CHAPTE CHAPTER SEVEN

GELLEN ASTEROID FIELD


Endith threw Spartan 01 into a gut wrenching turn around the mass of the asteroid in their path, the belly of the STRIKER DT barely a thousand meters from the surface of the moon sized chunk of rock.


“Still behind us!” For’mya called out.


“Shit… who they got flying those crates!” Endith shouted yanking them into a rolling turn.


“Those are High Coven Interceptors! They must have come from the cruisers!” For’mya declared in a yell. “Five of them, bearing six four one nine mark three! Endith… bank right… now!”


Endith didn’t hesitate and Spartan 01 responded as if it was reading her mind. Though much larger than the normal STRIKER AT ships, the DTs had been painstakingly designed to retain the superior maneuverability and speed of their sister ships, and this was possible with the advent of the Dragon Armor. Lighter and able to withstand a hundred times more punishment due to the new Dragon Armor, the DTs were able to carry a Bonded Pair and a full squad of Spartans if necessary. Spartan 01 was even larger to accommodate Torma and Isheeni at the same time, as well as being much more heavily armed and armored. Spartan 01 was also far from being the normal transport as these High Coven fighters were about to find out.


“Locking!” Tina shouted. “Got them! I got them!”


“Firing!” Endith didn’t pause as she squeezed the thumb trigger on her control stick and ripple fired five anti-air missiles.


“Climb Endith! We must clear the debris zone! Full power climb!” For’mya shouted reaching forward and shoving the engine throttles to max power.


“Hold on!” Endith yanked back on her control stick without question once more, as her hand covered For’mya’s on the throttle control of Spartan 01, pushing her powerful engines to maximum power.


Anja could only sit behind the two pilots and watch in awe at the teamwork they showed. For’mya was the brain of Spartan 01, Tina the engines and the eyes and Endith was the heart and the muscles. They operated in perfect unison regardless of the situation. There were no hurried words or excited moments; they knew exactly what they were doing at any given moment.


Five anti-air missiles collided with three Coven fighters, forming bright blossoms of light within the asteroid field and claiming the fourth ship in the massive explosion as it slammed into the smaller asteroid at full speed. The fifth continued on, chasing the ship it had been following for close to thirty minutes now.


They had blasted their way clear of Gellen Station and dove headlong and recklessly into the heart of the massive asteroid field. Six mercenary corvettes had followed, their multi-array plasma turrets blasting away smaller asteroids as they tried to hit the STRIKER DT to no avail. Even with the computers targeting the ship, not one mercenary corvette scored even a near miss. What they did get was twelve anti-ship missiles shoved back at them, missiles that obliterated one corvette and set the other one adrift in the asteroid field with massive structural damage. The four remaining corvettes had broke off at the orders from the three High Coven light cruisers that were following Spartan 01, eradicating any asteroids within range, and filling space with deadly shrapnel and debris. The commanders of these ships were taking a big chance in entering the field, as one learned when he could not dodge the moon sized rock in time and plowed bow first into the much larger piece of rock.


The asteroid field had lit up with the destruction of that cruiser, but now the last two were being more cautious, and sending fighters after them as they moved slower.


“One million kilometers to the edge of the field!” Tina yelled out.


For’mya and Endith eased back on the throttles of Spartan 01 and then For’mya dropped her head into the scopes in front of her. “Endith… ease in close to the big one on the left.”


Endith chuckled. “For’mya… there are a lot of big ones on the left.”


For’mya looked up and smiled as well. She pointed out their cockpit window. “That one. Hurry!”


Endith’s hands were moving before the order finished leaving her lips and Spartan 01 dipped lower to the massive brown rock off their starboard side. “You thinking hide now?” Endith asked.


For’mya nodded. “They will be more cautious now as close to the edge of the border as we are. The field may end in one million kilometers, but the ULU border begins before that. There will be a marker on one of the asteroids. A beacon of sorts.”


“Can we detect it?” Tina asked.


“I’m adjusting scanners for it now.” For’mya spoke. “Get us real close Endith. Close enough to kiss the rock.”


“We get any closer and we’ll be the rock.” Endith answered.


For’mya looked up and her dark brown eyes flared as she saw that she could probably reach out and touch the asteroid if she wanted. She grinned. “Oh this is cozy.” She spoke turning to look at Anja. “I can feel Martin Anja.”


Anja nodded her head. “He’s waiting for us. He can’t reveal himself though! We’re still on the wrong side of the border and if he hasn’t de-shrouded by now there is another reason.”


For’mya’s eyes widened. “More Coven ships?”


Anja nodded. “They are waiting for us on our side of the border, they have to be. Sneaky fuckers!” Anja declared. “They probably can’t detect him, but he doesn’t know how many of them there are. And he won’t communicate with us because of what happened at Leptan Three; no matter how powerful he knows we both are.”


For’mya nodded. They were in a similar situation back then, Martin and Aricia on the surface, Anja in orbit on the SPIRIT. The Coven had somehow moved an extremely powerful Mindvoicer into the area and when Martin began to issue orders to the ships from the surface, the Coven Mindvoicer blocked them. It had taken Martin, Aricia, Anja and For’mya as the four most powerful Mindvoice capable people present within the fleet almost three hours to discover what was wrong and then another two hours to hunt down and kill the vampire Mindvoicer. Using Torma, Isheeni and Miath as conduits and focusers, they were able to centralize his location and then all seven of them combined to shred his mind to nothing. It was the first time they had done something like that, and Helen had told them to continue to practice the skill, for it may play a part in the future.


To attempt it now however was too great a risk.


Sangria sat in the back of the DT with a smile on her face. It had been the wildest ride she had ever been on, and she had decided those female elf pilots didn’t look like much, but they could sure fly this ship. She let her eyes glance at the others, Anuk and Nayeca sitting almost calmly on either side of her, while Daniel and Filrian sat calmly but with their eyes closed. The vampire witch Yuriko also had a small smile on her face, and Sangria decided she must be the pilot of the bunch. The Spartans were secured in their seats and her eyes fell on the Spartan named Belen. He had threatened to kill her in an instant over that small female who claimed she was her sister and Sangria had no doubts he probably would have. He had the same look as the black Spartan everyone called Danny. He had the look of a seasoned killer who would just as soon break you in half as talk to you. A man who had killed, a man who would kill again, and a man who was exceptionally good at it. Of course, Sangria thought to herself, if what she had seen in the last few hours was worth anything, the Lycavorian Spartans the Union was turning out now were decidedly more dangerous than the fools she had seen within the Wilds.

His dark eyes were focused on her like small beams of light, clear and bright and while Sangria knew she should feel fear at that gaze, she felt something entirely different. She felt desire. Her head snapped around when the lights went dark in the cockpit and in the rear where they were sitting. She tried to gaze forward and look into the cockpit, and her eyes grew wide when she saw how close they were sitting next to the asteroid. She may have been Hadarian, but she wasn’t still alive by being slow. She had popped her straps and was moving for the cockpit before the movement registered to anyone else. As Belen scrambled to follow her, Sangria took the three steps up into the cockpit of Spartan 01 in a single bound.

“What are you doing?” Sangria gasped as Anja looked up surprised to see her.

“Get her out of here!” Tina snapped.

Sangria’s eyes were wide as she looked at the cockpit of Spartan 01 like she had just entered a store with every piece of candy she had ever wanted. “Oh wow!” She gasped.

“Belen!” Anja hissed as she saw her Captain bounding up into the cockpit.

“No one move!” For’mya barked. “Freeze!”

Her words froze everyone in their spots as For’mya and Endith leaned towards the cockpit window looking at something only they could see. For’mya’s left hand rested on the throttle control, her right hand on the launcher control for their countermeasures. Endith’s right hand rested on top of For’mya’s over the throttles, while her left hand caressed the control like a feather.

“They can see us!” Sangria barked. “You have us too close to the asteroid!”

“Shut up fool!” For’mya announced. “They are using a narrow motion sensor array to scan the rocks!”

“They’ll see us!” Sangria popped.

“Not if you don’t move!” For’mya growled. “Now shut up!”

“That’s a Coven Light Cruiser!” Sangria almost shouted now. “You can’t outrun it! You can’t outfight it!”

Endith didn’t turn her head as she watched the shadow grow closer. “You don’t know us very well.” She muttered. “We got a surprise waiting.”

“Endith?” For’mya asked calmly.

“Stand by.” Endith’s voice was soft like a whisper. “Almost there!”

Sangria moved towards the back of Endith’s seat. “You’ll get us all killed!”

“Fuck! She blew us!” Endith swore. “They’re tracking!”

“Go! Go!” For’mya barked as they slammed the throttles forward and she began smashing her finger down on the panel near her head.

Spartan 01 leaped from the surface of the asteroid directly under the High Coven light cruiser, rocketing away from the rock so fast that the Coven gunners couldn’t track the ship. Anja and Belen moved at the same instant, Belen wrapping his arms around Sangria and Anja snatching a handful of her hair. Belen’s movements threw them into the seat next to Anja, and they both rapidly made to secure the straps around him and Sangria both. The moment his arms had closed around her Sangria had rammed her head back against him. She didn’t anticipate his height and the back of her head impacted his jaw harder than she had factored because of their sudden movement and blackness washed over her before Belen had even fallen to the seat.

He looked at Anja as he held her tightly to him. “Forgive me my Queen.” He said quickly.

Anja looked at him with those bright jade green eyes and flashed him a smile. “Does she remind you of me?” She asked almost playfully.

Belen couldn’t help but laugh at Anja’s expression. His father had told him once that she was wild and reckless, at times more so than even Queen Aricia, but she was easily the most compassionate and precious individual he had ever served, and Anja never got angry with the men who so willingly laid down their lives for her.

“Yes she does my Queen.” Belen answered. “Only without the refinement.”

Anja smiled and turned to look at the back of Endith and For’mya. “Ladies… I think Martin has had enough time! Would you be so kind as to tell him we are coming home with some unwelcome guests right on our asses!”

For’mya laughed at Endith. “Oh he won’t like that!” She echoed loudly. “He hates it when others look at our asses.”

Endith matched the laughter and yanked her control stick over hard. “We be coming home boss man!” She screamed.

The deep voice filled the internal COM.

“It’s about nubous time you stopped playing with these fools!” Martin’s voice spoke. “Bring it in Endy! I got something special planned!”

“Oh I love his special plans!” Tina spoke from her station. “They usually mean some really bad fucking things are going to happen to the bad guys!”

“Here we go!” Endith cranked Spartan 01 one over and headed right for the edge of the asteroid field with every ounce of speed she could coax out of Spartan 01’s engines, which was considerable to say the least.

MJOLNIR’S HAND 

“Weapons free!” Komirri shouted from his command chair, his reptilian features twisted into a vicious snarl. “Execute plan Leonidas four one!”


Martin stood on the bridge next to the command chair with a savage smile on his face as well. He had spent every moment he was able learning of ship combat with Komirri, Ceneu, and Riall which consisted of the deployment of fleets, maneuvering, pretty much everything that cadets learned in the academy. Martin would admit he would much rather be on the ground or fighting from Torma’s back given a choice, but after seeing what his ships could do, standing on the bridge of MJOLNIR’S HAND now gave him a sense of power. Martin knew he was not experienced enough to command even the small detachment that traveled with his flagship, so whenever they were on the bridge together, Komirri gave the orders. The Algolian Captain had refused at first, more out of respect towards his King, but he quickly learned that Martin Leonidas wasn’t afraid to admit he couldn’t do something. He had told Komirri that he was Captain for a reason, and that was to command the flagship, not be careful of injuring his King’s ego.


The display board on MJOLNIR’S HAND was the most advanced ever designed, and they watched as the holo picture filtered into view on the screen in front of them. They could see Spartan 01 jinxing back and forth, always narrowly dodging small and large asteroids, while avoiding the plasma beams that were lancing out from the two light cruisers that were smashing through the field behind them trying to destroy the small ship.


Komirri shook his head and looked at Martin. “I questioned the decision to put them together sire.” Komirri spoke. “I thought their personalities would conflict so badly they wouldn’t be able to fly with each other. I have to admit, I don’t believe I have ever seen half the maneuvers they have managed to pull of together.”


Martin grinned. “I’ll let you look at my stomach next time I fly with them.” He spoke. “It takes me and Torma hours to get our stomachs back into proper position.”


Komirri began to laugh but was interrupted by the blaring alarm.


“Captain! High Coven BLOODLETTER-Class Medium Cruiser de-shrouding close to port! Six BLOODRUNNER-Class Heavy Frigates de-shrouding as well!”


Komirri looked at Martin. “Just as you suspected sire.” He said.


Martin nodded. “They want her as much as we do. It stands to reason they wouldn’t let something like a border stand in their way.” He spoke. “Let’s spring the surprise.”


Komirri smiled and got to his feet. “Order the rest of the Wing to de-shroud! Execute Attack Plan Komirri Three Five! Enemy suppression barrage on the field! Leave the Coven ships for our escorts! Engage!”


The High Coven BLOODLETTER-Class cruiser was one of their finest ships and it was heavily armed and armored. As the BLOODLETTER turned to engage MJOLNIR’S HAND, the six Coven frigates were darting towards the asteroid field. They did not expect more than one ULU ship to appear, knowing the border treaties that the ULU were adamant about not breaking. They did not however, plan for a King who did not care for borders when it concerned his friends and two of the women he loved dearly.


MJOLNIR’S HAND’s entire Wing of escort ships de-shrouded within seconds of each other and tore into the High Coven frigates like wolves in a feeding frenzy. Before many of the ships had even completely come out of Shroud, anti-ship missiles and plasma beam arrays were sending out greetings of death, filling the stars with destruction and chaos.


The LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruisers were the most advanced and powerful of any ULU ship, built for the expressed purpose of going toe-to-toe with the High Coven REVERENCE-Class Dreadnoughts. The much smaller BLOODLETTER-Class Medium Cruiser barely stood a chance. 

The Coven cruiser was able to fire first, the side of the ship lighting up with missile launches and beam weapons against the side of MJOLNIR’S HAND, and the distance should have guaranteed at least several hits to the side of the immense Strike Cruiser. As the captain of the BLOODLETTER watched in horror, the entire side of MJOLNIR’S HAND came alive with anti-missile turrets, the plasma based beams lancing out to first, obliterate all the missiles he had launched, but then they began slamming into his cruiser as well. His shields were quickly overwhelmed by the sheer volume of plasma based turrets targeted on him, and he could only stand on his bridge as his ship came apart around him in little pieces.

The opposite side of MJOLNIR’S HAND was also alive with active turrets, but these were targeting the asteroid field, and the level of concentrated plasma fire from the Strike Cruiser was so thick it appeared as if you could walk on one beam to the next. The entire line of the Gellen Asteroid field came apart as if a great wave of energy had smashed through it. Asteroids from the size of a man to the size of star cruisers were targeted and blasted into oblivion. There was no hesitation, no missed shots, and through that massive wave of destruction, Spartan 01 squirted out and made directly for the docking bay in the belly of MJOLNIR’S HAND. The two Coven Light cruisers were not as lucky, as their shields were quickly overwhelmed by the enormous amount of shattered rock slamming against them. One of the cruisers began to turn and try to run back the way it had come, only to turn directly into the path of another moon sized asteroid that had just been blasted in half. The two pieces of rock slammed the turning ship between them, instantly crushing the hull of the ship and setting of internal explosions.

The second light cruiser was just reaching the end of the field, its captain angry and hurt but glad to be alive. Alarms were blaring all over his ship from multiply hits they had taken, but they were alive. Until he looked up at his monitor and saw the six huge missiles just fired directly at him from the bow of MJOLNIR’S HAND.

His last action was to curse the Vampire High Lord and thank whatever gods he prayed to that he no longer had to face Princess Yuri because he had failed. 

Martin looked at Komirri. “Get us back across the border quickly Komirri.” He ordered. “No sense in pissing off more people than we need to.”

Komirri nodded. “Understood sire.”


For’mya looked at Endith as she powered down the engines and Tina moved forward from her station to kneel between their seats. They both smiled and took each other’s hand as Tina rested her own on top of theirs. They brought their helmeted heads together.

“I'narr en gothrim glinuva nuin I'anor.” For’mya spoke softly in elfin. (The bones of our foes will gleam under the sun.)

“Lye nuquernuva sen e dagor.” Endith echoed. (We will defeat them in battle.)

“Lissenen ar' maska'lalaith tenna' lye omentuva.” (Sweet water and light laughter until next we meet.) Tina spoke in fluent elfin, finishing the ritual they had begun many months ago at the end of each time they flew. Endith and For’mya had schooled her hard, at her request, to learn their language, and Tina was now one of a few hundred humans within the Union who could actually communicate in the elfin tongue with no difficulty in the least.

Anja was helping Belen to release the straps that held him in the seat with Sangria in his lap. She was conscious once more, her sea green eyes looking meekly at Anja. She knew she had almost gotten them killed, and she knew they were not happy with her. Anja didn’t say anything at all, releasing the last clamp and then moving into the rear of the STRIKER DT. Sangria froze when she felt Belen lean forward, his arms tightening around her body and his hard chest pressing against her back. His lips moved up to her ear.

“Be thankful I am not my father.” He spoke in barely a whisper. “He usually commands Anja’s detail. For the danger you put her this day, he would have killed you already.” Sangria listened intently, noting that there was no anger in his words now. “We have taken… we have taken you from the world you knew, and you are angry at this. I understand your reactions. What you must now do is tread very carefully when you walk Sangria. Try to think before you speak, and try to keep that moon sized chip on your shoulder from overruling your brain. You have made no friends this day.”

“I don’t want any friends!” Sangria hissed back softly, turning her head slightly. “They are only friends as long as they get something from you!”

Belen prodded her to stand up and then he followed her motion, turning her around to look at him. “She is your sister.” He spoke. “You may deny it all you like, but you will soon see the proof of this. She risked much coming after you. As did the King, and I guarantee you, the one person in the entire Union you do not want angry at you is the King.”

“I’m not afraid of some man!” Sangria spat softly. 

Belen smiled gently, which surprised her. “And that is why I have not already killed you.” He spoke honestly. “You have a strength within you that is admirable; just remember that your strength is also your greatest weakness right now.”

“I’m stronger than she will ever be!” Sangria snapped quietly. “I’m not afraid of you, or some fool King! She probably wears the pants in their relationship anyway! I can deal with any man! Including you.”

Belen’s eyes narrowed. “Confidence is one thing woman. Stupidity is quite another matter. She has not presumed to know the life you have led; I would suggest you do not presume to know what life she has led. You might find that yours pales in comparison.” Belen made a show of looking her up and down. “As for handling me…?” He chuckled. “Do not flatter yourself.” He took her arm tightly. “Let us go now!”

For’mya waited until they had left the cockpit before looking at Endith as they began to climb from their seats.

“I have a feeling she is in for a big surprise.” For’mya spoke.

Endith nodded as she stepped up to Tina, kissing her deeply, pressing her body up against Tina tightly. After a moment they pulled away and Endith looked at For’mya. “The question is… will she be able to handle it?”

For’mya nodded. “Yes. That is the question.”


Sangria walked down the ramp next to Belen into the cavernous landing bay that was larger than anything she had ever seen in her life. She could see TEMPTEST Interceptors and DEVASTATOR Heavy Fighters scattered about the bay, to include numerous STRIKER ATs. Hundreds of technicians and ground crew were moving back and forth among the ships and doing whatever it was they did. Her eyes sought out and found Anja embracing the raven haired young woman tightly, the enormous black dragon behind her, standing beside the azure blue dragon. Anja’s green scaled monster walked up to the other two dragons and he butted heads with the black one while the smaller bluish dragon looked on. Belen pulled her towards the group and came up next to Seanna at the tail end of the conversation they were having.


“…very upset with you for being so reckless.” Aricia told Anja, still holding her hands tightly. “You and Seanna. And then you got Miath involved?”


Anja let out a small laugh and to Sangria’s surprise kissed the raven haired woman full on the lips. A kiss the woman didn’t draw away from, but actually seemed to relish. “It needed to be done! They had us pinned down.” Anja said after pulling away slowly. “Marty would understand the tactic.”


“Understand, yes!” The deep voice boomed. “Approve of, no!”


Anja’s body suddenly shot upwards in the grip of some unseen force. Sangria’s eyes darted back and forth for some attacker, her mind registering the fact that no one else was moving and they had smiles on their faces. She noticed the golden haired female elf step up next to the raven haired Lycavorian woman and she watched as they shared an even steamier kiss than Anja and the woman had.


“Marty put me down!” Anja’s voice carried to her from above. “You know I hate when you do this just because you can!”


“Then you know I don’t like you taking foolish risks!” The deep voice echoed.


“We needed a way to break out and Miath and I gave us one!” Anja snapped, crossing her arms over her ample chest, a stern look on her face as she was suspended ten meters in the air. “You would have done the same damn thing!”


Aricia laughed now. “She has a point Beloved.” She said loudly.


Sangria blinked quickly three times as she watched the large Lycavorian male break from the group of technicians who had been surrounding him. His black hair was the color of night, and even from this distance she could see the yellow/gold eyes and the brightness of them. He looked like he had been sculpted from rock; his body muscled and ripped in a way Sangria had never seen. He walked up to the group and stopped only a meter from her, his yellow/gold eyes never leaving Anja’s suspended figure above them. The dark gray and black uniform, with added body armor covering every exposed portion of his skin except for the joints, conformed to his body like a glove. He was over two meters tall, Sangria estimated, though not as tall as the black Spartan Danny. The crimson cape that the raven haired female also wore billowed behind him in the slight breeze from the air circulators.


Sangria watched as Anja lowered from above until she was directly in front of him. Her sea green eyes grew wide when she saw Anja’s eyes change quickly, and wolf fangs burst from her gums and she glared at him. No one could help but smile at the situation.


Martin stepped right up to Anja and stared into her eyes unafraid and un-intimidated by her glare as he held her there.


Anja stared right back, but as always, she couldn’t stare into those yellow/gold eyes for very long without feeling the love that pulsed from his aura for her, surrounding her with warmth and delicious sensations. Her eyes changed back first, and then her fangs receded until finally she was staring at him with love and desire in her jade green eyes.


“It’s nice to know I’m so well thought of.” She spoke finally.


Martin smiled as he released his TK hold on her, but not before pulling her body close to his. Anja’s arms went around his neck as he pulled her close.


“That was damn impressive.” He said softly.


Anja’s eyes twinkled. “I thought you might like that.” She said.



Sangria watched as the big Lycavorian male covered Anja’s lips with his and they shared an incredibly passionate kiss right there on the flight deck with hundreds of men and women milling about. She had to admit to herself, whoever this Lycavorian was, he was surely impressive. She watched as he nuzzled Anja’s throat after breaking their kiss, and her eyes practically rolled up into her head as she sighed heavily in delight, clutching tightly to his shoulders as he lowered her gently to the deck. She watched Anja take a couple of deep breaths and then open her eyes again.


“Are we backing across the border Martin?” She asked quickly.


Martin nodded. “Already done.” He answered. “We’re on course for Apo Prime and should get there in a couple of days.”


“No one…”


Martin shook his head. “We made a clean getaway.” He said. “Relax Firecracker, we’re good. You did a heck of a job there. All of you did. Especially that big black bastard.”


Sangria heard the laughter from behind them and turned to see the Spartan Danny standing with his two mates.


“Just make sure you remember that!” Dan spoke up, causing Anuk and Nayeca both to elbow him in the ribs.


Sangria watched as the raven haired female stepped up to the big Lycavorian, the elf pilot holding her waist. His eyes had returned to their normal dark brown now, his fangs gone, and those eyes settled on her.


Anja had her arm around his waist as Belen moved forward a few steps and then suddenly Sangria was right in front of him. “Martin… this is Sivana.” Anja spoke softly.


Martin stared at her for a long moment, so long that Sangria thought for sure he was undressing her right down to her soul. “So this is the lady we’ve been chasing for almost a year huh?”


“My name… my name is Sangria.” She stammered.


Martin tilted his head slightly as he looked at her. “Belen?”


“Milord King?” 


“Sangria is to be afforded every comfort. There is a guest stateroom waiting for her on deck twelve.” Martin spoke. “The ship’s tailor can make her some new clothes if she prefers. Help her to get settled in and then bring her to the forward lounge for dinner tonight.”


Belen nodded quickly. “As you order sire.”


“So I’m a prisoner again?” Sangria asked. “Just now I’m your prisoner? The King’s prisoner? I feel so special.”


Anja exhaled heavily and rolled her eyes.


Martin’s eyes narrowed and he stepped forward quickly, Aricia and Anja’s arms falling away from around his waist. Sangria attempted to back up but Belen’s body stopped her and she had no choice but to look up into those dark unreadable eyes.


“If you were anyone else, you would be dead for the danger you put my mates and my friends in.” Martin growled. “I can arrange for a cell in the brig to be made available for you with no trouble, but I thought I might try showing you that we are not your enemies.”


“You haven’t done a real convincing job so far.” Sangria stated flatly.


Martin chuckled. “I’ll give you this… you got guts. Anja?”


“Belen if you would please escort her to the Medical Bay. I’ll be along shortly to do a complete examine.” Anja spoke.


“I don’t need an exam!” Sangria snapped.


“Perhaps… but you will get one regardless.” Anja stated calmly. “Whether you want one or not.”


Belen shook his head as he gripped Sangria’s arm tighter and began ushering her out of the landing bay before she could say anything else.


Martin turned to look at Anja fully and she shook her head. “I’m sorry Martin.” She spoke softly.


“You have nothing to be sorry for Anja.” Aricia spoke quickly reaching out to take her hand. “Nothing.”


Martin moved up next to her and brought his hand up to caress her cheek. “Never apologize to me Anja. For anything.” He said softly. “And Aricia is right. You have nothing to be sorry for.”


Anja met his eyes. “Ever since… ever since I found out I had a sister… the more information we got about her, the more I felt responsible for her Martin. What if she had been born first and not me. She would have met you… not me. I truly don’t know if I could have lived the life she has lived and survived.”


Martin shook his head slowly and took her face in his hands, drawing his thumbs across her cheeks. “No… do not question yourself Anja, or the path that brought you to this point. I won’t let you. There are no ‘what ifs’ in our world now. Only the decisions we have made to this point. Do not second guess yourself or what you have done. She is strong, but you are stronger, and now she will need you the most. Bite your tongue if you have to Firecracker, I know you hate arrogant and rude people, but she is your sister.”


“And her attitude pisses me off!” Anja growled.


“She has known only one thing her entire life.” Aricia said gently. “To be taken out of that and thrust into our world, where things are so different, it is a massive change.”


“But we need the information from her on how to find Lisisa.” Anja said looking at him.


Martin nodded. “Yes we do. She’ll give it to us… but I will not resort to measures that make us no better than those who took Lisisa from me in the first place.”


“Nor will I.” Yuriko spoke coming forward to stand next to the man she considered her father. “She is my sister… I love her Anja… but father is right. We can not become like those we fight. If we do… all will be lost. I believe she wants to tell us everything we want to know, but I sense she is also very frightened right now. The toughness may be partly an act to keep from allowing others too close. It is a condition I know well. She needs time. She is the link we have sought for so long, and we have kept her from falling into Coven Hands. That is the most important thing right now.”


Anja turned back to Martin and saw him smile. “Go on. Give her a medical exam and then bring her to dinner if she chooses to come.”


Anja smiled and kissed him quickly before moving to follow Belen and Sangria out of the landing bay.

ELEAR

ELF HOME WORLD

CAPITAL CITY OF AETIA

The Royal Palace on Elear was not as extravagant or old as main palace on Apo Prime. It was more like their island home really; comfortable and peaceful. A small stream ran through the property, the four story structure filled with large hallways and rooms. Most of them were never used, as everyone knew whenever the King, Dysea, or Aricia came to Elear, they all slept in the same room. Many people knew that there would soon be more than just Androcles running through the halls as well. Those close to the King and Royal family knew that Anja was only two weeks from full phase, and Dysea was only two months from phase herself. Many among the palace staff were excited, hoping that soon their own Elfin Queen would be carrying a child.


Things were much slower paced on Elear, due mainly to the calm nature of the elves themselves. Dysea only enhanced that nature when it was realized she was no different from them in any way. Dysea’s ancestors may have been genetically created, but she was born from a mother and father, and the calm, cool nature of the elves poured from her in waves, putting almost everyone she came across at ease immediately. Isabella had become a welcome fixture at the palace, never far from Dysea’s side, and now Iriral occupied a small portion of the palace all to herself. A special pen had been constructed for her on the top of the palace so that she could come and go as she pleased, and it wasn’t uncommon to see her leap into the sky from the streets and markets all around the palace grounds. 


Dysea walked now among the flower gardens surrounding the palace, the Elf High Minister Alocgeid and Delegation Leader L’tian on either side of her. Iriral watched them as they walked, never trusting anyone but Isabella to be alone with her Bonded Mate without her watchful gaze. L’tian and Dysea had come a long way from that day on Martin’s ship over a year ago. In L’tian, Dysea had found a voice of reason and great intelligence, and a man she trusted completely, and who would also give her straight forward answers to any of her questions. Alocgeid had taken some time to get used to Dysea’s easy going and benevolent persona, and at the way she could, at the flip of a switch inside her, become the wolf that Martin Leonidas had turned her into with his bite. A day that Dysea would cherish until she died.


“…So what have we learned about this secret elf society since I last spoke with you gentlemen?” Dysea asked. “And you both should know by now to hold nothing back from me.”


Dysea wore a simple white jumpsuit that caused her platinum colored hair to stand out even more. Her skin was deeply tanned; her emerald green eyes the talk of many young male elves in the cafés and markets around the palace. She and Isabella were the tallest of Martin’s Queens, both of them standing close to five foot eight, with Bella being just slightly over that height. The jumpsuit also did little to hide the shapely and muscular figure Dysea had. She had long legs, slim and firm, an incredibly shaped ass, a slim waist, and high full breasts. She was not afraid to wear clothes that highlighted her figure, and even now many of the younger elf females were discarding their own centuries old inhibitions and dressing more like the elves that lived on Earth.


“It is still mainly rumors My Queen.” Alocgeid spoke.


“You seemed concerned because of the significance of these scrolls Alocgeid. And you would not have brought it to my attention or requested my presence unless you thought it was important.” Dysea spoke looking at him. “Bella tends to agree with you in that, why steal ancient scrolls unless they were to be used for something? What was on these scrolls?”


“They were ancient incantations used by our people thousands of years ago.” L’tian answered. “They are said to be able to raise the dead.”


Dysea looked at him. “Raise the dead?” She asked. “You are joking aren’t you?” 

L’tian smiled. “No one believed them to be useful, but they were part of the ancient texts, so they were committed into the temple with the other scrolls.”


“And none of the other scrolls were taken?” Dysea asked.


Alocgeid shook his head. “Just those three.” He answered. “That is what concerns me. Whoever initiated the crime did so for a reason, and that was to build on these rumors of a secret society that claims to be founded from the First Elfin King.”


Dysea looked at him. “The first Elfin King?”


Alocgeid nodded. “It is only a myth really. The first Elfin King, Artre, was said to have led our people to a utopia of sorts. No war… no poverty… some people even believe he took them to immortal life on a far away planet. This pilgrimage event supposedly took place dozens of millennia ago.” 


“I thought our people have always lived on Elear.” Dysea said. “The only other place that elves truly call home is Earth. At least that is what I was led to believe.”

L’tian nodded. “We have always lived on Elear… all of our scrolls and texts tell us this, but there are some who believe this First Elfin King left this world in search of something better. It is all rumor and legend, nothing substantial in the least Dysea. Yet there are those who believe this, primarily a small holy order that denies taking the scrolls and lives in the southern region.”

“Have they been questioned?” Dysea asked.


L’tian nodded. “As I said, they deny taking the scrolls, but one of the villages that has many of their followers is within a hundred kilometers of the temple, and they do have their own militia so to speak.”


“Militia?” Dysea asked.


“They have soldiers among their number.” Alocgeid spoke now. “And those soldiers have trained others.”


“The temple was on the northern continent, and this order is in the southern region?” Dysea spoke. “How large is this Order?” She asked finally.


“At last count several hundred strong.” L’tian replied. “Up until now… we have never felt the need to bring any type of scrutiny on them. They have always been peaceful, and have never tried to force their views on others.”


“They have started this now?” Dysea asked as she stopped walking and looked at them. “Have they started this now?” She demanded again.


L’tian nodded. “In a manner of speaking.”


“L’tian what exactly does in a manner of speaking mean?” Dysea snapped. “Either they have or they have not. Which is it?”


“There have been three confrontations in the past year at gatherings in Wainn. It is the largest city in the south and many of our old customs are still practiced in some of the outlying villages.” Alocgeid answered. “The followers of this Order have made accusations… comments in regards to you and your relationship with Isabella and also the type of government the King presides over.”


“Type of government?” Dysea said. “It is the same government that has been in place for three thousand years, and they are just now starting to complain about it? As for my relationship with Bella, that will not change in the least no matter what some religious group thinks or says.”


“The members of this order supposedly preach peace and unity.” L’tian spoke. “The three confrontations ended up with fourteen injured elves, none of them from this Order. All the civilian men and women, who were at the gatherings, were there only to worship in their own way. As you know we do not have an established religion. When they refused to listen to the representatives of this Order they were beaten.”


“So what you basically are telling me is we have a cult group in the south that is starting to make waves about their so-called religion.” Dysea said.


Alocgeid nodded. “It would appear so… but the theft of the scrolls is somewhat more troubling since it indicates a wider network. Something this order is not supposed to have.”


Realization hit Dysea then. “You believe an outside influence is injecting itself onto Elear?”


“I believe there is an outside chance.” Alocgeid answered. “That is why L’tian and I have maintained that it is some sort of conspiracy or secret society. It tells the truth but also leaves open all of our options.”


“Why didn’t you bring this to Nauta Melme’s attention?” Dysea asked sternly, looking first to Alocgeid and then to L’tian. “Either of you?”

“Bring what to his attention my Queen?” Alocgeid asked. “We have nothing to present to him but rumor and innuendo as you yourself have said.”


L’tian chuckled now. “And as For’mya and you have stated in the past, King Leonidas has a tendency to be rather over protective at times, especially to those people and things he cares a great deal for. You are Queen of the Elves, and we decided it was better if we brought this to you first. You and Isabella have a way of keeping the King reigned in so to speak.”


Dysea smiled at his words and nodded her head in agreement. “I see your point in regards to that.” She said. “But you must know that I will tell Nauta Melme everything you have told me.”


Alocgeid nodded. “Oh we know that Milady.” He said. “You however can keep him from coming here with a division of Spartans and destroying this so-called religious order before we are able to learn anything. He is still learning the intricacies of politics my Queen, and more often than not, he will react with his instinct before anything else.”


Dysea smiled. “This is true.” She said. “Very well. Bella is finishing up purchasing what we need and then we will go to the temple first. It has been closed since the theft correct?”


“Yes.”


Dysea nodded. “From there we will go to Wainn and see if we can determine what is happening.”


Alocgeid nodded. “L’tian and I will make the proper arrangements for a visit by the Queens so it does not look out of place.”


“Iriral and I are going to visit Arzoal this afternoon and I will contact Nauta Melme tonight.” Dysea spoke. “In the meantime whatever information you are able to gather on any member of this order, get it and have it delivered here before day’s end.”


“We’ll get it to you by mid-day my Queen.” L’tian spoke.


Dysea nodded to them as they bowed and headed for the path that would take them out of the palace grounds. She waited for a moment and then looked up to see Iriral’s light gray scales block out the sunlight for an instant until she landed lightly beside her despite her enormous size.


What do you think?


I think a conversation with the Elder Mother is better than sitting here. Iriral spoke in reply. 
With respects to the High Minister and Ambassador L’tian, she has had more experience in dealing with situations like this having lived on Enurrua for so long.

Dysea nodded thoughtfully. I agree. We should take Miai with us since Lexi is with Bella.


Iriral nodded. Her memory skills are fascinating Dysea.


Dysea nodded as she stepped up to her and vaulted into the saddle easily. Her Nehtes was her only weapon aside from her Shi Viska. When it came to unarmed combat skill, Dysea was widely considered second to only Martin and Aricia now. Aricia had improved to the point of being able to hold her own against Martin longer than anyone, and that was due to the deepness of the bond she now shared with him. Dysea and Anja were not far behind them, and Isabella was considered in a class all her own because of her vampire blood and being able to blend all of those skills together so fluidly. She had trained Dysea as much as she was able, but being vampire allowed Bella to blend into the shadows like a phantom and simply disappear. That combined with her speed and natural vampire strength made her an opponent that most did not want to test.

Dysea turned to yell for Miai and stopped when she saw the young Lycavorian aide waiting by the wide double doors. Her strawberry blond hair had grown in the last year, and she looked far wiser than when she had discovered the man she was sleeping with was actually a clone and an agent for the Coven. Dysea had taken her on as the primary aide for both her and Isabella and the young girl was a godsend. Her photographic memory alone was unequaled, as were her organizational skills. She was a beautiful young woman, with the type of full bodied curves that would turn the heads of any male Spartan, but since that day a year ago, Miai had shown no interest in having another relationship, especially not with a man. Four had shown an interest in her while she finished her studies at the University, three of which Gorgo had quickly sent packing, as she too had taken the young girl under her protective wing. The fourth had been more persistent, and it had taken a late night visit by Isabella to convince him that Miai was not interested in him at the time and he should look in other directions. He had wisely taken the advice. It wasn’t wise to disregard advice from Isabella, especially when she was now a Queen. 


“You have your pad Miai?” Dysea called.


“I always have my pad Milady.” She called back.


Dysea smiled. “Then come.”


Miai darted over to where Iriral waited and climbed into the saddle in front of Dysea with no fear. She had flown on Iriral before, and she thought it was the most exciting thing she had ever done before.


“Iriral! Go!” Dysea barked out and with a powerful lunge of her hind legs Iriral reached into Elear’s cloudless blue sky. Bella?


Yes ussta She-Elf? Isabella answered immediately.


We are going to speak with Arzoal Bella. I will fill you in on what we discussed when we return. I will see you back at the palace for dinner Nya Féa. Dysea Mindvoiced to her. (My Soul)

We will be a few more hours, but I look forward to tonight. Isabella answered.


Of course you do Bella. You are desert!


Of course you do Bella. You are desert!

Isabella looked towards the palace with a smile and her vampire eyes could just make out Iriral taking flight. Isabella felt warmth spread through her at Dysea’s words, and the almost musical tone of her voice sent shivers rippling through her. And once more Isabella could not help but look back on the life she now had, compared to a year ago. Dysea was the strongest and most compassionate woman Isabella had ever met. In some ways Dysea reminded her of her own mother. She could be the most compassionate individual you ever encountered, but cross her once and she would rip out your heart. 
Once Isabella surrendered to the desire of wanting Dysea in her bed, she thought for sure the she-elf would not be up to the task, but Dysea had surprised her time and again. Not only did her blood taste sweeter than any she had ever tasted, Dysea could make Isabella squirm in unabashed delight just by using her fingers. And when her lips and tongue descended to her flesh, Isabella knew then what rapture felt like. How many times had Dysea left her shivering in post orgasmic bliss? The times were too numerous to count, and Isabella had found herself craving a taste for not only Dysea’s blood, but her passion as well, as sweet and inviting as it was. The pleasure they had shared was unequaled in Isabella’s eyes; all the relationships she had had before Dysea were now nothing but very distant memories. Dysea had explored every centimeter of her body with exquisite detail, and Isabella had happily done the same in return. Dysea was the only woman to have shared her bed up until a week ago, and while that night with Anja and Aricia had been glorious, especially the length of Anja’s incredible tongue, Dysea was still the only one who could stir the emotions within her that she did.
Isabella now looked forward to the night she knew was coming. The night where she would willingly wrap her arms around Martin Leonidas and give herself to him completely. The night where she would truly and completely become part of a family.
Isabella’s eyes dropped back to the street when she sensed it.

The days on Elear were cloudless and bright for the most part, and during the summer months, as it was now, the heat could sometimes grow unbearable. Many of its citizens had taken to wearing long thin cloaks and cowls to hide from the sun while they went about their business in the markets. Isabella and Lexi were no different, and both wore the long tan cloaks. Isabella’s hood was up over her black hair, hiding her face. She was well known now among the elves of Elear, known as the Queen’s lover and dearest friend and confidant. Dysea made no attempt to hide her feelings for Isabella, even within the many markets, always holding her hand and pressing close to her to share a kiss of affection. Isabella hadn’t been comfortable at first with these displays of affection, but now she relished them.

Isabella swept her eyes over the crowds without moving her head, all of her combat senses triggering at the same time. She was being watched by unfriendly eyes. Being the well trained Spartan that she was, Lexi detected the tiniest change in Isabella’s heart, and she turned slowly, making a show of looking at the long blankets she held in her arms. She didn’t even look at Isabella, passing her eyes over her as if she was looking at something else, but that fraction of a moment told her all she needed to know.
“Bella.” Lexi spoke softly so that only Isabella could hear her as she turned and made a show of holding out the blankets to Isabella.

“We are being watched.” Isabella answered just as softly as she began lifting the edges of the blankets and inspecting them. “They are not friendly, and I believe them to be mercenaries of some sort.”

Lexi kept her face neutral and nodded as if Isabella asked her something. “Numbers?”

“At least two, but there could be a vampire or two wrapped in the shadows directing them.” Bella answered. “Are you trained enough to detect the beats of odd hearts Lexi?”

“Only within a few meters.” Lexi answered. “Once I became Dysea’s Captain, I did not pursue the training further. I will correct that when we return to Apo Prime.”

Bella nodded. “I believe I will join you, for my skills in detection have diminished as well it seems. I should have detected them the moment they entered the square, but I did not, which means they are either very old or very well trained, or both.”

“Should I activate the beacon?” Lexi asked. “You and I can take two mercenary scums Bella.”

“You and I can yes, but I am more concerned for the innocents that may be hurt.” Isabella spoke. “And if there are vampires wrapped in the shadows, they might intervene.”

Lexi flipped one of the blankets over to inspect the back side. “I truly hate that skill your people have.” She spoke.

Isabella looked at her and couldn’t help the slight lifting of the corner of her lips at the humor Lexi was trying to impose. It only served to show her just how accepted she truly was. “We should begin to move to the edge of the market. Less innocents if we need to engage in a fight.”
“Do we call Dysea?” Lexi asked.

“She is on her way to see Arzoal.” Isabella answered. Her eyes narrowed and she nodded. “The two I sense do indeed intend to attack. We should move quickly, and once near the edge of the market the elf security will know how to handle any that may try to intercede on their friend’s behalf. I am going to wrap myself in the shadows and see if I can detect any others. I will meet you in the market square Lexi. Stop for nothing and remember; if there are purebloods in the market and they attack, they will be faster than you. Use you reflexes and power to fight them.”

Lexi nodded. “Ready?”

Isabella nodded. “Indeed!”

Lexi broke away from Isabella in a heartbeat, and moved with wolf quickness through the crowd. Isabella spun away from her at the same time, wrapping the shadows of the stand they were next to around her like a blanket, and effectively disappearing from sight. It was a skill all vampires had, and the older and more powerful they were, the better this skill was. It was almost as if they could bend the light within the shadows to hide their bodies and make themselves appear like nothing more than wisps of black smoke. It was easy to manipulate the vision of most races with quick movements and slight of hand, and though many had tried this skill, only vampires could actually make it work to perfection. Isabella was nearly two thousand years old, and of all her skills, this is the one she had used more than any other. As she stood against the wall of the stand, the woman proprietor suddenly wondering where her customers were, Isabella let her cobalt blue eyes scan the area around where she was.
The shadows were plentiful, considering the number of market stands and the small distances between them, and Isabella detected the three vampires almost immediately due to the white veins against their black bodies. They were standing between two stands across the large courtyard. The youngish looking vampire standing between the two older ones who were obviously assassins. None of them were close to her age or skill or they would have detected her by now, and Isabella simply watched them for a moment. The two older assassins were stoic and very professional, the younger man between them looking confident yet still a little frightened. She watched as they began to move to follow their hired thugs, and Isabella decided it was time to join Lexi. She had the information she needed now, and she needed to help Lexi in case these three decided to attack as well. Keeping the shadows wrapped around her, Isabella blurred in motion to follow Lexi.


Lexi reached the edge of the market center and slowed to a sedate walk as the crowds had thinned considerably. She casually dropped her hand down and removed her Nehtes from her thigh and slowed even more as she saw the two hunters who had followed her slow as well. She had never seen their species before, but they moved confidently and with practiced ease, and they were heading right for her.


“Kochab Bounty Hunters.” Bella’s voice echoed from behind her. Lexi didn’t turn as Isabella appeared next to her. She had gotten over the shock and surprise at her speed and ability to appear from anywhere long ago. She had however on many occasions thanked the gods of Sparta that Isabella was on their side. “There are three vampires following us as well, but I don’t believe they will expose themselves. They have wrapped the shadows around them tightly. They are going to see if these Bounty Hunters can match us.”


Lexi nodded as her dark blue eyes followed the two lizard looking men. At least she thought they were men. “Anything I should know about these two? I’ve never seen their kind before.”


Isabella stood next to her, casually sliding her dual knives out of her sleeves and into her palms. “They are anatomically like humans. They have two hearts however, and if you use a chest thrust, make sure you hit them twice. They are fast, but not as fast as you or I. Martin Leonidas has showed you how to use your ability to shift as a tool of attack?”


Lexi nodded. “He showed all of us, to include Mjolnir’s Hand.” Lexi replied. It was a skill that Martin had developed and was now being implemented throughout training across the Union. They would use their ability to shift as a speed increaser, leaping at an enemy in wolf form, and shifting just before they struck, using a small knife imbedded in the Shi Viska harnesses. 


“I will take the one on the right. The one on the left I will leave to you.” Isabella spoke. “I have already signaled Elfin Security and they have deployed, but these two we must take down. Just beneath their jaw line is the thinnest portion of their skin Lexi. Aim there. Do not let them fire their weapons Lexi, as they are scatter weapons and will injure many innocent civilians.”


Lexi nodded slowly as she replaced her Nehtes in the thigh holster. “I’m ready.”


“Now!” Isabella barked and she blurred in motion.

The Kochab Bounty Hunters were skilled and well trained, but neither of them had gone up against a vampire of Isabella’s age and skill. As their weapons came up in defense, Isabella’s form flashed past the Kochab Hunter on the right. There was a glint of metal and a gurgling sound and then a fountain of purplish blood erupted from the Bounty Hunter’s throat as his hands dropped his rifle and reached for the gaping wound in his thick neck that began just below his jaw.


The second Bounty Hunter saw the flash of yellow/gold light as Lexi shifted to wolf form and leaped at him. His fanged grinned announced victory as he tracked her with his weapon, until three seconds later another yellow/gold flash announced her returning to human form, her left arm already completing the lethal swipe. The Bounty Hunter felt a moment of searing pain and then his blood began spitting from the now gaping wound in his neck.


Lexi and Isabella stepped together back to back, her Shi Viska now flaring into life, and her hand bringing the extended Nehtes up in a defensive posture as the screams of frightened civilians running for cover spread across the market. Isabella held her twin knives, one blade folded back against her forearm and crossing her chest, the other extended out and down low to her hip.


“Nicely done!” Isabella spoke quickly. “Excellent form!”


“The loose dirt threw me off at the last second.” Lexi replied, her eyes sweeping the area around them. “Can you detect them?”


“No.” Isabella answered. “It was a test. My test.”

“What… what do you mean?” Lexi asked.


“They are hunting me.” Isabella answered calmly as the elfin security troops began arriving in the square. “Someone within the High Coven has issued a Kill Order on me. And if they are hunting me, it stands to reason they will be hunting Dysea. And that makes me very angry.”


“A Kill Order?” Lexi spoke. “That doesn’t sound like a good thing.”


Isabella lowered her knives as she looked around one last time. “If they were here they are gone now.” She spoke turning to look at Lexi. “Contact the Admiral on NORMYA’S LIGHT Lexi. I want extra security on the palace and Ambassador L’tian as well as the High Elf Minister.”


“That’s it?” Lexi asked. “They tried to take us in broad daylight Bella?”


Isabella nodded. “Yes I know. I also know that once word of this attack gets out, Elf security will become very tight around everything. Mention nothing of vampires Lexi. That is something we need to discuss with Dysea and Martin first. Let us just say this is a random attack for now.”


Lexi looked at her. “Do we cancel our mission?”


Isabella shook her head. “On the contrary… if I know Dysea and Martin… this attack will only make them want to continue it more. They hit us for a reason… and we need to find out why. Have Marci join us for dinner tonight as well.”


Lexi smiled knowing why Isabella wanted that. She had trained with the vampire female for three months now, and in Lexi’s eyes, she was even deadlier than Isabella.

EARTH
NEW MIAMI

Isra looked at the tall Drow General and could not help but be impressed. The sight of him and Aelnala descending out of the sky only moments before had not startled her in the least, even as the blond Spartan standing next to her had backpedaled quickly. Isra found himself liking her before she even began speaking and he motioned to Aelnala to look around the area as he moved up next to her.


“General Lynwe… it is a distinct honor.” Isra spoke holding out his hand.


Lynwe smiled and gripped the offered handshake. “I must say the same.” She replied, her amber eyes going to where Aelnala was moving slowly along the sand in the surf. “I… never in my wildest dreams did I ever expect to see a real dragon.”


Isra laughed lightly. “We get that quite a bit.” He said.


Tell her I am honored to meet her Isra. Aelnala spoke looking up and settling her eyes on Lynwe.


“Her name is Aelnala… and she says she is honored to meet you.” Isra spoke. “Your exploits during the Battle for Earth are well known. Your holding actions against the High Coven were… well according to King Leonidas, and using his words, your actions saved his ass.”


Lynwe smiled and bowed her head slightly. “There were many others involved in that action, but without him, Earth would not be free.” Lynwe turned and looked at the two covered bodies in the sand. “We left them as they were discovered.”

Isra nodded and looked at the bodies. “Two males?”


Lynwe nodded and looked at Layna. “Layna has the details.”


Isra watched the young female Spartan step forward and bow her head. “It is an honor to meet a Section Leader of Mjolnir’s Hand Commander.” She spoke still somewhat in awe of this violet eyed Spartan who flew on a dragon.


Isra nodded. “I am still a Spartan like you Layna.” He spoke. “No more, no less. I just happen to ride a dragon. We are of the same rank as well, so my name is Isra please.”


Layna glanced at Lynwe quickly and saw her amber eyes twinkle, and then she smiled and held out the pad to Isra. “The wounds are identical to the first two victims. Precise thrusts through their chests, cleaving the heart and lungs. The words were carved into their flesh after they bled out.”


“No blood?” Isra asked taking the pad.


Lynwe shook her head. “It appears they are being killed elsewhere and then dumped here.”

“Has anyone reported them missing?” Isra asked.


“All of them are single.” Lynwe spoke. “The census records for New Miami are still being complied, and some are not rushing to be registered. Layna and I have been here for two days and two nights now, and it appears there are many who survived the attacks that are not at all unhappy that Tarifa is being singled out.”


Isra looked at her. “How did they find out Tarifa was involved?”


“The bodies are discovered by civilians walking the beach Isra.” Layna spoke. “They have the opportunity to see the phrases before security elements arrive.”


“Who has found the bodies?”


“A couple found the first body.” Lynwe answered. “A fisherman found the second, and then this morning these bodies were found by someone out running their dog on the beach.”


“Elves or human?” Isra asked.


Lynwe met his eyes. “All of them were human.” She answered slowly.


“What is the ratio of human to elf in this area?” Isra asked.


“Before Tarifa destroyed most of the city, it was almost all human. The only elves here were slaves.” Lynwe replied. “Now it is equally elf and human.”


Isra nodded. “I am no true investigator… but that seems to be rather convenient don’t you think? All the victims are elves, and they were all found by humans.”

“Couldn’t it just as easily be the work of elves?” Layna asked. “Playing devil’s advocate for a moment… family and friends of those who lost their lives here when Tarifa did attack.”


Lynwe nodded. “That is very possible too.” She spoke not taking offense in the least. “Records before the Battle for Earth will be spotty at best in regards to slaves they may have been in the city. We can trace some through their surnames… but to discover who exactly was here before…” She shook her head. “That would be impossible. I know from personal experience the Coven did not keep very good records on slaves within the cities. It is why Selene’s father and mother were so successful in…” Lynwe stopped talking, her amber eyes growing a little wider. “Of course!”


Layna looked at her. “General… what is it?”


“Selene’s parents, her father in particular. They kept meticulous records of requests for assistance in regards to escaping elves. They very well could have a list of hundreds of names of elves that were here in the city.”


Isra nodded. “See if you can obtain such a list.” Isra said. “Whoever the killer is… they are dumping the bodies here on the beach of New Miami to make a statement in regards to that attack. So let’s take that option away from them. Contact Eden City and Sparta and have them deploy enough Spartans to cover the entire beach front twenty kilometers north and twenty kilometers south of New Miami. These two came ashore without the bites of these jellyfish correct?”

Lynwe nodded. “They had to have been dumped into the ocean further north and then they washed ashore when the tide came in.”


“Perhaps they decided to begin dumping the bodies further from their lair.” Isra spoke. “This place you wanted to visit… you said it was an old vampire school?”


Lynwe nodded. “The King destroyed it with a clean suitcase nuclear weapon. I have had two flyovers done, and they detected heat signatures, but no signs of movement. It is also less than fifty miles from where the first two bodies were dumped, and they had to have known the currents for the area to know the bodies would have come ashore where they did.”


“When my ship returns we will take it to this place.” Isra spoke. “We should…”


Isra? Aelnala’s voice interrupted him and he turned to look at where she was looking closely at the sand twenty meters away. 


What is it?


Isra… look at this.


Isra handed the pad back to Layna and moved toward Aelnala without hesitation. Her voice in his head held surprise and suspicion, two things he had never heard from her in such a way. What is it Aelnala? What’s wrong?


Here Isra. What do you see?


Sand.


Beneath the sand my Dragon Brother.


Isra looked at where her snout was and he bent over close to her head, reaching into the sand. He felt something scaly and soft just under the surface and wrapped his fingers around it, pulling it up from the under the sand as Lynwe and Layna squatted next to him. They watched as his violet eyes looked at the hooked object and then turn to look at his dragon. 

Is this what I think it is? He asked.


Aelnala nodded her large head slowly. It is.

“Commander… what are we looking at?” Lynwe asked as her amber eyes gazed at the scaly hooked object between his fingers.


Isra turned to her. “What we are looking at has just altered the very essence of this investigation.” He answered. “This is the molted skin of a dragon’s talon Lynwe.”


A Firespitter it looks like. Aelnala spoke. Roughly the same size as me, if the molt shed is any indication. A female by the scent and thickness of the talon. A very old female, well… old in relation to me.

How old?


Aelnala blinked her honey colored eyes. I’d say over three thousand years old at least, but it’s hard to tell because of the decay of the shed.

Isra looked back at the molt in his hand, turning it over in his fingers. “How would the molted skin of a female Firespitter get to Earth?” He asked out loud.


“Are you saying… are you saying that a member of Mjolnir’s Hand is killing these people?” Layna asked stunned.

Isra shook his head. “That’s not possible. These murders began before King Leonidas ever released us to leave Apo Prime. No… this is something else. And we don’t know if there is a rider associated with this dragon. I must run some tests when my ship returns to be more certain. And then I must talk to the King.” Isra tapped the built in COM on his armor. “Lochi Commander Pretus?”

“I am here Commander Isra!” The male voice replied.

“Are you standing by at the airfield?” Isra asked.

“We are sir. Your ship is landing now.”

“The moment my ship lands, you will divide your Lochi and have a Demi-phyle board her and have the Demiphylarch tell Commander Lohana to return to my location with everyone aboard without delay. Is that understood?”

“Clearly sir.”

EDEN CITY

Lohana powered down the engines of her DT, and removed her helmet, setting it on the console. She reached over to a different console while turning her head to look back as Tareif got to his feet.


“My only intent was to protect my daughter!” He snapped.


Tarifa turned her sapphire eyes on him. The trip to Eden City had been quiet, neither Tarifa nor Aihola speaking with Tareif after his actions. Lohana knew Tarifa and Aihola were Mindvoicing back and forth as they had the same stony faces as Isra and Aelnala when they Mindvoiced.


“You had no right Papa!” Tarifa spoke, not getting out of her chair.


“I had every right!” Tareif barked. “What do you see in this man Tarifa? Aihola… he is nothing like Dekton.”


Aihola looked at him, her own eyes unhappy. “No he is not like Dekton.” Aihola spoke. “And that is why we are so drawn to him.”


“He forced himself on you Tarifa!” He snapped. “He… for all intents he raped you!”


Tarifa leaped to her feet, her beautiful face now drawn back in a snarl as her eyes changed and her wolf fangs burst forth as she faced her father. “Isra saved my life!” She screamed at him. “He did not rape me… he did not force me! I… if anything I forced him to take me!”


Tareif’s eyes went wide and he looked at her. “You expect me to believe that? Why are you protecting him?”


“Isra does not need protecting father!” Tarifa snapped. “Least of all from you! If he had not made me his mate I would be dead! Dead do you hear me! He gave me his clothes to wear! And he slept in another’s quarters until the last night on that ship when I gave myself to him. Dekton was dead Papa! He was never coming back! Dekton made me a full wolf papa, with the needs and desires of any female wolf! Isra… Isra is the most powerful Alpha male that I have ever met next to Martin. He drew me to him like a magnet! I gave myself to him because I wanted too! Because I wanted him just as much as he wanted me! And it was glorious! He left us on Enurrua because he knew Nya Istel and I still struggled with our feelings over Dekton. We returned here after Martin told us the truth. We buried Dekton finally once and for all as our mate. We started our lives again. Isra is who we want! He is who we have always wanted, and if you have destroyed that for us I will never speak to you again! Ever!”

Aihola got to her feet slowly and came up beside Tarifa. “Nor will I. It is our decision to make Tareif, not yours. We loved Dekton too… but we have buried him and moved on. You have not. Do not force us to feel as you do, because you will only hurt yourself. Isra is our future. We have left the past behind… and we want our future to include Isra. We need our future to include him. I can only hope we can fix what you have so callously torn asunder in your misguided actions.”


Tareif stood there wide eyed and opened his mouth to speak when they heard the side hatch of the DT and not the ramp open. They watched as seven fully armed Spartans piled quickly into the ship, one of them making directly for the cockpit.

The helmeted Spartan ignored Tareif and looked directly at Lohana. “We are to return immediately to Commander Isra’s location.” He spoke.


“What?” Tareif bellowed.


The COM panel on Lohana’s console began to chime and she reached over quickly. “Go ahead Commander.” She spoke.


“Lohana has the Demiphylarch reported to you?” Isra’s voice filled the intercom.

“He’s here now!” She answered. “What is wrong?”


“The situation has changed.” Isra spoke. “Return to my location with Tarifa and Aihola immediately.”


Lohana nodded. “We’ll be airborne in twenty seconds.”


“We will not!” Tareif bellowed. “I will not allow this! You will not take my daughter from me again! We are getting off this ship right now!”


“Demiphylarch!” Isra snapped.


“Commander!”


“If War Master Tareif so much as makes a step toward removing Tarifa and Aihola from that ship, you will personally shoot him in the chest!” Isra barked. “Is that understood?”


Tareif froze when he felt the barrel of the P190 press against his chest. “Perfectly sir!”


Tarifa and Aihola were shocked into silence, and they watched for a moment as Lohana returned to her seat and began the pre-flight sequence. 

“Isra?” Tarifa stammered finally. “Isra… what is going on? Why are you doing this?”

“This is kidnapping!” Tareif roared.

“I will explain when you return here.” Isra’s voice told them. “For now… let Lohana fly the ship please. I must contact the King.”

Tarifa and Aihola returned quickly to their chairs and began to buckle into the seats.

