned to the weapons officer. “Do it!” He hissed.

“Twenty-eight percent! Still no contacts!” Moran moved across the bridge slowly to come up behind the sensor operator. “Thirty percent! No… hold on! I’m… I’m getting something!”

Moran leaned over the man’s shoulder. “Talk to me Lieutenant.” He said.

The man shook his head. “It’s… odd sir.” He spoke softly adjusting his console. “Fuzzy power readings. Lots of them.”

“From the cruiser?” Moran asked.

“No sir. Half a light year from the edge of the nebula.” He answered. “Moving… moving closer. Almost as if…”

“As if what?”

The man turned. “Like they are in formation sir.”

Moran felt a cold pit begin forming in his stomach. “Keep going.” He spoke.

“Boosting to thirty-two percent!” The Lieutenant spoke. “Thirty-four… thirty-six… thirty… Nindol shlu’ta naut tlu!” (This can not be!)
“Talk to me!” Moran barked.

“Commander… unknown warships! I… sir… there are hundreds of them!” The High Coven Lieutenant screamed out. “All bearings! I’m detecting massive power readings from the first diamond formation!”

“Commander! That cruiser is scanning us!” Visar shouted.

“How many ships?” Moran yelled. “How many ships?”

“This… this can’t be right!” The Lieutenant gasped.

“How many damn you!” Moran screamed out.

The Lieutenant turned to look at him, his eyes wide and all color draining from his already pale skinned face.

“Commander… sensors are detecting nearly three thousand warships of an unknown type on a heading for High Coven space!”

“Fuck me!” Moran hissed. “Full power scan of the first formation!” He screamed. “All portside plasma arrays target and fire on that cruiser! Helm… execute now!”

The BLOOD JUSTICE was one of the newest and best ships in the High Coven Fleet, and since it was Yuri’s personal ship, it was also crewed by the finest officers and men in the service. The massive dreadnought began a gut wrenching turn to starboard, just as every plasma battery on her port side began launching deadly lances of energy at the unknown cruiser.

“Full power on the sub lights!” The helm officer shouted out as his hands flew over his controls almost as an afterthought.

Moran could feel the BLOOD JUSTICE shuddering as her batteries unleashed a lethal barrage of directed fire that impacted the forward portion of the unknown cruiser just behind its bulbous nose. The cruiser began to disintegrate even as it too opened fire on the High Coven warship, the less powerful plasma beams skipping off of the powerful shields with barely a pause.

“Target missile tubes four through thirteen!” Visar shouted. “Fire at will!”

Ten flares of light blossomed along the BLOOD JUSTICE’S port quarter and ten of their newest and deadliest anti-ship missiles rippled away with barely a pause. The twelve foot long missiles took only seconds to cover the distance between them and the unknown cruiser, and then the massive warheads began to explode all along the side of the ship.

“Fuck!” Moran screamed. “It’s an invasion force! Sensors! Sensors!”

The Lieutenant turned in his chair. “Signatures indicate Zaleisian power coils on a quarter of the ships Commander! Many of them appear to be equal to our ORIC-Class heavy cruisers! The others… I don’t…” His eyes went wide as his console began beeping and he turned back to it. 

“What are they?” Moran screamed.

“Commander… sensors indicate power signatures on the majority of the ships are of a TriCobal based power source!” He turned back to Moran.

“So!” Moran barked.

Visar’s eyes were wide now as well. “Robert Moran… there is only one species in the universe that uses a TriCobal based power source.” He met Moran’s eyes.

“Who?” Moran demanded.

Visar’s expression caused the pit in Moran’s stomach to open up into a cavernous hole, especially after the one word that came next.

“Kavalians!” Visar exclaimed.

“Kavalians?” Moran gasped. “That’s not possible! I thought you… the High Coven destroyed their Empire over two hundred years ago!”

“It would seem we did not do as well of a job as we thought.” Visar spoke with more clam than he felt.

Moran could feel the BLOOD JUSTICE screaming through the nebula cloud, the helm officer directing her movements with exacting skill. “Visar… there’s almost three thousand ships out there!”

Visar nodded. “They did not like us very much Robert Moran.” He spoke. “It appears that has not changed. We…”

The BLOOD JUSTICE shuddered violently and slew to the right a small amount as men and women reached for hand holds to keep from falling.

“Commander! Two Heavy cruisers… unknown class! Bearing two seven eight! They are coming at us from the other side of the nebula where we came in!”

“Shit… it was a trap!” Moran barked. “All along it was a trap! They let us walk right into it and now they want to close it!”

“They are firing again!”

Once more BLOOD JUSTICE shuddered as powerful plasma beams pounded her shields, even as she made for the edge of the nebula so that she could engage her Shroud.

“Three more behind us! Bearing three four one!”

Moran looked at Visar. “Shields to full! Looks like we are going to have to fight our way out of here! As soon as we clear the nebula beam a transmission back to the Group! Let them know what we have discovered and tell them to get gone!”

“We are running Commander?” The tactical officer asked shocked.

“Three thousand ships bearing down on us?” Moran exclaimed loudly. “Hell yes we are running! We can’t stop them alone and we need to make sure the High Lord is warned! Prepare a full suppression barrage for those two ships bearing two seven eight! Hit them before they exit the cloud nebula! Helm… once we are clear of the nebula execute evasive pattern three nine! Take us right between the three ships coming from the side. Prepare to fire every torpedo and missile battery that we have! Target the closest two ships of the three that we will pass between!”
“Weapons officer confirms!”

“Helm, make ready to initiate a combat LSD jump! Short range back to Lycavore! Have the rest of the Group meet us there!”
“They’ll track us Robert!” Visar spoke.

Moran nodded. “But it will buy us time! A few minutes before they follow. It’s enough to let our people know what is happening!”

Visar nodded. “I will prepare the transmission grid for an emergency power burst. We will need to keep our shields up and I will need to pull power from the other systems so that we can reach that far.”

Moran looked at Visar. “Do it! Bypass all command structure and beam it right to the High Lord’s office! Visar… we have just opened Pandora’s Box my friend.” Moran spoke.

“What… what is this Pandora’s Box?” Visar asked.

“A whole lot of trouble.” Moran told him. “A whole lot of trouble!”

EARTH

WITCHIA KANSAS


Roluth and Isheeni were settled on the ground watching as Maruad paced back and forth in the deserted street. They were on the edge of the once sprawling human city, in what appeared to be some sort of park. From where they sat they could see the broken and rusted remains of towering skyscrapers and what appeared to be vehicles of some sort. They were still playing the part of mates and Roluth rested so that his scaled side rested against Isheeni’s hind quarter. He did it in a way that was respectful and that Maruad would never suspect.


[Mindvoice Shielded] He is nervous Isheeni. Roluth spoke.


Isheeni nodded her large head. [Mindvoice Shielded] He believes he is close to his goal. She spoke. And these Kavalians are late in meeting him.


[Mindvoice Shielded] My siblings are…


Isheeni turned her head and touched her snout to his, surprising him to some extent. While they were playing the part of mates, Isheeni had never truly shown him affection of any kind. Roluth did not expect her too, especially not after seeing the images of her true mate Torma. Now however it was different. She nuzzled his snout in the fashion that his sister Syrilth had done when he was still a hatchling.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Isra and Aelnala and your bonded ones watch over your siblings Roluth. Isheeni spoke in a warm voice. They will not allow harm to come to them. Tarifa is waiting with her forces to spring their trap. It will be very fast and without mercy for that is how Spartans conduct themselves. Those operating the Lifters and guarding the eggs will die without question. We must wait until the Kavalians show themselves here before we can act however.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Yet they draw closer each passing minute. Roluth said.


Isheeni nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Closer to freedom Roluth. The Guardian of the Line has already begun his attack on the white skinned creatures at the mountain. Aricia has told me he will have things under control there soon.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Isheeni… I… Syrilth…

[Mindvoice Shielded] I once felt as you do Roluth. I hated them. I never trusted them. It was not until my bond with Aricia came into being that I saw not all of them are like what we had seen. And when the King and Torma returned to our world that day and I saw how powerful they had become… I knew.


Roluth met her azure eyes. [Mindvoice Shielded] What did you know?


[Mindvoice Shielded] This is our future Roluth my friend... our fate. This is what destiny has planned for us. This is our purpose. We will live and die with our bonded ones. We will share in the happy and sad times everything that we are. We will always be together. And we will always fight against injustice to those who can not defend themselves. That is the road we have chosen. And it is the road we travel down every day. You will see this when the King arrives. Isheeni chuckled within their connection. He may be a Lycavorian… but for his kind he is very handsome. And his presence is so very dominating to say the least. He… he exudes power and control. But that is tempered with a compassion and sincere feeling I have rarely seen in his species. You will see this for yourself. 

Roluth looked at her. [Mindvoice Shielded] What will happen when this is over? He asked.


Isheeni touched his snout once more. [Mindvoice Shielded] The future will happen. A bright future for you and your siblings and your bonded ones. They carry children of their own you know.


Roluth nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] I felt that within them.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Soon Roluth. Soon this will be over and you will be free and you will know happiness. Isheeni told him. You…


[Mindvoice Shielded] Isheeni… to the west! Roluth exclaimed.


Isheeni turned her head quickly and she saw the dozen or so figures slowly coming from the shadows of the broken and shattered buildings. The nearly two dozen soldiers she now saw all were dressed in similar green fatigue like uniforms and carrying what appeared to be a version of the rifles she had seen Aricia and the others using. They were of many different shades of color, all of them with feline like features and fine coats of hair covering their exposed bodies. She watched carefully as they approached where Maraud stood with his hands by his side in a very noon-threatening manner.


Maruad? Isheeni spoke. Are these…?

Yes. They are Kavalians, and they are not to be trifled with. They fear your kind for some reason, so do nothing to startle them! He answered quickly. 


They are more foul looking than your kind. Isheeni hissed maintaining her act as a female dragon with eggs that did not care for Lycavorians.


They will have many more watching. Maruad snapped back turning to look at her. Your siblings will be here soon Roluth. Then all this will be over with.


Isheeni canted her head as she detected the slight inflection in his voice. Almost as if he was supremely proud of himself for something. She looked around where she and Roluth sat slowly, almost casually, allowing her abilities within Mindvoice to reach out to anything living that was near them. Her azure eyes remained neutral as she was able to detect many of the same type of humanoid all around her and Roluth.

[Mindvoice Shielded] He is lying. Isheeni spoke calmly.


[Mindvoice Shielded] What? How do you know? Roluth demanded.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I can sense the tremors within Mindvoice of these beings all around us. It is weak… they do not appear to be able to communicate as we do… but there are several dozen moving closer within the remains of these buildings. Isheeni answered.


Roluth’s eyes didn’t change but his tone within Mindvoice did, becoming firmer and angrier. [Mindvoice Shielded] You were right. He never intended to release my siblings to us.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Once we heard what Syrilth told us in the hanger that was Aricia’s thought as well. Isheeni spoke. The question remains, why would these creatures want the eggs of your siblings? I can almost smell their fear of us.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Isheeni I can feel them now. Roluth spoke.

[Mindvoice Shielded] A few more moments and then we will act Roluth. Make ready to tell your Bonded One Tarifa to start her attack. Concentrate and keep your focus and you will reach her easily. Isheeni spoke.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I am ready.


Isheeni canted her large head slightly, her azure eyes bright and intelligent. [Mindvoice Shielded] Aricia my sister. It is almost time for us to act.


[Mindvoice Shielded] We stand ready. Aricia’s voice replied instantly filling Isheeni with love and support within Mindvoice.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Aricia…

[Mindvoice Shielded] I feel them too my sister. It is still very hard as shielded as they still are… but I feel them. Soon… very soon our mates will be with us. Hours… not days my sister. Aricia spoke.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Aricia… what of Maruad? Isheeni asked.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I have already passed the word Isheeni. He is not to be harmed. No my sister… for his deeds… for the horrors he has brought upon Syrilth and your kind… the elves and people of Earth… no… he will face Martin’s judgment.

Isheeni nodded her head. [Mindvoice Shielded] Then I will ask no more… Maruad does not deserve death just yet. And the King’s judgment will be far more terrible to contemplate than death. It will be fitting.


Maruad looked at the Kavalian who appeared to be in charge as he moved closer. A seasoned soldier no doubt the way his eyes darted back and forth and he allowed his keen sense of smell to attempt to detect any who he might call enemy. While no where near as sensitive and refined as a Lycavorian’s sense of smell, the Kavalians surprisingly were a feline cousin to the wolves of his people though no one, whether Lycavorian or Kavalian, would ever openly admit that.

“You are late!” Maraud barked.

“We are not fools! We were making sure the area was secure!” The Kavalian spoke in return.


“This place is a dead city!” Maruad said. “It has been for centuries. No one comes here but mutants and insects. You got to the surface I see.”


The Kavalian nodded as he became less nervous. “Your plan was well thought out. We blended with the reconstruction crews just as you said we would. No one questioned us.” He answered. “I have just over two hundred of my men spread out around this location. Your… your beasts… they…”


“They do as I tell them.” Maruad told him as he moved closer. “They will not move or do anything to interfere. Where are your ships?”


“Nearby. Three kilometers from here.” The Kavalian answered. “The eggs you were to supply to us?”


Maruad nodded. “They will be arriving in minutes by Lifter.” He replied. “I have kept my end of the deal friend. The eggs will be yours just as I promised… and you will provide me a long range transport for my use?”

The Kavalian nodded. “It waits in the landing bay of our cruiser.” He replied. His head turned to the side, looking around. “Where… where is Colonel Talco?”


Maruad’s eyes narrowed. “Talco? I though he was supposed to be with you?”


The Kavalian looked at him. “The last transmission he sent to us stated we would meet with him here. That he would be with you.”


Maruad’s senses suddenly began to light off. “The message he sent to me stated he would link up with you when you arrived and bring you here. He was… he was in Eden City when he sent his transmission to me. His message stated that he was going to make an attempt to kill the vampire/elf wench who insulted him, and if he wasn’t able to complete that he would leave and meet with you.”


The Kavalian met Maruad’s gaze. “His transmission to us was that he would meet us here in your company.” He spoke. “He is the nephew of the Prefect! He must be found!”

Maruad heard the soft laughter within Mindvoice and spun around quickly. He saw the azure blue scaled female behind them a hundred meters, but no longer settled completely on the ground. She was gazing at him intently. Roluth was also on his feet and standing beside her but looking at the building to his right intently.


Why are you laughing? He screamed out in Mindvoice. This has to do with your freedom and the eggs you carry for Roluth as well as the others!


Do you really believe that Maruad? Isheeni spoke calmly and evenly. You are a bigger fool than Aricia first envisioned you to be. 


Maruad’s eyes grew a little wider as he stared at her. Aricia? He took a step towards her. You killed your rider! You and Roluth when he mated with you!

Roluth is not my mate you fool man! My mate carries the King of the Lycavorian Union! I carry one of his Queens! Roluth could no more defeat and kill Aricia Leonidas than you will be able too! Isheeni announced loudly. My bonded sister is my life as I am hers! Something you will never know or experience.

“Leonidas?” Maruad gasped out. 


You will not take Syrilth’s siblings from her Maruad! Isheeni snarled. You will not harm another dragon from this day forward… and when the King arrives here on Earth Maruad… when the King arrives you will face his justice!


Tarifa my bonded one…. now! Roluth screamed out within Mindvoice.


Maruad’s head snapped around when the low echo of an explosion carried across the landscape and echoed between the shattered remains of the buildings that had once stood so high.


You see Maruad! Isheeni barked. You will not have Syrilth’s eggs! Your white skinned allies fall under the weapons and blades of true Spartan warriors as we speak! The facility you used to hide Syrilth’s siblings from her is no more, crushed beneath Isra, Aelnala and Aihola’s heel! They left no one standing Maruad!

Maruad’s head snapped back to look at her, his dark eyes burning with hatred and rage. “I will kill you dragon!” He bellowed out.


Isheeni laughed at him as the Kavalians all around stood nervously wondering what was happening.


Kill me? Isheeni growled out. I think not. Her huge head turned to look at Roluth and she smiled a dragon’s smile. She turned back to gaze at Maruad. Allow us to show you what true Bonded Pairs are capable of Maruad. Roluth now!


Her command was followed by two trumpeting roars of anger, two deep inhalations of breath and then two angry pure Firespitter Dragons unleashed two unstoppable jets of searing flame upon the buildings to either side of them.


Maruad saw his plans begin to disintegrate with the horrified screams of the Kavalians that were being burned alive. He could only watch as the Kavalians all around him brought up their weapons in terrified reaction to what was happening and began to fire on the two dragons. It had no affect Maruad saw, the projectile rounds bouncing harmlessly away from the psychic shields of the two dragons. He knew there could only be one reason for that and his head began to snap back and forth searching.


He turned in place quickly searching and then his eyes came to rest on the figure standing atop the pile of twisted frame work and steel of an old vehicle. The wind caused the raven black crested plume to blow to the side and mix in with her night black hair, but there was no mistaking those azure blue eyes even from the several dozen meters that separated them.


“You!” He screamed. 


Aricia smiled as she extended the Nehtes in her hand. I told you once you were a fool Maruad. It seems I was not mistaken. 


“I will kill you!” Maruad bellowed as he withdrew his own Nehtes and began walking towards her, ignoring all else around him, even as Roluth and Isheeni continued to burn Kavalians by the score. “I will rip your heart from your chest and show it to your King!”


He even ignored the black armored Spartans that began appearing all around them like phantoms from the shadows of the buildings.
  


Aricia only smiled as she allowed the change to come over her. The thin black ring around her azure eyes expanded and her wolf fangs extended to their full length. Then come Maruad… and allow me to show you how big a fool you truly are.

