CHAPTER FOUR
APO PRIME
UNITED LYCAVORIAN UNION 

FOLCANI DELEGATION PETITION ACCEPTANCE DINNER

“Man I’ve always hated uniforms!” Martin spoke as he stood in the receiving line outside the main Senate Dining Hall, greeting visitors. He ran his finger along the inside of the collar of his crimson jacket.

Aricia, Anja and Gorgo all stood between him and Riall, who also wore the standard Lycavorian Union Fleet Forces formal dress uniform, or LUFF for short. The black pants were trimmed in crimson, the crimson jacket outlined in black. While Riall’s shoulder boards were silver, Martin’s were gold and topped with five silver colored star clusters on each shoulder board. The buttons were black, and the cuffs of the arms were wrapped in five thick gold stripes. The left side of his chest was dotted with nine rows of vertical colored ribbons, while Riall’s bore fourteen rows. Martin had refused to wear anything that he had not earned by action, and it was only Deia’s and Gorgo’s prompting and finally Aricia who got him to wear the nine rows of ribbons which were equivalent to what he had worn as a Navy SEAL on Earth.

Aricia looked up at him now with a dazzling smile and hunger in her eyes. “You look very handsome Beloved.” She said.


Martin looked at her with that same hunger and desire in his eyes that he had whenever he gazed at her or any of the women in his life.


Aricia, Anja and For’mya wore matching colored dresses, or what “passed for clothing” according to Anja. They were the only three with dresses like they were wearing. Each dress was a deep Crimson red in color, which actually highlighted Aricia’s and For’mya’s hair color enormously. Anja’s Persian red hair was tied back into a long, braided and pinned pony tail, the act of putting in the stunning white and pink orchids in her hair done by Seanna. Aricia’s raven colored hair she wore down, as she almost always did now, cascading elegantly around her face and past her shoulders, ending just above her buttocks. For’mya had also opted to keep her hair down and the golden blond color of her hair caressed her face and fell just past her shoulders. The bronzed tans on all of them made their skin almost glisten in the light of the hall. The dress’s v-neck plunged widely down the front of their chests, exposing more deep cleavage than they would normally have shown; the neckline fastening just underneath their breasts on their upper abdomens with a glittering gold leaf cluster. The dress was bare in the back, dropping all the way to their lower backs and only half wrapping around the front, exposing one side of their abdomens, including their belly buttons, and then becoming tube like as it drifted down over their hips and legs until the slit on their left legs began at their upper thigh and went to the bottom of the frilly dress.

The three of you look positively delicious. Martin mindvoiced to Aricia and Anja next to him and reaching out to For’mya, who stood at the second entrance with Deia and her father.


Down big boy. Anja spoke looking at him with a seductive smile and a hunger similar to Aricia’s in her jade green eyes. It will take a lot more than sweet words and a nice smile to get us out of these dresses tonight. It took too long to get into them.

I was thinking perhaps a hot, luxuriating bath and a massage with scented oils given by the man we all so adore. For’mya spoke from across the room.


Damn… now that’s a woman who knows what she wants! Anja exclaimed. We want to be pampered and taken care of tonight Martin. Especially after having to wear our underwear in front of all these people! 

They heard For’mya burst out with a short laugh at Anja’s words and they turned to see L’tian and Deia look at her oddly. For’mya lowered her eyes quickly, attempting to hide the smile on her face. 

Martin smiled as well. I think I can handle that. He spoke confidently.

Anja looked at him. Ok… sure. Do you even know what scented oils we like? And no asking Isheeni either! She and Aricia are bonded and she would know by virtue of that alone. You want us tonight oh mighty King… you figure it out for yourself. Now is that a challenge you are up for?
I’m game. Martin said confidently.

Aricia leaned closer to Anja. [Mindvoice Shielded] I don’t want to make it too hard for him Anja. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Nor do I. For’mya spoke from across the room. He was very good to us this morning.
Anja smiled. [Mindvoice Shielded] Trust me ladies… if he wants us tonight, Martin will find a way.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I don’t think wanting us is a problem. Aricia said with a grin. His aura has been leaking ever since he saw us in these dresses.

Anja grinned. [Mindvoice Shielded] I know… and I’m so hot for him right now I’d jump him in the closest if there were any around to use.

Aricia laughed again within their private connection with For’mya and squeezed her hand tightly. [Mindvoice Shielded] I think we all would. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Oh yes… there is no doubt about that. For’mya chimed in.

Both their heads turned when they heard the female voice gushing with seductive tones. “King Leonidas… it is a distinct honor and a wonderful privilege to meet you sire.”

Aricia and Anja looked at the young, blond Lycavorian woman who stood beside the older distinguished looking man. She wore a pink gown that plunged to the bottom of her abdomen in the front and to the top of her buttocks in the back, leaving two very thin strips of cloth to cover the nipples of her large and very firm breasts. Breasts which she was purposely jutting out at Martin. Her strawberry blond hair fell elegantly past her shoulders to the middle of her back, her pale blue eyes focused on his face, her soft full lips coated with crimson lipstick and slightly parted.
“Sire…” The man spoke. “Allow me to introduce my daughter Sadi. Forgive her obvious exuberance, but she has wanted to meet you since you first arrived on Apo Prime last year.”

Martin smiled and nodded looking into the pale blue eyes of the woman. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.” He spoke evenly, shaking the man’s hand and then looking at him, taking his eyes from the young woman. “I’m still not good with names and faces yet, I’m sorry. You are…?”

“Governor Vorilas of the Menkla District.” The man replied.

Martin’s eyes went wider. “Ah… Governor Vorilas… you just opened that new factory in your province that makes our TEMPEST Interceptor.”

Vorilas smiled and nodded, pleased that his King recalled him now out of the hundreds he had seen already this night. He had worked hard to get that contract brought into his province, as it meant an influx of Riyal into the area of Apo Prime that was still growing and developing. “Yes Milord.”

Martin shook the man’s hand. “That was an impressive bid you presented Governor, very impressive. How is the construction coming?”

Vorilas nodded. “We are ahead of schedule Milord. The factory is almost complete and we should be bale to start turning out fighters in three months.”

Martin smiled genuinely happy with that news. “You impress me again.” He said with a smile. “Governor, perhaps you would like to join us at our table? We have the room don’t we Aricia?”

Aricia nodded quickly with a small smile. “Yes we do.”

“Milord… we would be most honored.” Vorilas said.

Martin smiled. “Good. We can talk more once this party gets rolling. Admiral Riall and I would like to hear about your ideas and how you got the factory up so quickly.”

The older man nodded. “It would be my honor to tell you sire.”

“Good… well… it’s a pleasure to meet you and your daughter Governor. You and… I’m sorry… Sadi is it?”

The blond woman bowed her head slightly. “It is Milord… and I am overwhelmed at your invitation.” She said submissively as she hit Martin with her female aura, letting him know she was available and willing.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Little Wolf… Anja said her eyes wide. Tell me she isn’t actually hitting our man with her aura in front of us.

Aricia’s eye remained fixed on the young woman. [Mindvoice Shielded] That is exactly what she is doing Anja. She is an Alpha female after all.
[Mindvoice Shielded] With us standing here?

[Mindvoice Shielded] Apparently she believes her aura is superior to ours, regardless of our station. She is a strong Alpha female but you and I are shielding most of our auras Anja, and it is something we do without thinking, so she does not know she is making a fool of herself.
[Mindvoice Shielded] Would it be appropriate to rip her face off right now? Anja asked with a hint of savage anger in her tone.
[Mindvoice Shielded] Look at Martin’s face Anja.

Anja did and saw that Martin was doing a very good impression of impersonating a tree stump as the young woman amped up the strength of her aura, obviously not believing that Anja or Aricia were strong enough to detect it, given that her Alpha female aura was stronger than theirs from what she could tell. It was having absolutely no affect on Martin in the least as he continued to talk with the woman’s father. Anja couldn’t help but smile and she gripped Aricia’s hand by their legs.
[Mindvoice Shielded] Ok… for that display, I’ll forgo the scented oils. But I still want the massage.

Aricia also smiled as she looked at her. It was true that she and Anja were shielding much of their auras’ strength. Gorgo had told them they and Dysea were the three strongest Alpha females she had ever felt, and given Gorgo’s experience and age, this young woman flaunting herself in Martin’s face did not even compare. It was something she and Anja did out of habit after being on Earth for so long, and there were times when they forgot they were Queens and did not have to shield the power of their auras. If there was any display of total and complete commitment and love a male wolf could make to the females who were his mates, it was to completely ignore the advances of a female that was not his mate. Martin had not only ignored this Sadi hitting him with her aura, he had basically thrown her to the floor and stomped her by not even batting an eye at the advances she was making, advances so obvious that even Martin’s mother had turned to look at her. Aricia and Anja were all smiles as Vorilas bowed and shook their hands, and Sadi merely glared at them with those blue eyes while having a false smile plastered onto her face the whole time until she was drawn away by her father.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I agree. Aricia said. She will try again however. Now that Martin has invited them to our table, she will take it as a sign he is interested in her.
[Mindvoice Shielded] You’re kidding right? Anja said.  After he just shot her down so badly.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I saw this when I was growing up in Sparta. Aricia told her. There was a female who wanted Andreus badly, but he was only interested in Kmyla.  She blasted him with her aura the entire night at a gathering until finally he had to verbally tell her he was not interested in the least. She just didn’t get it. It was a very humorous show really.

[Mindvoice Shielded] On second thought… I need a good laugh. Let her keep doing what she is doing. For’mya do you agree? Anja spoke.
[Mindvoice Shielded] I do not possess the ability to detect this aura you speak of… but it was quite obvious from here what she was trying to do. For’mya spoke. Yes… I say let her make a fool of herself. I may be an elf… and only the King’s concubine… 
[Mindvoice Shielded] For’mya… you are far more than a concubine to Martin and I. To all of us. You know that. Aricia told her immediately. Do not speak of yourself in such a way. Martin won’t allow it and neither will we.

For’mya smiled brilliantly at them from across the room. [Mindvoice Shielded] He belongs to us and I will fight for what belongs to us. For’mya spoke firmly. 
[Mindvoice Shielded] If we get a good show I’ll forgo everything and he can have me before I even take the dress off. Anja spoke with a chuckle.

Aricia laughed. [Mindvoice Shielded] Then be prepared Anja… I think we will have a good show.

GELLEN STATION

Sivana looked around the small she occupied with the others. Yuriko sat in the room’s only chair her arms crossed over her chest, her eyes closed in a restive pose. Daniel sat on the floor with Anuk between his legs, and leaning back against him as she manipulated the spoon and ration can of fruit she was both eating herself and feeding to Danny. She sat on the only bed in the run down room, wearing a standard LU dark gray fleet jumpsuit and jacket. She had awoken only two hours before on the small Coven Runner to find them docking at the largest smuggler and pirate haven on this side of the Wilds.

Sivana knew right away the Hadarian had given her a sedative for she woke feeling refreshed and rested; something she hadn’t felt in the last ten months. The bruises and bite marks from her tryst with the Kochab Bounty Hunter were long healed now, though she was still somewhat sore from his battering of her pussy. Though humanoid in form and shape, Kochab were still a lizard like species with rough scaly skin, and unless she was extremely wet, the friction rapidly turned to pain as they were humping into her frantically. It was a pain she welcomed in her life, since all she had ever known was pain. Pain told her she was still alive, still able to feel. She still did not completely know why these men and women had kidnapped her, why they had chased her across half the known Wilds, but for the moment they were the least of her concerns.

Cyngi had betrayed her.

Her mentor had tossed her to the wolves so to speak. He had taken out a contract on her, and that all by itself told Sivana that he was far more than he had led her to believe all these years. He had given her the flight suit that had been tampered with. He had given her the majority of her equipment, and now she knew why. It gave him access to all that she had ever done for the most part. Where she had been, who she had seen. The criminal element within the Wilds was broken down by Overseers, and there were thought to be only five, however Cyngi’s actions now made it clear he was a sixth Overseer, or at the very least one of the five. No one who had ever had a contract taken out on them by the Overseers still lived. They were hunted until they were dead. Without remorse, without question.

Then again… none of them had ever had Spartan and Vampire protection.

Sivana looked at Danny sitting with his back against the wall facing the only door. At over two meters tall, he was one of the largest men Sivana had ever seen, Unsaur not withstanding of course. From what she could tell by just a casual glance she knew he was thickly muscled, and if the Spartans she had seen over the years were any indication, he must have been very well defined. His bald head was shiny in the dim light of the room, but his dark eyes were always alert and held an intelligence she had not seen often in the killers here in the Wilds. The female elf with the rust colored hair was obviously his mate from the way they acted together, and not his only one so it seemed. Anuk was her name Sivana had learned, and she was also now a wolf with a Shi Viska to boot. Her five foot eight frame was packed with muscle of its own, with long lean legs and an ass that her dark gray fatigues hugged tightly. She had an ample chest Sivana noticed, her rust colored hair falling well past her shoulders and her blue eyes bright and alert. Sivana was no stranger to Lycavorian men from the Union, as she had seen and met many of the smugglers and mercenaries that had been thrown out of the Spartan ranks for some reason. None of them treated any female as she saw this hulking black skinned Spartan treat the diminutive elf female. It was easy enough for Sivana to determine that they were speaking within mindvoice, as they would look at one another and smile, but no words would escape their lips. The dark skinned elf female with the unique eyes was not in the room with them, but he acted the same with her as well, and the two elf females acted as if they too had a relationship going.

The vampire female Sivana had no desire to speak with or get to know. She hated vampires, even those who traveled the Wilds and were not part of the Coven. All of them were mindless killers of innocents, and Sivana had seen far too many victims of vampire feedings than she cared to recall.

She turned her eyes back to Daniel. “I can’t believe you brought me here!” Sivana spoke shaking her head as she sat on the bed. “Whose bright idea was it to come to one of the largest gathering points of pirates and Bounty Hunters? All looking for me.”
Yuriko’s eyes opened slowly and she gazed at Sivana. “It was my idea.” She said softly. “You don’t approve I take it?”
“Did it occur to you that half the people on this station know who I am?” Sivana snapped.

“Yes the thought did cross my mind.” Yuriko spoke.

“And it didn’t occur to you that bringing me here would be a singularly stupid thing to do?” Sivana spoke.


“It is a tactically sound decision.” Yuriko replied calmly. “It is only a quarter of a parsec from the actual LU border, which the belt itself extends into. Half a parsec beyond that begins the LU Minefield and Platform Strip. The nearby nebula renders all shroud capable vessels visible, and basically puts us all on even footing.”

“Even footing?” Sivana exclaimed. “There are probably hundreds of Bounty Hunters out there right now waiting to take a shot at me!”


“You and I both know that no Bounty Hunter, pirate or mercenary will violate the neutrality of this station.” Yuriko spoke. “I am not a fool Hadarian. We did not chase you for ten months just to bring you here and have you killed by some scum of a Bounty Hunter. I imagine there is already a ship on its way here now that will escort us into Lycavorian Union space and then on to Apo Prime.”


“Wait a minute! Apo Prime! I have no desire to go anywhere near Apo Prime!” Sivana snapped. “You said I was going to help you find some girl!”


Yuriko nodded. “And you will. We must stop on Apo Prime first.”


“Why?”


“You will discover that in due time.” Yuriko spoke. “No one saw us bring you in here. No one knows you are here.”


“It’s bound to have gotten out that a vampire female and a big Lycavorian lug like him took me off of Nonus IV!” Sivana said. “And the Overseers know what all of you look like! They may be pirates and mercenaries, but some of them do have brains.”

“Tell me…” Anuk spoke now as she leaned against Danny’s chest and looked at her. “Do you like being alive?”


Sivana looked at her. “What kind of question is that?”


Anuk shrugged. “Do you like the life you lead as a smuggler and transporter of slaves and other items?”


“I only did that once and I didn’t know what the cargo really was until after it was done!” Sivana snapped.


“So you enjoy the life you lead?” Anuk asked again.

“It has its moments!” Sivana answered. “It’s exciting and makes my blood begin to pump, especially if there is a good looking man involved! I like…” She stopped and looked at Anuk. “Why are you asking me this?”


Anuk shrugged. “It’s simple really. Without us you would be dead and you would no longer be able to enjoy these things you claim to enjoy.” She said evenly. “If you like… we can have Filrian give you some drugs, we will discover the information we want, and then we can turn you loose in the corridor outside. You will have plenty of reason for your blood to pump then, and then you can watch as it pumps out of your body onto the deck beneath you. I grow tired of listening to you rant… so please… keep your disparaging remarks about me and my comrades to yourself. We have a great deal of patience, however it is not unlimited.”


“I’m not afraid of you elf bitch! Any of you!” Sivana snapped.


“We have given you no reason to be afraid of us.” Anuk continued. “Would you like one?”


“You… you people ruined my life when you came into the Star’s Ghost!” Sivana barked. “I had it good! I was the best at what I do!”


“So you hate us for taking you away from a life that would eventually lead you to what undoubtedly, would be a painful and lonely death?” Anuk asked. “What we offer you in return you could not…”

“Anuk…” Yuriko spoke softly, quickly shaking her head when Anuk looked at her.


Anuk sighed and shook her head, snuggling back tighter against Daniel and feeling his arms encircle her waist. “It is a shame really.” She spoke. “My Mistress said this as well.”


“You condemn me for transporting slaves, but you yourself speak like a slave!” Sivana spoke. 


Anuk’s cerulean blue eyes looked at her and she shook her head slowly. “You are wrong Sivana.” She spoke. “I am Daniel’s mate, his wife. And a Spartan. Nayeca is a female Drow elf, also Daniel’s mate, and I will not bore you with the traditions and culture of the Drow since it appears you would not care. I call Nayeca my Mistress because I choose to. In our bed, in Daniel’s bed, I willingly do whatever she desires of me, as does Daniel, because it is what we choose. And she does whatever we desire of her because it is what she chooses. I have been a slave… just like you Sivana. And while it was not for as long as you, slavery is the same no matter what form it takes.” Anuk took a breath. “We search for the King’s daughter. Our friend’s daughter. You have information we require. We have helped you stay alive these last months, rescued you from a High Coven killing squad, and now you have the nerve to tell us we have ruined your life?”


“This would not have happened if you hadn’t started looking for me!” Sivana said.


“You are a bigger fool than you appear to be if you believe that.” Anuk spoke. “If we had not started looking for you, the Coven would have already found you Sivana. And right now you would be either dead; or the plaything for dozens of Immortals as they raped you endlessly in some prison.” Anuk turned within Daniel’s arms, positioning her body so that she could rest her cheek against his chest. “If you are so eager for death… then go. We will find Lisisa without you, but I have no desire to listen to your moans of complaint any longer.”

Danny smiled and pulled her tighter, closing his eyes and putting his cheek against her hair. Sivana looked at Yuriko, who merely crossed her arms over her chest in the chair and closed her eyes once more. 


Sivana leaned back against the wall of the bed in a huff, knowing she had no where to go if she wanted to live. She vowed that once she was out of immediate danger she would find a good ship and just disappear. No matter what that took.

EARTH

NEW MIAMI

Lynwe squatted in the moist sand as the waves from the Atlantic Ocean splashed lazily onto the beach. Lynwe was a beautiful woman by any standard, her shimmering white hair falling well past her shoulders, though it was now pulled into a long pony tail and braided as Selene liked to do with her hair. She was very tall, almost two meters in height, and a hundred and forty pounds of lean muscled ebony body. She had large breasts, though they were unbelievably firm and topped with small pert nipples, her waist thin and her legs long and powerful. Selene had always complimented Lynwe on her legs and the sleek powerful curves of her ass. There had been countless times when Selene and been squirming beneath her, clutching those powerful ass cheeks as her Mistress drove that thirteen inch Drow cock into her belly, urging her on. Her ebony skin shone in the bright sunlight with healthy tones, her soft pink lips full and moist. Lynwe’s amber eyes gazed across the ocean’s surface and she thought briefly of the weeks she had spent here in New Miami, before Tari had led them to freedom from the Coven, when she still clutched her intense hatred close to her heart at what they had made her.


It had been one of hundreds of sexually deviant experiments the Coven scientists had conducted, not for research, but for fun. Upon awaking from the surgery and seeing the log that now sprouted from between her thighs, Lynwe had gone a little insane right there. It had taken the defeat of the Coven, the deaths of friends and those she consider family, the kind and sensual touch of two woman, it had taken all this to finally show Lynwe that she was still a beautiful woman inside as well as out. They told her to think of herself as gifted not cursed, and when Selene had come into her life, all the pieces had come together.


Lynwe was a Drow yes, and their history of dominance and subjugation was well known and documented. Yet it was Aihola and Lynwe who had begun to pull their people from that ancient custom, bringing them forward into a new world of freedom, choice and love. Selene was the very center of Lynwe’s universe, the most important and precious item in her life. The love they shared was almost fated to have been, considering the way they had come together. They were both now fully vampires, but due to the pureness of the blood of the vampire who had turned Selene, and by virtue Lynwe, both of them were able to tolerate long hours in the sunlight, attributing to Selene’s luscious tan. There were very few who knew of Lynwe’s gift, Tarifa and Aihola because they had often shared that gift, and only three others outside of them to include the King and Queen Anja. Lynwe had shared many passionate nights with Tarifa and Aihola, but Selene was truly the only woman who she desired, and Lynwe was all Selene desired, as she so often showed Lynwe in her actions out of their bed as well as in it.

What lay before her now however, in Lynwe’s opinion, was just as much a threat to her Selene as it was to Tarifa and Aihola.


The female’s body was an elf, the three inch pointed ears the most recognizable feature she had left really. Her face, at one time most likely quite beautiful, had been ripped away. Her body was swollen by time in the ocean water, but the large piercing wound above her left breast was obvious, as were the words carved into her chest and abdomen. 


Tarifa must die!


Death to the Drow whore!

The letters were similar in size to the previous body, and what they originally thought may have been an isolated incident had now become so much more.

Lynwe’s amber eyes cut to the left as the lithe figure of the Spartan Layna came into view and squatted next to the body’s feet. Lynwe took stock of the Spartan female that had caught Selene’s eye.


Layna was not tall, only a tad over a meter and a half in height, but she had long legs for her height, and they ended in a firm and delightfully tantalizing ass that was second only to Selene’s as far as Lynwe was concerned. Her breasts were not overly large, the same size as her Selene’s wonderful globes, but they were firm and pushed against her dark gray fatigues and the body armor she wore. Her golden blond hair, the color of fresh wheat in the fields, glistened in the sunlight, highlighting her deep tan. What set her apart as far as Lynwe was concerned, and what probably caught her slave’s eye first were Layna’s eyes. What Lynwe thought were blue in the dim light of the command center turned out to be a dazzling shade of light green flecked with gold, and that made her eyes cast a brilliance all their own. Layna wore her long blond hair similar to Lynwe’s in a long pony tail, but she moved with the confident grace of a skilled warrior. Lynwe had read the bio provided by Admiral Jamerl and it was impressive. Layna was actually eight hundred and twenty-four years old, and the single mother of a four year old daughter. Her Lycavorian mate had been killed in a transport accident on Apo Prime three months after their child had been born, and Layna had never shown interest in taking another mate. They had apparently had problems when they were together, her mate cheating on her among them, which was very uncommon among Lycavorians once they took a mate. When she wasn’t at home, Layna’s mother stayed with her daughter, and they had both moved into a modest three bedroom home within Eden City when she had been assigned here. Her parents had accompanied her to Earth and now had a house not far from her.

Surprisingly almost the same thoughts were going through Layna’s mind as she inspected the body of the dead and mutilated elf female in front of her.


She had been born and raised on Apo Prime, the only daughter to parents with five sons already. Between her father and her brothers she had led a sheltered and protected life, so much so, that it forced her to become rebellious and go against her parent’s wishes and become a Spartan Centurion. She discovered she excelled at it, and was now considered an exceptionally skilled Spartan with both her Nehtes and her Shi Viska. She had chosen not to advance her Mindvoice abilities much past the third tier because she did not feel the need for them. She had met a handsome Lycavorian man, fallen in love and become his mate. Unfortunately for her, it turned out to be the worse thing she had ever done. Even the child she bore him was not enough to keep him home and keep him from cheating on her. They were not living together when he had been killed, and no matter how hard she tried, Layna could not bring herself to feel sorry for him or miss him in any way. After his death she shied away from men, many of whom had no desire to take on the child of another wolf, and had turned to women. She had two relationships with female Spartans, both of them intense and passionate, but not relationships that had lasted. Layna had requested a transfer for her and her daughter Teala, and Earth had been the logical choice. It was far enough away for her to make a new start, and when her parents jumped at the chance to come with her, the decision was made. They secured homes within the city limits, her parent’s home only three houses away from where she and Teala lived, and Layna had thrown herself into her new position as advisor and protector of one of Earth’s Chief Administrators, the vampire half elf female Selene.

Layna had learned all she could of Earth and its new leaders, all of them having been chosen by King Leonidas himself, which to Layna was impressive indeed. She had never met the King personally, but he was said to be a dominating presence that radiated confidence and power. She found Selene to be exceptionally intelligent, very methodic in almost everything she did, analyzing every angle before making a decision about something. She was extremely friendly, and always had a smile on her face, no matter the time of day. The longer she worked with Selene and heard people talk, the more she heard that this tall Drow was the reason behind that infectious smile she always wore. The first time Layna had seen her, she had almost been overwhelmed. Lynwe’s presence was dominating to say the least, as tall and as powerfully built as she was, and her amber colored eyes never ceased to amaze Layna. It was also very obvious, even to the casual observer that she had no eyes for anyone but Selene. Layna learned they had been together for almost eighteen months now, enduring the Battle for Earth together, Lynwe being horribly wounded. She learned that Lynwe had saved Selene’s life, which had led to both of them becoming full vampires. She didn’t know the full story, and both of them were notorious for being tight lipped about their past. They were both very friendly with Tarifa and Aihola, the other female elf administrators of Earth, and it was said the four of them had shared a bed on many occasions, especially in the last year.


Layna found herself very attracted to the towering Drow female, more so than she had first suspected, considering she found Selene to be absolutely delicious. Layna knew in part it was because they were elves, and the elves of Earth were gaining a reputation of being much more open in regards to their sexuality than their brothers and sisters from Elear. They were not loose by any means Layna had discovered, but the elves here on earth did not hesitate when they were attracted to someone, be it man or woman, and there were hundreds of such relationships on Earth that Layna herself had seen.


Layna now inspected the wounds on the elf female’s body, Lynwe squatting beside her. Layna could smell the rich spicy scent of General Lynwe so close to her, her scent laced with the delicate flowery scent of Selene. That was surprising to Layna, as the scents of two women should not be so intertwined as they were. Even with their vampire genes their scents were prominent and noticeable.


“The killing thrust was definitely made by a Nehtes.” Layna finally spoke. “The carving of the words was done with something smaller, but very sharp to have left such clean edges.”


Lynwe nodded slowly. “It is the same as the male body we saw.” She spoke. “The words were carved into her flesh after she was dead.”


“Based on her scent and the condition of the body, I’d say she’s been dead for at least three days, and in the water most of that time.” Layna spoke.


Lynwe motioned to the welts on her entire body. “And in the same location as the man that was found. Those are the stings of a Portuguese Man of War jellyfish.”


Layna looked at her. “A what?”


“It is a creature that lives in Earth’s oceans. A jelly like bulbous top and hundreds of tentacles that extend for sometimes great distances under the surface of the water. They are barbed stingers and can kill quickly or paralyze prey. They are common in these waters at this time of year.” Lynwe replied.


“You… you know this from memory?” Layna asked surprised.


Lynwe looked at her with those amber eyes and laughed. “I learned that from Doctor Olyne when we discovered the first body.” She exclaimed. “I stay as far away from water as I can.”


“You don’t swim?”


Lynwe shook her head. “I swim fine. The water I don’t fear… the creatures under the water, now that is another story. I much prefer ponds or lakes where the animals you can’t see won’t look at you like a meal.”


Layna chuckled. “Yes… I see your point.”


Lynwe motioned at the surface of the ocean in front of them. “There are many creatures in Earth’s oceans that would consider you and me a tasty snack.” Lynwe said. “None of which I have the desire to see face to face.” 


Lynwe got back to her feet stretching to her full height and turned to the Spartan and elf soldiers that were off to the side. “Have the body wrapped and transported back to Doctor Olyne for autopsy. Have you questioned those in the immediate area?”


The Spartan nodded. “No one saw anything or heard anything until the body was discovered.”


“Why isn’t that surprising?” Layna spoke. “This is the city that Administrator Tarifa ordered destroyed during the Battle for Earth correct?”

Lynwe nodded slowly. “Two FAEs were dropped. One in the northern part of the city, one in the southern.”


“How many did it kill General?”


“Just over two million.” Lynwe replied softly.

“Well whoever has killed these two elves, they are definitely a Spartan and Lycavorian. The power of the thrusts, the precise area of contact, only a Spartan can do that.” Layna spoke.


“Someone like yourself?” Lynwe said looking at her.


Surprisingly Layna nodded. “Yes… but it is more than likely a male. Based on the angle I’d say a large male, two meters tall at least, and exceptionally powerful considering the strength needed to sever the spinal column in mid thrust. A thrust from me would only skip off the bone, it would be just as fatal, but I don’t have the natural strength to drive the spear head through the bone of the spine and both back and front rib cages as was done here.”


“Why would a Lycavorian want to kill elves?” Lynwe asked. “And why target Tarifa and Aihola in this way?”

“I would imagine whoever is doing this is leaving the bodies here in New Miami for a reason.” Layna spoke. “To make a statement of some sort.”

Lynwe looked at her. “Yes they are, and we need to discover what statement they are making, and then we need to find out who it is.”

LEONIDAS II-CLASS STRIKE CRUISER

NORMYA’S LIGHT

THREE DAYS FROM ELEAR

Dysea stepped from the shower stall drying off her long platinum hair with the thick towel. She walked into the bedroom area of hers and Isabella’s quarters and stopped when she detected the faint lilac scent of her vampire lover’s excitement.


It had taken Dysea only a week to finally have the time with Isabella that she so desired. After the events on Enurrua, as things began to return to normal, she and Isabella had slipped away for three days when they returned to Apo Prime and began an exploration that had not yet ended. An exploration both of them hoped never would. Their first night together had lasted hours as both of them had spent more moments exploring than anything else. They kissed, they nibbled, and they licked, all very slowly and quite erotically. They were in no rush as they both knew Martin would make sure they were not disturbed.


It was quickly determined that Isabella was the more dominant of them, the more demanding, and Dysea happily allowed her to take what she wanted. She couldn’t remember how many hours she had spent between Bella’s long legs, lapping away at her sweet bald pussy, tickling her pierced clit until Isabella was gripping her head in passion as her juices ran from her like a river. A river that Dysea had drunk from non-stop since that first night.

Isabella knew that Dysea had been with Aricia and Anja both in the last year, and with the exception of this last time in the palace, Bella had never joined them in the huge bed they shared. Dysea had never pressured her, never pushed her. Isabella knew she needed to share herself with Martin and the others, the wolf in her craved their attention, but every night not spent in that bed, Dysea spent in their bed, wrapped in her arms. This last time on Apo Prime, Isabella had finally opened enough of herself to join them, and she couldn’t deny the pleasure that she had encountered as Aricia, Anja and even For’mya explored her for hours as if they had found a new toy, right next to where Martin and Dysea were howling out their own pleasure. Isabella also knew that the next time they were together she would surrender to the desire for Martin that grew stronger every time they saw each other. Now Isabella was quite content to immerse herself in the pleasures that Dysea gave her so willingly and that surprisingly, even to herself, she returned every bit as equally.


NORMYA’S LIGHT was their ship since Isabella had refused a flagship of her own, and Dysea had made sure it was as much Bella’s home away from home as it was hers. Their quarters were massive, two complete staterooms combined together. They were not lavishly furnished, as this was a warship, and neither of them wanted to forget that fact, but they had added comfortable furniture and decorations that were pleasing to both of them, spending hours on Apo Prime and Elear picking out items to put into their quarters. Their crew was one of the finest in the LU Fleet, most of them handpicked by Admiral Ceneu himself. The Commander of NORMYA’S LIGHT Martin had chosen, and he was a Lycavorian Admiral that knew his business and took every chance to teach them everything he could. Dysea and Isabella both spent as much time as possible with him, learning from him all that he wanted to share. As with Tarifa and Aihola, Dysea and Isabella had become almost synonymous with each other and with Martin. They spoke with one voice and no one had ever seen them disagree on anything so far. 


Isabella’s time with Dysea had brought light into a world she thought would be dark forever, and she had begun climbing out of that darkness, Dysea beside her every step of the way. Only Dysea now knew everything there was to know of her, only Dysea shared her most intimate secrets and nightmares, and only Dysea knew what her desires and passions for the future were.

Isabella wore a simple robe with nothing underneath it and she used her vampire speed to blur from the side of the room, scooping Dysea into her arms as she passed her and carrying them both to the bed in the blink of an eye. Dysea laughed happily as Isabella settled on top of her naked form on the sheets and gazed at her with those hazel/green orbs she came to adore almost as much as Martin’s eyes.


“Bella… you should know by now, that all you need do is ask me and I will jump into bed with you at any time.” Dysea spoke with a smile of passion and desire.


Isabella smiled at her words and lowered her lips to Dysea’s throat, stretching out her tongue to trace the hollow of her delicious tanned skin.


“I like you when you are fresh from the shower.” She said huskily. “And I have waited all day to do this!”


Isabella brought her full lips up and covered Dysea’s with them, kissing her deeply, plunging her warm tongue into Dysea’s mouth to do battle with her tongue. It was a battle Dysea quickly lost, as her blood began to heat up and her arms wrapped around her vampire lover tightly. She felt Isabella press her knee between her thighs and Dysea spread her legs quickly, feeling Isabella’s dripping center come to rest on her thigh as her knee press gently against Dysea’s now extremely wet pussy. Dysea’s eyes closed dreamily as Isabella’s lips and tongue danced across her throat and shoulders.


“Ohhhh… don’t tease me vampire witch!” Dysea hissed.

Isabella chuckled. “Your blood is sweeter when I tease you ussta she-elf!” Isabella gasped out, dropping her fingers to tease Dysea’s taut tattooed flesh. She had been stunned their first time together to see the intricate tattoos adorning Dysea’s body, and the emerald piercing that glimmered on her erect clit, but her shock quickly gave way to unadulterated passion as she traced every tattoo with her tongue, and teased Dysea’s pierced clit for hours, keeping her she-elf lover on the verge of climax almost cruelly before allowing her release to come. Isabella had drunk that flowing essence like it was the sweetest blood she had ever tasted. At the same time she had bit down gently with her fangs, sinking them into the smooth flesh above Dysea’s raging clit and as her come filled her lips and parched throat, so did Dysea’s blood. It was the first time she had tasted her she-elf lover’s blood, and it had not been the last. Dysea’s blood was like the finest wine, sweet and pure, and almost as if knowing instinctively that Isabella would only take enough to prolong their pleasure until that last exquisite moment, Dysea held her head in place. 

Isabella would never hurt her, and when she fed on Dysea’s blood, it was only enough to seal them together and make their pleasure last those few seconds longer, and make it that little bit more pleasurable.

Dysea would not be denied however, as she desired Isabella as much as Isabella desired her. She gripped the thin robe in her hands and tore it away with one powerful pull, twisting Isabella’s body on top of hers until the prize she sought was directly over her face. She gazed longingly at Bella’s pierced clit, now adorned with a sparkling emerald identical to her own. It was Dysea’s way of marking her, making Isabella’s hers. Her pussy lips were swollen with passion, already dripping her sweet nectar and Dysea wasted no time. She grabbed Bella’s strong firm ass cheeks in her hands and brought that beautiful pussy down to her lips to suck on that engorged bud.
Isabella’s head came up, her dark brown, almost black hair flying wildly over her shoulders and back, her hands curled under Dysea’s ass cheeks. “Siyo ussta she-elf! Cal uns'aa! Ssrigg'tul uns'aa! Siyo!” Isabella cried out in the ancient vampire tongue, grinding her burning hot pussy down on Dysea’s face. (Yes my she-elf! Eat me! Pleasure me! Yes!)

Dysea did not disappoint her as she flicked her strong tongue madly across Bella’s clit, each stab of her warm tongue sending ripples of agonizing pleasure shooting through Isabella’s entire body. Never had she known such pleasure as what Dysea gave to her so eagerly, and it had taken Isabella only moments to lower her head and return that pleasure. Dysea’s ass cheeks clenched tightly, and she heard a muffled cry of delight when she encased Dysea’s own clit between her warm lips and suckled hard. Their breasts were crushed against each other’s abdomens, their flat bellies heaving in building pleasure, but Isabella did not want to wait.

There were two places she would bit her elf lover, just above her engorged clit, her teeth marks hidden in the soft silky platinum line of hair and at the very bottom of her slick tunnel near her puckered anus. Both bite locations were position in such a way so that she could feed on Dysea’s blood and still manipulate her clit with her tongue, something she did now.
Dysea’s come covered lips tore away from Bella’s pussy as she felt her sink her fangs into her flesh. Her emerald eyes flew open as colors flashed in her eyes and pleasure seared her veins.

“Bella… Bella… ahhhhhhh… no… not… fair!” Dysea’s neck muscles strained and her eyes grew even wider. “Bella… I’m cumming!”

Isabella rejoiced as both her lover’s blood and her come flooded into her mouth at almost the same time, and she drank the combined juices down liked a starved kitten. Dysea’s body went rigid as her orgasm seared through her body, her strong hands gripping Isabella’s ass cheeks. Then it was Isabella’s turn, as her eyes grew wide in sensual delight and her lips came away from Dysea’s still spurting pussy as her elf lover pulled her ass down, plunging two fingers into Isabella’s tight asshole while stabbing her tongue as far up her pussy as she could. Isabella screamed out her own passion now. Dysea’s tongue may not have reached as far into her tight pussy as Anja’s had the other night, but it was plenty far enough combined with the two fingers in her ass to send Isabella careening over the edge of the pleasure abyss. Her pussy convulsed on Dysea’s tongue and she rewarded her she-elf’s attention by flooding her mouth with come. As her body was racked with its own waves of pleasure she lowered her head back down to continue feasting on the platinum blond pussy of the woman who now held her essence in the palm of her hands.

Isabella settled back onto the bed holding the two glasses in her hands as she adjusted her position next to Dysea. They had enjoyed a long hot shower after their passionate tryst and were now going over what little information they had concerning the rumors of a dark conspiracy of elves on Elear. They both wore small shirts to ward off the chill of the air in their quarters that always seemed to accompany space travel no matter how high they adjusted the heat.

Isabella held out the glass for her. “Dysea?”


Those emerald eyes turned to look at her. “Bella… I don’t like it, it tastes bitter.” She said pouting her lips.


Isabella grinned. “I know… but it is the only fruit juice that will replenish what I took from you completely ussta she-elf. Now drink it; I will kiss you afterwards to chase away the bitterness.”


Dysea took the glass from her and downed the bitter tasting fruit juice in a single gulp and then turned to accept the kiss that followed immediately after. It was a soft, tender kiss of feeling and love.


Isabella smiled as they pulled apart. “Now you can finish your tea.” She said with a grin. Isabella no longer was ashamed that she was a vampire and she was no longer ashamed that she did need to feed on blood every few months, at least not in front of Dysea. She sipped the chilled blood that was always in the dispenser in their quarters, and silently thanked Anja that she had been able to develop a cloned blood that tasted like cherries and provided the same exact nutrients to her system as normal blood did.


Dysea handed her the data pad. “All this information provides is unsubstantiated rumor and innuendo.” She spoke reaching for the hot tea on the table next to their bed.


Isabella took the pad and scanned it slowly. “There must be some truth to it or High Minister Alocgeid would not have brought it to your attention.”


Dysea nodded. “That is the only reason I put any weight into it.” She spoke. “That and because when we thought all of the Drow elves on Earth had been destroyed, we were proven wrong.”

We should move carefully Dysea. Iriral spoke from her lair in the landing bay. There are still some on Elear who resent that you are now Queen.

Dysea and Isabella smiled when Iriral interrupted their thoughts.
Dysea’s bond with Iriral was growing stronger as the days went by, and because of that it was also growing stronger with Isabella. She was large enough to carry both of them now, but only Dysea had the true Mindvoice ability to allow them to fully achieve what they could truly do together. Iriral’s light gray scales were smooth and she was stocky and powerful, able to sustain a direct flame for nearly thirty minutes now, which was average for Firespitter Dragons. Iriral knew of their relationship, and while it was something she was not used to in the very beginning, she rapidly found the vampire Princess to be intelligent and extremely protective of Dysea. And also very much in love with her and King Leonidas. Because of this bond between the three of them, Iriral had also learned very quickly how to communicate in the ancient vampire language and it gave them an added advantage since very few individuals outside of Coven space could speak the language.

We will Iriral. Dysea answered. I can not hold it against some who do not approve of me being Queen or wolf. I am however, and they will need to find a way to deal with it. We need to find a starting point first however.


I suggest this city on the northern continent. Isabella said. Anything close to the capital or remotely near where Arzoal and her kind have settled would not be conducive to establishing a secret society of elves. Arzoal’s Mindvoice abilities would pick it up almost immediately.

Dysea nodded. It is also where the elfin scrolls were stolen from the temple. And you are probably right Bella, none of these events have occurred near Dragon Land as it is now called.


We should meet with the High Minister when we arrive and question him thoroughly. Iriral spoke.


You and I will do that Iriral. Dysea spoke. Bella… you have more experience in this type of operation, will you arrange whatever equipment we might need to travel this distance. 


Isabella nodded. We may need to move outside the city into the mountains as well, so I will secure transportation and supplies. How many Spartans should we take?


Just the three of us and Lexi I think. And we will take Miai as well. It will be good experience for her and her organizational skills may come in handy. Dysea replied. I do not want to raise too many alarms by descending on the city with an entire Mora of Spartans. If we find ourselves in a situation where we will need help we can contact Arzoal for assistance.


Isabella nodded. I do think we should follow Martin’s advice and be cautious.


Dysea nodded. I have never not listened to Nauta Melme’s instincts and I will not do so now, so yes we will be cautious. However, if there is any truth to these rumors, then we must stop it now, in its infancy, before it becomes a larger issue.


I suggest you two forgo what you both are thinking and get some rest. Iriral said sternly as a motherly figure would. We will arrive in three days and you will be useless to everyone if you have tired yourselves out by then.

Dysea and Isabella both laughed within their connection. Do not worry Iriral. Dysea spoke. We won’t tire each other out too much.
APO PRIME

The king’s table for dinner was extravagantly set with the finest pieces of cutlery and crystal place settings available on Apo Prime. Over the last year the men and women who were employed with the Senate Dining Hall and the main Palace Estate had grown to love cooking and working for Martin and his Queens. It was discovered they were perhaps the most realistic individuals on Apo Prime, as far as the workers were concerned. The new King and Queens gave these men and women chances to develop new methods of cooking and many of them had gone to Earth at the King’s expense and learned of the thousands of dishes Earth offered for many species. The men and women who tended the gardens and flower beds on the main Palace estate had at first been stunned when the King and Queens would actually stop and talk with them early in the mornings after arriving from their island. Six months after being among them, just before departing for Sparta and the birth of their son, Martin had thrown a party of sorts just for the staff of the two buildings. He wanted those around him to know that he valued their work and their time, and he showed it to them almost every day. Queen Dysea was especially liked when she was on Apo Prime, for she would come into the flower beds with the men and women who tended them and work side by side, caring for the thousands of species of flowers within the garden. On many mornings after feeding Prince Androcles, Aricia would join them. It was a pleasure working for and around their new King and Queens, and none of them would trade that experience for anything.

Whenever a State Dinner like this was held, everything was perfect, and they saw to it that nothing was out of place and insured nothing would go wrong. The meal had been prepared easily with the staff, the meals cooked and readied to each species’ liking. It was something that Dysea had suggested many months ago, and even though the work involved doubled for the staff, they were happy to conduct themselves like this. 

The Folcani ambassador sat between Deia and Helen, who had returned from her own trip in time for the State Dinner. Governor Vorilas sat between Gorgo and Riall and the two men had been animatedly involved in conversations for most of the evening. Gorgo had busied herself talking with For’mya’s father L’tian and her mother Far’nyel, who was now playing a major part in her daughter’s life, and they were rediscovering each other as mother and daughter once more. Sadi sat between Gorgo and For’mya, and it was obvious to all the women at the table she was not at all happy about that arrangement. Martin sat at the head of the table, Aricia next to him on the right, Anja immediately to his left. They had originally intended for both ends of the table to be used, but Martin had nixed that idea quickly. He didn’t care if it was a State function, his mates and Queens sat beside him period. For’mya sat to Aricia’s immediate right, once more throwing out millennia old tradition, as the Bound Elf Concubine to the King was never meant to sit at the same table as the King. It had been a point of contention for Deia in the very beginning, until Martin had refused to go to a State dinner, and tossed the data pad with proper protocols she had been waving in front of him into Torma’s gaping mouth, which he had promptly melted into slag.

Deia never mentioned it again.

Two chairs for Dysea and Isabella on Anja’s left were unoccupied, though the plates and glasses were full. It was Aricia’s way of telling everyone they were missing Dysea and Isabella, and she had done it on several occasions when Anja had been unable to attend a State function.
It was not that Sadi didn’t care for elves; it was the fact that she, a strong Alpha female, had to sit next to the King’s concubine instead of next to him or one of his Queens as protocol dictated. Queens which did not rival her in any regard when it came to the power of her aura. She was a beautiful young woman who had many suitors, and she had lobbied with her father hard to be able to accompany him tonight in the hopes of perhaps winning the King’s affection. It was not turning out the way she had hoped it would turn out and making an impression on the King as she wanted was quickly falling to the wayside. Carrying on small talk with L’tian and the King’s mother was not the way to get close to him as she wanted. Sadi decided a new tact was needed. She turned to For’mya as the elf female lifted the goblet of wine to her lips.

“Tell me Star Commander… what was it like being a prisoner of the Coven?” Sadi asked looking at her and using a level of voice that reached just above everyone else’s conversations.

All conversation at the table ceased and Vorilas leaned forward, a look of horror on his face. “Sadi! That is not a question to ask!”

Sadi looked at her father, innocence written all over her face. “I’m sorry; I didn’t… forgive me I didn’t know it was a sensitive subject.” She gasped out turning back to For’mya, who was calmly returning her goblet to the table. “It’s just it has been talked about quite a bit in the circles of my friends.”
For’mya turned her dark brown eyes to Sadi and forced a smile onto her face. “It is alright.” She replied quickly but softly. “I have left that portion of my life behind me Sadi. It was not pleasant I assure you.” She answered softly. “At least until King Leonidas rescued me.”
“Is that why you decided to accept the position of concubine?” Sadi asked still acting very innocent. “To thank him in some way? It was well known that you never wanted the position.”
“Sadi how dare you?” Vorilas asked even more aghast.

“Father it is not uncommon knowledge.” Sadi spoke quickly. “And I did not realize it was not to be spoken of in casual conversation.”

“Casual conversation perhaps.” Gorgo practically growled at her. “Certainly not here at a State function among men and women you have only just met child and certainly do not deserve to be among. Have you no sense of protocol young lady?”

“Forgive me Lady Gorgo, but protocol would dictate I sit next to the King as a guest, or at the very least one of his Queens.” Sadi said evenly. 

Vorilas came to his feet. “Milord I beg a thousand pardons for my daughter’s actions!” He stated quickly. “I…”

Martin had sat back in his chair, his face and eyes unreadable. He lifted his hand quickly. “No… let her finish.”
Sadi looked at him. “That is what protocol states sire, I did check before we came.” She spoke. “As guests at your table, my father should sit to your right and as his daughter and as a superior, available Alpha female I should sit to your left.”

Aricia looked at her while lifting her own wine glass. “Superior to whom?” She asked casually.

“With all respects Milady, my aura is stronger than both you and Queen Anja.” Sadi spoke confidently.

Helen nearly spit out a mouthful of wine and she coughed loudly at Sadi’s words, trying to keep from laughing. She gathered her cloth napkin and dabbed at her lips while looking at Sadi. 

“This is all about your station?” Helen asked incredulous. “Child… you disrespect everyone at this table with your words. Your father stands there beside himself at your actions, and your only thought is your station? Your aura is stronger than the Queens?” Helen laughed. “Aricia… Anja… would you be so kind as to show this young upstart how very wrong she is.”
Aricia and Anja immediately dropped any pretense of psychic shielding of their auras. The effect was instantaneous on Sadi as her eyes went wide when she felt the staggering power of Aricia’s pureblood aura alone. Aricia’s aura dwarfed hers by a huge margin, and when added to the intensity of Anja’s, Sadie suddenly felt herself become very small in stature. Minuscule in fact.

Helen laughed once more as she leaned across the table. “Child… Aricia and Anja, as well as Queen Dysea have an inbred habit of shielding their auras. It is a trait they picked up from their time on earth when it was necessary because we were fighting a war. We have been trying to get them to break this habit… but as you can see, it has not worked. As you can no doubt feel… you are very far from Queen Anja in stature young lady… and not even in the same category as Queen Aricia.” Helen smiled as she sipped her wine casually again before setting it down. 
“You must hold yourself in very high regard to think you can come here and present yourself to King Leonidas in such a way. He has been deliberately swatting aside your pathetic aura all night to keep from becoming angry. Something you have achieved now in another way by insulting his beloved concubine.”

Martin got to his feet and everyone watched him as he walked slowly around to stand behind For’mya. The music continued in the background, and many people were already dancing. Martin leaned over quickly and firmly nuzzled the back of For’mya’s elfin ear, sending jolts of seething delightful pleasure shooting through her. She reached up to grasp his head as his arms snaked around her slim body and he began to pull her from her chair. For’mya looked at Sadi… her dark brown eyes awash in enchantment.
“To answer… to answer your question… no that is not why I accepted the position of concubine to the King.” For’mya gasped out as Martin leaned over to the other side of her head and firmly nuzzled her opposite ear, sending more jolts of electric pleasure surging through her. “This… this is why I accepted… accepted the position of concubine.” She gasped again. “This… this is something… something you will never experience… the King’s… the King’s touch upon you… upaee!” For’mya swore in the ancient Lycavorian language. 

For’mya’s words caused Aricia and Anja to burst out laughing, while For’mya’s mother Far’nyel grabbed L’tian’s arm and squeezed it for all she was worth as she too could not contain her laughter. L’tian and Riall simply sat there stupefied while Gorgo and Helen had huge smiles on their faces.

Martin pressed his body tightly up against For’mya’s back and nibbled the silky skin on her neck. “Would you care to dance my beautiful elf concubine For’mya?” He growled into her ear in a husky voice.
For’mya’s smile of passion and happiness swept across her face and she nodded. “Oh… I would be most honored to dance with you, my handsome and so very well endowed King of my heart.” She answered.

Helen and Gorgo could no longer contain their laughter and they too burst out at the look of pure horror and shame that filled Sadi’s face at For’mya’s words. Martin smiled and began to walk towards the center of the hall, For’mya grasping tightly to his arm. He stopped and looked at Vorilas.

“Governor… I in no way hold you responsible for these events, and I would be honored if you joined me at the main palace estate for breakfast one morning soon, so that we can discuss other matters.” Martin spoke.

Vorilas looked at the young King with astonishment in his eyes. He nodded quickly. “Of course sire.”

Martin nodded. “Good… now if you’ll forgive me… I’m going to dance a song or two with my concubine here, and then I’m going to take her back to my bed and ravage her body.”

Aricia looked at Anja and they both smiled at each other. Ok… he gets all of us with no conditions tonight and for however long he wants. Anja said quickly.

I agree. Aricia spoke.
None of them saw the dark haired young Spartan enter the Senate Dining Hall, Seanna close on his heels.

Belen. 

The youngest son of Atropos and Lilika and second in command of Queen Anja’s Spartan Security Detachment. He was tall and muscular like his father, but his dashing good looks he got from his mother. Belen was an Alpha wolf, but even though he was four hundred and fourteen years old, he had not taken a mate yet. There were five females in Sparta who were actively letting him know they were very available and three more here on Apo Prime, but Belen had committed his life to Sparta and now the security of the Queen his father so willingly served. 
Atropos had returned to Earth to be with Lilika his mate as she brought their first daughter into the world. Belen and his older brother Banyt had truly wanted to be there for the birth of their sister, but both knew they had duties to perform as well. Their father and mother had spent enough years apart already, and they were still discovering the joys of being able to openly call themselves mates, after hiding their love for so long. Belen had agreed to assume command while his father was gone, and now he was having second thoughts as he led Seanna quickly through the mass of dancing bodies towards where his King and For’mya were dancing in the center of the floor. Aricia and Anja stood to the side of the mass of bodies all around them, both of them with smiles on their faces as they watched Martin spin For’mya around gracefully.
Belen was different from his older brother, in that he tended to rely more on his instincts and was wilder in many respects than his older brother, closer to the feral nature of their people much like his father. This fact was sensed by the female wolves and it attracted them to him in droves.
Belen did not hesitate in the least and stepped right up to Martin while Seanna moved towards Anja. There were very few who would just walk up to Martin and grab him, Belen was among those few due to his position and the respect that he and his father had earned over the last year in protecting Anja. Martin had made it very clear to those Spartans of the Royal Guard they were not to hesitate when it came to their duties, and if it meant they had to grab or manhandle Martin or any of his Queens and concubine they were to do just that. Martin stopped dancing instantly and looked at Belen.
“Sire something has come up that needs your attention immediately.” Belen spoke quickly. 
Martin held For’mya with one arm and saw Seanna leading Anja and Aricia up to them. “What’s going on Belen?” He asked.
“I’ve routed a transmission from the Hadarian Divine One to the conference room here in the Senate Dining Hall.” Belen spoke looking at Anja. “It is something you both need to hear.”

Martin didn’t hesitate. “Anja, Aricia go with him and Seanna.” He spoke waiting for Belen to nod and head in another direction with them right behind him. He turned to For’mya. “For’mya if you would please give my regrets to everyone at our table and have Helen, my mother, Riall and Deia join us in the conference room.”

For’mya nodded and gazed at him. “Thank you Martin Leonidas.” She spoke softly reaching up to caress his face.

Martin smiled warmly and kissed her hard, not caring about the wide eyes that watched them. “Bring everyone to the conference room quickly. Belen would not have interrupted us here unless it was important.”

For’mya nodded and squeezed his hand before heading for his table. Martin turned to follow the others.


“Is this some sort of joke?” Aricia demanded.


Anja sat between her and Seanna at the table, tightly holding their hands as her heart was racing almost out of control.


“It is no joke I assure you.” Eurin replied within the secure transmission from Hadaria. “My people here have checked and rechecked Filrian’s findings, and they come out exactly as he discovered.”


“How… how is that possible?” Deia spoke from her chair.


“Apparently Anja’s mother was carrying twins.” Fuleos spoke now leaning into the transmission. “When the assassination attempt began, I was with them for Anja’s birth, but I left with the Handmaidens that rushed Anja to the ship that brought her to earth. By the time I returned, it was already too late. Anja… your Aunt was there for the birth of your sister, she was born twenty-seven minutes after you were. We have already confirmed this with her. They were the ones who took her before the assassins reached your parents. She was given to a husband and wife in your Aunt’s employ and told to keep the child safe. Your mother told her sister to never say anything until she knew it was safe for a child of the Royal family to be exposed again. They stayed in contact with this couple, sending them funds whenever they needed, but seven years after they left Hadaria they were attacked and killed by pirates. Your Aunt was distraught thinking Sivana had died as well.”

Anja looked up quickly. “Sivana…?”


Fuleos nodded slowly. “That was the name your mother gave to her. It is also the reason your Aunt and Uncle have been so distant from you child. They felt responsible for the death of your sister, and they could not bring themselves to tell you or anyone why.”


“Where… where are they?” Anja asked.


“Your aunt is sedated Milady.” Zaniai replied. “She broke down when Fuleos demanded to know what she knew. Your Uncle is… he sits by her bed quietly saying nothing. They… they feel responsible for what has happened to her.”


“Where has this Sivana been?” Martin asked. He stood near the end of the table but moved slowly to stand behind Anja’s chair and place his hand on her shoulder. Anja tilted her head quickly, closing her eyes as the skin of her cheek touched his knuckles.


“She… she has…” Fuleos started to speak but became choked up in the transmission.


Eurin took it up again once more. “She has led a very difficult life sire.” Eurin said. “It appears she was sold into slavery for the first part of her life. If what Filrian and Daniel have told me, it was… it was very harsh. She has been a smuggler and pirate for the last three centuries or so, living in the Wilds. She has earned quite the reputation, but once it was discovered she was the key to finding your daughter and that Daniel and his team were tracking her, the business partners she worked with decided to eliminate her. Daniel says the High Coven also knows who she is now, and he said to tell you things have become “sticky”, using his words. He said you would understand and that I was to tell you that exactly as he said.” 


Martin nodded quickly at the use of their old SEAL team phrase to mean that they were in a very tight spot and needed back up in the worst way.


“Where are they?” Martin asked.


“Gellen Station sire.” Zaniai replied. “It is a neutral location for the scum of the Wilds to gather and not kill each other as is so often their life. I doubt however, that the pirates and scum working with the Coven will adhere to this unwritten rule very long.” 

“Nor will the Coven when they discover what Sivana holds in her head.” Eurin spoke.
“And that is?” Martin asked.

“Sire… your daughter… Lisisa… she is the product of a Lycavorian and a Vampire. If Yuri’s blood is anywhere near as pure as yours is, the combination of those two bloodlines could prove a turning point in this war.” Eurin explained.

“How so?”

“I ran some simulations in regards to your daughter when Filrian first told us about finding Sivana.” Eurin spoke evenly and looking directly at him. “It is conceivable that she would be equal to you in Mindvoice abilities sire, if not more powerful. The pureness of your Lycavorian blood is beyond even that of your grandfather Milord. Many of our scholars have met discretely and it is our conclusion that you and Aricia have yet to reach your full potential. The way you have bonded so deeply with your dragons is the first and most telling sign. It is also our conclusion that Queen Anja and Queen Dysea will begin to discover new abilities as time passes, because it was you who turned them, and your blood now runs freely in their veins. It is all very technical Milord, I can have everything sent to Anja and Seanna, and they can put it into more manageable terms if you wish.”
“Why are you meeting about my son without…?” Gorgo began to speak.

“Mother it’s alright.” Martin said quickly. “They are researchers and it is what they do. Eurin why would this have anything to do with my daughter?”
“If the Coven were to obtain your daughter Milord, it is very conceivable that they could somehow use her DNA to enhance their cloned soldiers to a point that would make them nearly impossible to kill without a great deal of effort.” Eurin spoke.

“You’re kidding me right?” Martin asked.

“She’s right sire.” Deia spoke now. “We have always held the advantage when it came to ground forces. It is the primary reason we have lasted this long. If the Coven is somehow able to enhance their soldiers to a point that they can match us Spartan for Spartan, their numbers would eventually overwhelm us no matter what we did.”

“Oh this is just nubous beautiful!” Martin snapped. “Why the hell didn’t someone tell me this before?”

“I don’t think… I don’t think any of us realized that finding your daughter was that big of a possibility Martin.” Deia spoke softly.

Martin looked at her and sighed heavily. She almost never called him Martin, and that she did so now told him she felt shame at not believing. “Eurin… I want you and Zaniai here on Apo Prime… no… you give Deia a list of men and women you think might be able to help you and I’ll send them to you. I want a worst case scenario on what it means if the Coven finds Lisisa before we do.”

“I’m going after my sister!” Anja spoke suddenly coming to her feet.

“My Queen you can’t!” Deia barked.

“She is my sister!” Anja nearly screamed. “My blood! Grandfather…”
Fuleos looked at her in the transmission. “I will not tell you to not go after her Anja.” He spoke. “She is our blood in that you are correct.”

“Fuleos this does not help!” Eurin barked.

The older man looked at her. “Sivana is my granddaughter! Anja’s sister! Don’t you dare tell me to side with you and not go after her?”

“I’ll take the SPIRIT OF HADARIA and go get her!” Anja spoke firmly. “I’ll bring her back!”

“No!” Martin snapped silencing everyone in the room.

Anja whirled on him, anger flashing in her eyes. “Martin… don’t tell me not to go after her! I won’t…”

Martin stepped up to her quickly, taking her face in his hands and gazing into her green eyes. “Do you honestly think I would tell you that?”

“No.” Anja said quickly.

“You can’t take the SPIRIT.” He said. “It would look suspicious if both the SPIRIT and MJOLNIR’S HAND left orbit within hours of each other.”

Anja’s eyes narrowed. “What are you suggesting?”

“Take Aricia’s and my STRIKER DT.” He said. “Take Miath with you, Belen and a small strike force. Meet Danny and the others and get back across the border.”

Anja smiled and hugged him tightly. “Count on it.”
For’mya stood up. “Our DT comes and goes on a regular basis from the surface and it will not draw attention.” For’mya spoke. “I will contact Endith and Tina and we will meet you at the island pad.” She was moving out of the room before anyone could stop her. She and Endith loved their DT and no one flew it but them.

“I will meet you with MJOLNIR’S HAND on the other side of the defensive border in two days. No heroics, nothing stupid Firecracker. In and out!” Martin said.

Anja nodded. “I promise.”

Martin kissed her softly, their eyes closing as they did and then he pulled away. “Go! I’ll have Komirri transmit the fastest route via secure COM.”

Anja didn’t hesitate and headed out the door. Martin stopped Seanna by taking her arm. “Watch her Seanna.”

Seanna smiled her dark green eyes alive and bright. “That will never be an issue Martin Leonidas. I love her just as much as you and Aricia do.”

Martin nodded and leaned over to kiss her cheek. “Go! And if it is a threat to her or her sister, kill it! No hesitation.”

Seanna’s smile was vicious for one so beautiful. “As Anja has said sire, you can count on that as well.”
