CHAPTER EIGHT
MJOLNIR’S HAND

“A Firespitter? Are you sure Isra?” Martin asked from the chair in his large office off the bridge of MJOLNIR’S HAND.

The stars filled the large view window, the desk against the wall with two couches across from it. The small credenza was pushed up against the opposite wall with several holoimages of Androcles and Aricia, as well as Anja, Dysea and Isabella resting on top of it. The wall was adorned with framed still pictures of Torma and Isheeni, as well as Arzoal and two photos of their island palace on Apo Prime. Martin had left the decorating to Aricia and his other Queens, having no desire to attempt something with which he had no taste.


Martin walked around the large, life sized holoimage of Isra and went to the dispenser where he entered the code for a large mug of coffee.


“Aelnala is certain sire.” Isra replied. “Judging by the molt of skin, she estimates the age at nearly three thousand years, and a size roughly as large, perhaps larger than her. Now that Lohana has returned with our DT, I’m having her run additional tests, but I trust Aelnala completely.”


Martin nodded. “As do I.” He answered. “And you believe this Spartan is riding the dragon?”


“It would explain why there have not been any indications of the killer dropping the bodies.” Isra spoke. “I have reviewed the sensor logs for the entire eastern seaboard, specifically the southern portion, and there is no sign of any sort of water craft or aircraft approaching the areas we have determined where the first bodies were dropped. I am having the locations further north checked for the second two bodies, but I expect to find the same thing. We, as Bonded Pairs, do not show up on any type of sensor scan sire, you know this, especially if we are under psychic shielding as we are when we fly.”


“And it would explain how the bodies were dumped without detection.” Martin said with a nod of agreement.


Isra nodded as well. “Sire… I have to ask… is it… is it possible that it is a member of Mjolnir’s Hand?”


Martin shook his head immediately. “Impossible. I didn’t authorize any of them to leave Apo Prime for this entire past year while we were training. You and Andreus would have detected anyone who did not appear for training. Arzoal, The Oracle and I thoroughly vetted those chosen Isra, you know that.”

Isra nodded. “I know sire but I had to ask. That question will most certainly come up from others here on Earth.”


“We are sure there is a rider?” Martin asked.


“It is too much of a coincidence Milord. To discover this so close to where two of the bodies were discovered? Aelnala agrees with me on that. We are going to move down the beach in the morning and search the first two areas tomorrow, and then we are going to inspect the old vampire school you destroy.” Isra answered. 

“Tarifa and Aihola?” Martin asked.

Isra paused for a moment. “I will keep them with me Milord.” He answered finally. “Their home in Eden City is too exposed… and I… I feel better knowing they are closer to Aelnala and I, where we can protect them.”

“And this request you submitted early this morning? I received it from Deia an hour ago? What do I make of this?” Martin asked.

Isra looked up quickly. “You may ignore it sire. I will not leave my duty unfulfilled now. I may not be able to win their hearts back, but I will do what you sent me here to do. I am the only one… I am the only one they will listen too, as crazy as that sounds.”

Martin nodded with a smile. “Let it play out my brother.” Martin spoke. “I told you they were two of the most obstinate women I’ve ever met. And Tareif is a bear. He hits pretty hard for an elf doesn’t he?”

Isra smiled and rubbed his jaw line. “Yes… I’m finding that out.”

“You think there might be something worth investigating at this school? I thought the nuke destroyed all the structures?” Martin asked.

“It is possible. Over flights have detected heat signatures, and that is why we will search it tomorrow. There are some smaller structures that remain that were not near the epi-center of the blast you initiated. What I can’t determine about this dragon and its rider, is why come to the beach where the bodies would eventually land, once he had already dropped the bodies offshore for the currents and tide to take care of?” Isra said.
Martin leaned against the bulkhead of the ship, staring out at the stars. “One of two reasons.” He answered. “Either he is mocking us by being so bold, or he does not yet know you and Aelnala are on Earth.”

“Word has already spread to North America that we have arrived.” Isra spoke shaking his head.

“Yes… but had it gone out by the time the bodies were dropped last night?” Martin asked. “It would have had to spread by word of mouth, since the graduation ceremonies are not allowed to be recorded or transmitted. Have Jamerl check all outgoing transmissions from Sparta over the last two nights Isra. Record and review all of them. It’s a violation of privacy I know, but at this moment it is needed.”
Isra nodded. “I will inform him. Tarifa and Aihola will not like it.”

“Tough!” Martin snapped. “You tell them to contact me if they have a problem with that. And tell Lynwe to blanket Selene with security if she hasn’t already done so. I want triple the security on everyone of importance, to include anyone in Tarifa’s family. Hwia is the closest to family that Aihola has now, so cover her as well. Have Panos or Lander arrange it.”

Isra nodded. “I will arrange that first thing in the morning.” 

“We’ll be returning to Apo Prime by tomorrow mid day.” Martin spoke. “I will contact Arzoal and have her come to Apo Prime so that we can talk about this. Did you ever hear of your father or brothers ever getting a Firespitter egg off Enurrua?”

Isra shook his head. “Not that was mentioned openly sire. The eggs were more valuable than the bones I understand, and if they were able to obtain a Firespitter egg, they never told anyone. The other question… how did a Spartan come to be riding this dragon? And how did this dragon get to Earth. Only someone highly skilled with the Nehtes could inflict the damage we have seen on the elves. Commander Layna concurs with me on that, the strikes are too precise and exact to be an amateur. And you know well the level of Mindvoice ability required to bond with a dragon deeply enough to allow such interaction.”

Martin nodded. “I’ll have Vistr and Vengal begin searching through records of all Spartans who either failed their last trial or were expelled near the end of their training. That would at least explain the level of training required for the Nehtes.” Martin said. “Send me the names of the Spartans you have listed as potential suspects, but keep your surveillance very discrete. If they are bonded to a dragon, they will be able to detect anyone watching them if we are not careful.”

Isra nodded. “I have already pulled back the surveillance on those individuals to a wider area. Our agents will not be detected; I have used the Drow after conferring with Lynwe and Hwia. She is…” Isra shook his head trying to find the word. “I would not want this Lynwe for an enemy Milord.” He said finally.
Martin grinned. “Neither would I my friend, neither would I. You are learning quickly Isra, using the Drow in that manner.” He said. 

Isra smiled and he was silent for a moment before looking at his King in the transmission. “Martin… I…”

“Does your blood still burn for them Isra?” Martin asked him.

“Brighter now than it did a year ago Milord.” Isra answered without hesitation.

“You are a Lycavorian Alpha male Isra and if you let Tareif get in your way, I will kick your mida when I see you again, especially if you let him stand between you and them. Their blood still burns for you Isra, which I’m pretty sure you can smell, don’t let Tareif come between what all of you desire. I’ll beat you silly if you do, and that will be after Aricia, Anja and Dysea stomp on you for letting them get away.” Martin spoke. “Do you want me to speak with Tareif?”
Isra looked at him, his violet eyes sparkling even in the transmission, and he smiled. “No Milord… he is Tarifa’s father, and he has become a surrogate father to Aihola. I will do what I must to win over their father, as is our way, but I have decided right now to not let him stop me from finding out if I am what they want. I will contact you after we have searched the ruins of this school tomorrow.” He spoke.

“You and Aelnala stay alert for everything.” Martin spoke.

Isra nodded. “We will.”

Martin nodded as the transmission ended and he stood looking at the stars for a long moment before setting his coffee down and moving for the door. He was hungry and everyone was waiting in the forward lounge for him.


Sangria did not know what to make of everything so far, and the not knowing was driving her crazy more than anything else. She sat on the large comfortable couch and looked around the stateroom she was in. The Spartan Belen had escorted her here after leaving the medical center. Her ‘sister’ had definitely been thorough, subjecting her to a dozen different tests and giving her four injections. Sangria had endured it, allowing the injections because she knew they would do nothing to harm her if they wanted the information in her head. Anja had been correct in that Sangria had the ability to detect the level of healing power within Hadarians, and though she had run across a few in her travels in the Wild, Anja surpassed all of those few combined together.

Anja had tried to draw her into conversation several times, but each time Sangria had grown quiet and refused to be baited into talking. When the exam was finally over, Anja had looked disappointed and saddened, and as she left the center she had glanced back over her shoulder to see Anja settle at the desk and drop her head into her hands, almost in tears. Belen had led her to this stateroom and told her there were clothes that should fit her and he would return in an hour to collect her to go to the lounge and eat. Once in the room alone, Sangria had set about trying to detect any listening or recording devices set up, and after twenty minutes of searching and discovering none, she gave up. Twice she had opened the door to her stateroom to see one guard, and each time he had simply asked if she was ready to go to the lounge to eat. She had gone to the computer console in the room and found that it was not locked out, and the only information she could not access was in regards to weapons and defenses among other things of that nature. She quickly copied a schematic of the ship onto a black pad and tucked that into her sleeve after studying the lay out of the landing bays and where they were. If she could get her hands on one of those STRIKERs, she could go anywhere she wanted in the universe, or sell the ship on the black market for a fortune. The STRIKERs were one of the most closely guarded secrets within the Union, mainly because they were programmed to self destruct if their pilots were captured or killed. She had no doubts she could bypass that little system and steal one easily.


Something nagged at her though. Something in the pit of her stomach told her these men and women were not going to hurt her. They weren’t going to use her as everyone in her life had used her. Sangria had stopped trusting so many years ago, she no longer remembered what it felt like to trust someone else. And something told her that this Anja was her sister, and it screamed inside her chest for her to take that chance and discover if perhaps all of this was true. Could she leave behind the only life she had ever known, regardless of the pain it had caused her, and still caused her? Could she leave behind that…?

Pain.


Sangria lifted her right arm and looked at her hand. It didn’t shake anymore. She quickly rolled up the sleeve of her shirt and the ugly eight inch scar that had glared back at her for more years than she could remember, was now nothing more than a faint white line that almost disappeared against the tan of her skin. The Kochab Bounty Hunter, who had given her that scar for not letting him stick his lizard cock in her ass, was now dead, but his blade had cut deep, and damaged some nerves in her arm that caused her hand to vibrate ever so slightly. That vibration was gone now, and she made a fist with her fingers, feeling the strength that had returned with the repairing of the nerves. 

Anja had done this… ever so discretely… ever so normally, so casually in fact, that Sangria had not taken notice of it until now. The best doctors in the Wilds had told her she would always have that scar, and now it was all but gone, blending into the skin of her arm almost perfectly.

The chime from the door startled her and she jumped from the couch, reaching for where she normally wore her hand blaster. It was gone obviously, and this fact brought Sangria out of her moment of thoughtful reflection. They had taken her weapon, which meant they considered her a threat, which meant that she was still a prisoner no matter how they sugarcoated it.
She moved to the door and touched the panel, watching as it slid aside to reveal Belen. He was dressed in a new uniform, without the added body armor she noted, and she could now see even more of his muscular build. Yes… he was very pleasing to the eyes.

“I came to see if you would like to go to the lounge for dinner.” Belen spoke. “Everyone has gathered and I was told to tell say you would be welcome.”

“Everyone?” Sangria asked confused.

“The King. The Queens. Some of the officers and crew who are not on duty.” Belen nodded. “Everyone.”

“Wait… officers and crew?”

“You will find that King Leonidas does not stand for pompous displays of rank and power.” Belen said. “He may be King, but he eats the same food as we do, his stateroom is larger, but no more comfortably furnished than yours. MJOLNIR’S HAND is a warship after all. And when Queen Anja or Queen Dysea is with him and Queen Aricia, they always eat together.”

“He has more than one Queen?” Sangria asked shocked.

Belen nodded. “He has four Queens and the elf pilot who flew the STRIKER DT we were in, is his Bound Elf Concubine.”

“Wow… he must strut around like a big man then.” Sangria spoke thinking she was making a joke. Belen’s eyes showed nothing but confusion.

“A big man? I don’t understand.”

“He gets to have five women whenever he wants.” Sangria stated. “Isn’t that a little arrogant in the scheme of things?”

“You think the love he shares with them is arrogance?” Belen stated.

“Love?” Sangria laughed. “How do you love five different women? They must hate each other.”

Belen’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Your time in the Wilds has blinded you to many things Sangria.” He spoke.

“No… it’s just given me a hard dose of reality.” Sangria replied. “Something you people don’t seem to have much of around here.”

Belen stared at her for a long moment before holding out the holster to her. “The King asked that I return this to you.” He spoke seeing Sangria stare at the hand blaster with wide eyes. “Your old weapon’s power cell was nearly depleted, not to mention it was an ancient design. This is one of the newest hand weapons our Armorer has developed. It is called a K19 Pulse Laser. The King likes to name things. He says it keeps him from becoming confused.” He finished with a small smile.  

Sangria looked at him oddly. “I’m supposed to believe he’s letting me have a weapon?” She spoke.

“You will find everyone on this ship is armed in some fashion or the other.” Belen told her. “I have used one of these myself and they are quite efficient.”
“Why don’t you carry one then?” She asked.

Belen held up his left arm, his loose sleeve falling back to expose the bridle of the Shi Viska. “Why do I need too?”

Sangria took the weapon and looked at it briefly before buckling the holster around her waist and positioning the small hand weapon high on her hip where she usually wore her weapon. It fit snuggly in just the right spot and she drew it quickly, spinning it in her hand several times. She nodded in approval. “It’s weighted perfectly.” She said looking at Belen. “Your Armorer must be very good to get that by just looking at me.”

Belen smiled. “I said our Armorer developed them. He didn’t make any modifications to that weapon. I did.” He motioned down the corridor. “They are waiting in the forward lounge, or would you prefer to eat alone in your quarters. It is your choice but I am hungry so please make it quickly.”

“You won’t eat with me?” Sangria asked quickly before she could stop herself.

Belen looked at her stunned but that look went away quickly. “You are the Queen’s sister. That would not be appropriate, I’m sorry.”

Sangria bit back the reply she wanted to make. “Where is this lounge?”

“One deck up and forward.” Belen answered.

“And the landing bays from here?” She asked.

Belen’s eyes narrowed again but he answered. “Deck eighteen. Seven decks down and aft of us.”

Sangria smiled. “So what’s on the menu?” She asked stepping into the corridor.

ELEAR

DRAGON ISLAND

“So you have detected nothing unusual these past months?” Dysea asked.


She sat in the mammoth cavern that was now Arzoal’s home, her emerald eyes watching with a smile as dozens of dragon hatchlings attempted to fly in the training circles that older dragon trainers had them herded into. Dysea could just make out Iriral attempting to help as much as she could.


I’m sorry Dysea… but no. Arzoal’s voice replied and Dysea turned back to look at the largest dragon known to exist right now. 


Arzoal’s reddish scales were bright, her flame colored eyes alert and intelligent. She was over twenty thousand years old, but no one knew exactly her age except her. Only three knew what had finally returned the dragons to their home world of Elear, and only three knew the secret that must never be revealed. Dysea was not one of them, and truth be told, she had no desire to know. 


“Arzoal… you have far more years than I.” Dysea asked. “Is there anything that exists that could bring the dead back to life?”


The massive red scaled head tilted slightly and Arzoal lowered her bulk completely to the ground, inching her head closer to the elf Queen who was not only beautiful, but incredibly intelligent and intuitive. 

We have spoken many times over this last year Dysea. Arzoal said gently. Why do you choose now to not be direct?


Dysea looked into those flame colored eyes. “I do not wish to ask you questions that you can not give me the answers to Arzoal.”


That I can not answer, or that I may not answer. Arzoal spoke.


[Mindvoice Shielded] The answers I seek, I believe only you can provide. I hesitate to ask them because they delve into a realm that only you, Nauta Melme and Alocgeid have ever discussed. A realm that I do not know if I wish to be part of for many reasons.

[Mindvoice Shielded] So you have put together our secret have you?


Dysea shook her head. [Mindvoice Shielded] Not all of it no. There is a place inside his mind that not even Aricia can enter. It is guarded by shields I can not begin to describe. I have sensed this in Alocgeid as well, though his shields have been placed there, they are not natural as with you and Nauta Melme.


[Mindvoice Shielded] You are the most intuitive of his Queens Dysea of the Earth elves, and you are a fine Queen of our people.

Dysea looked at her, emerald green eyes going a little wider. [Mindvoice Shielded] Then what I suspect is true?


Arzoal nodded slowly. [Mindvoice Shielded] It is. You… Alocgeid… all the elves… no matter where they call home, you are all descended from my kind. From Dragons. It is why Martin knew to bring us home here.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I will never breathe a word of this to anyone Arzoal.


[Mindvoice Shielded] It will become common knowledge in the future, and I am no longer afraid for us. Martin has removed that fear I carried for so long. He removed it the day he came to Enurrua and freed my kind. When we grow too large for Elear… my kind will go out among the stars. They do not fear the future anymore, for they know they have a home to return too. That is what Martin Leonidas gave back to us. Our past. Arzoal leaned closer and brushed her snout against Dysea’s shoulder. Now ask me your questions Dysea.

[Mindvoice Shielded] There is a group in the Southern Region. A religious group. They are beginning to stir trouble among the places that our people go to worship. And there was a theft of Ancient Elfin Scrolls. Scrolls that supposedly detailed how to bring someone back from the dead.


Arzoal chuckled. [Mindvoice Shielded] We are as mystic as the elves Dysea, but even we know that is simply not possible. 


[Mindvoice Shielded] They say they are following the teachings of the first Elfin King. An Artre. Dysea saw Arzoal’s eyes go wide and her head drew back quickly. Arzoal what is wrong? 

[Mindvoice Shielded] The name. You are sure it was Artre?

Dysea nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Alocgeid sounded rather certain, why? Do you know this name?

Arzoal nodded her massive head slowly. [Mindvoice Shielded] First tell me what you have heard.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Alocgeid and L’tian told me that this first Elfin King supposedly led a group of elves to a utopia of sorts. Even to immortality. This group has never caused a problem before, so we do not know what else they may believe, mainly because no one has looked into their organization.

[Mindvoice Shielded] That is why you have returned to Elear?


Dysea nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Alocgeid and L’tian both thought it would be better if I came as opposed to Nauta Melme. He is not known for his forgiving manner when it comes to danger to those he loves and holds dear.


Arzoal nodded once more. [Mindvoice Shielded] And it is well known he holds my kind and the elves very close to his heart.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Yes he does. Dysea agreed.


[Mindvoice Shielded] You must tread carefully Dysea. You and Isabella both.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Who is this Artre Arzoal?


[Mindvoice Shielded] Legend has it that he was among the first who evolved into elf form. It happened on the far side of the planet from where I was, so I never saw any evidence for myself. Only whispered rumors and such. He is said to have had a following of several hundred who also evolved.

[Mindvoice Shielded] So it is true?


[Mindvoice Shielded] He was never a King Dysea my child. Even as a dragon he was evil incarnate. Cruel and abusive. Always seeking more than he could have. When it was revealed he had departed Elear with those who followed him, his name was expunged from our mind records. Only the Elders retained that knowledge. When I became an Elder it passed to me, just before those of us who were still dragon were chased from Elear and settled on Enurrua.

[Mindvoice Shielded] So you have no idea where he may have gone?


Arzoal shook her head. [Mindvoice Shielded] No… but he preached hate and violence. And if this group is formed from those who worship him, they must be dealt with quickly.


Dysea got to her feet slowly. [Mindvoice Shielded] May I contact you if I have any questions about what we might discover?


[Mindvoice Shielded] Child… you should know you need not ask that question. You and Isabella are powerful together Dysea. Your love for her dwarfs all but your love for the King. As does her love for you. Let that be your strength, but do not rely on it completely. When the time comes, and you will know when it does, reach out to your Nauta Melme. You are one of his Queens, and you should have no doubts about acting in his stead. 


Dysea smiled and nodded, reaching up to place her hand on Arzoal’s massive head. [Mindvoice Shielded] I will do just that. She replied.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Contact me if you need me Dysea. Do not hesitate.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I won’t… don’t worry.

Dysea smiled once more and turned to walk into the main cavern to call Iriral to her. Arzoal watched as Iriral landed and then Dysea and Miai climbed onto her back and leaped into the sky. Once they were gone form the cavern Arzoal turned to the smaller Heavyhorn.


Sorth fly to the other side of the island and ask Uldin and Palia to join me here for a meeting of the Elders. Arzoal spoke. 


The brown Heavyhorn was similar to an aide for Arzoal, now that she had obtained Senatorial rank within the Union. Do you suspect something Elder Mother? They will ask why.

Arzoal looked at him. Tell them it is possible the followers of Artre have returned to our world. They will know what I speak of and they will come.


Sorth nodded and moved for the cavern mouth, springing into the air quickly.

MJOLNIR’S HAND
PORTSIDE LANDING BAY


Sangria watched him from the shadows of the weapons crates as he walked casually along the rows of fighters, the massive black dragon beside him.

Watching them eat and laugh and interact had been something she would never forget. Belen had been right when he told her there was no pompous superiority within the lounge. There were an equal number of normal crewmen as there were officers, and they were all mixed together at the tables, easily talking and joking as they ate. The largest table was filled with people, Anja, Martin and the black Spartan among them. They did not discuss missions, or weapons or the trappings of power as Sangria had expected. They spoke of childhood mishaps and the laughter it brought forth was genuine and warm, especially when Danny spoke of growing up with Martin. He teased him mercilessly, and the whole while, Anja, the raven haired female Aricia and the elf female For’mya as she was called, hung on his every word.


Sangria stared at Anja through most of it, seeing the playfulness in her jade green eyes. Looking at her, you would never know that she was capable of changing into a wolf. Her laughter was genuine with a slight cackle when she laughed too hard. The clothes they wore were casual for the most part, and relatively revealing by Sangria’s standards. She could detect the edges of the tattoos that obviously adorned Martin’s body, the points of the flames poking out from under the collar of his shirt. The shirts worn by the other females, though different in style, did not shy from exposing the deep valleys between breasts. Yuriko the vampire female was even bolder, the shirt not even hiding her firm, muscular abdomen. 

Sangria had stolen glances at Belen through most of the night as well, and almost every time his dark eyes were on her in such a way that it made her tingle. Sangria knew interest when she saw it, and this young Spartan was very interested in her. Perhaps she could use that in the future, but then again she did not intend to be here any longer than necessary. He had escorted her back to her quarters after dinner, where Sangria had slipped into more comfortable clothes and stuffed some of the newer things they had given to her into a shoulder bag. She had studied the schematic for the ship extensively over the last two hours, and felt she could easily make her way to the landing bay and steal one of those ships. Using the air ventilation system, she had made her way down one deck without detection and then found a service lift that brought her to the proper deck. No one challenged her in the least, and Sangria couldn’t believe how lax the security was, or that she had made it this far.
She was halfway to the STRIKER when she saw him and the dragon walking towards her. He was dressed now only in loose fitting black pants and no shirt, and Sangria did a double take at the definition of his body. Every muscle stood out as if it had been carved from stone. The black flame tattoos covered his entire chest and back, wrapping up his shoulders and arms. She saw the bridle of the Shi Viska, but he didn’t wear anything else. Not even shoes on his feet against the cold deck of the landing bay. She ducked behind the crates as he grew closer, closing her eyes and trying to empty her mind so that he would not detect her.

This was a habit for them whenever they were out on the ship. Martin and Torma would walk, sometimes for hours, in great circles around the landing bay, talking of whatever came to their minds. Aricia and Isheeni would simply move to the huge domed observation pod that had been constructed for them on the deck above, which was where they were now with Anja and Miath. It was a way for them to deepen their bond and their friendship, the only difference from Apo Prime is that they had an entire island to walk and fly, where here they had to walk in circles.
This news from Isra is troubling sire. Torma spoke.

Martin nodded. I agree.
I have never heard of Chetak being able to steal a Firespitter egg, and nor has Isheeni. They managed to take several dozen Heavyhorn eggs over the years, but the Elder Mother was always extra careful about Firespitters and Hybrid eggs. Torma said his golden eyes looking down on Martin.

Even more troubling is if there is a rider. They would have had to learn everything instinctually as you and I did. As Aricia and Isheeni did. Martin said. That fact by itself speaks of great abilities.

Isra has not seen this dragon yet sire. Perhaps they haven’t been able to bond as deeply as we think. Torma spoke with humor in his voice, knowing his dragon mate could hear him. They never kept anything from each other, as Martin never kept anything from his Queens or For’mya. Firespitters are notoriously stubborn; all you have to do is look at Isheeni for proof of this. 

I heard that my mate! Isheeni’s playfully stern voice echoed within their heads and Martin chuckled. 

Perhaps. Martin said. I would prefer he did not have to do battle with some crazed Spartan and dragon pair on his first trip out however.

Beloved… you have said so yourself… Isra and Aelnala are the strongest Bonded Pair within Mjolnir’s Hand outside of the three of us and Dysea and Iriral. Aricia’s voice entered their thoughts.
Martin you’re concerned because we don’t know how this dragon got to Earth aren’t you? Anja spoke.

And we don’t know how long they have been there. Martin continued.

A female of that age would be easy for a male to scent out. Torma spoke. Since Aelnala is female I am unsure of how else Aelnala could track her. Isheeni?

I have only just begun to molt, but I have heard my mother speak of it. When it is done, our scales gleam with new life. And it does give off a unique scent that perhaps Isra could track if he was able to scent it. Isheeni spoke. 

I didn’t think we could track you that way? Martin asked.

Normally you couldn’t. Isheeni answered. Even with your people’s wondrous sense of smell our scent is not unique enough. Unless we are molting. When you are speaking with Isra again tell him to linger and see if he can detect a bitter scent in the wind or on the sand. That will be what he needs. Depending on what stage of the molt she is in, that will determine how strong the smell. Torma is correct though, he could track me across thousands of unknown kilometers just by my scent. Can we not send a male Bonded Pair Martin?
And a sweeter scent there is none. Torma spoke quickly.

Isheeni snorted within their connection. Pervert. She choked out as the soft laughter filled the connection they all shared.

Well we don’t have time to send a male pair to Earth, so Isra will have to make do. Martin spoke smiling. I’ll pass along your information Isheeni. We…

Martin and Torma both looked up and stopped walking.

Martin? Aricia called out, sensing his distraction.

I will walk with Torma back to the pens and then see you in our quarters. Martin told them quickly, shutting off the connection. He looked at Torma. Do you smell her?

Torma nodded. It is not hard, even for my nose.

Martin smiled. Go on… she will be no trouble. We will fly when we return to Apo Prime tomorrow.

Torma nodded and turned his huge body back to the pens at the end of the landing bay. Martin looked at the stacks of weapons crates and smiled before leaping into the air.


Sangria looked around the corner of the crate and saw the dragon lumbering quickly down the landing bay. She leaned out a little further to try and spot Martin.


“Looking for me?” Martin’s voice carried from above.


Sangria yelped in fear and surprise, scrambling away from the crates and bringing up the K19 Pulse Laser and leveling it at Martin who was squatting on the top crate.


“Stay away!” She barked.


Martin looked at her, holding out his hands. “Are you going to shoot me now?” He asked calmly. “Or just try and steal one of my ships? Which by the way, you would not be able to do.”


“Want to bet?” Sangria boasted as she kept the K19 leveled at him. 


Martin chuckled. “You remind me so much of your sister.” He said as he lowered himself into a sitting position on top of the crate.


“That… that woman is not my sister!” Sangria snarled out.


“No?” Martin asked. “So you don’t believe the mounds of evidence that say you are wrong? The DNA and blood comparisons she did this afternoon right in front of you? You don’t believe any of those things.”


“All of that can be faked!” Sangria barked. “I am not a fool!”

“Sivana… if all we wanted was what you have in your head… we’d already have it.” Martin spoke.


“My name is not Sivana!” She screamed her eyes darting to where several ground crewmen were running in their direction. “Tell them to stop!”


Martin held up his hand instantly and they stopped. “Your name is Sivana, not Sangria.” He said softly. “And you are a Princess of the Hadarian people! If all I cared about was the information you have, I would have taken it already and put you in a shuttle and launched you back into space.”


“I have stronger mental shields than you think mister big man King!” She barked.


Martin smiled. “Your overconfidence will be your undoing someday Sivana.” He spoke. She didn’t see him move, so fast was the short leap and take down. One millisecond he was on top of the crate, the next he had slapped the K19 out of her hand like a child and his thick arm was around her throat, dragging her down to the deck on her butt. She gasped for air… her nails digging into his skin to no avail. She watched him bring his right hand in front of her face and her sea green eyes bugged out of her head when she saw the glimmering psychic knife burst into view from his knuckles as he clenched his hand into a fist.


And he stopped.


Martin brought his lips close to her ear. “I could have taken what I wanted the moment you set foot on my ship.” He spoke in a low tone of voice, not angry and not friendly, but completely neutral. “And your feeble mental shields would not have saved you Sivana. I am not however, the monster I am made out to be by many. The woman we are looking for is my daughter Sivana. She is half vampire and half werewolf. A hybrid. Her mother is Yuri, Princess of the High Coven. She wants to kill her. I simply want my daughter back. You have the location of the last person who saw her, and that is what I want. I will not take that information from you Sivana, for I am not like the High Coven butchers. I would like you to give it too me freely. If you do not… you will be allowed to leave Apo Prime with a new ship and enough credits to find yourself a nice cozy place to hide for the rest of your life, because they will never stop hunting you. I will find my daughter; it just may take me longer than I had hoped.” Martin pushed her away from him, watching her scamper a meter away staring at him as she rubbed her throat. “Help me Sivana… help me and I promise you they will never hunt you again. You will finally be free of them and that life. Anja is your sister, no matter how much you try and deny it. I do not know the entire story of what happen that night, I don’t even know the entire story of my life, but she is your sister. She is also my mate and my Queen… and if you hurt her in any way, the pain you have felt in your life up until now will be a nubous picnic compared to what I will do to you. That is my deal Sivana. I will only offer it to you once.”


“You can’t stop the Overseers!” Sivana snapped, tears coming to her eyes. “They are everywhere! They’ll never remove the Bounty on my head! Never! No matter how many promises you make!”


Martin lifted his hand, showing her the psychic knife. “I can be very persuasive.” He said with a smile. “You have an opportunity right now Sivana. The only one I will offer to you. Discover the sister you did not know you had. Let her discover you. Take as long as you like. Just tell me what I want to know. Stay in the Union for as long as you like. Get a taste of the life you could have. If you decide that is not what you want, then I will strip a STRIKER AT of all its sensitive military equipment. I will leave the engines, weapons and shroud. I will give you enough Riyal to go anywhere you want and build your own life. And I promise you there will be no bounty on your head. All I ask is the location of whoever knows where my daughter is.” Martin tilted his head slightly as he caught the scent of sweet orchids in the wind. He looked at Sivana and willed the psychic knife away. “Think on it Sivana, and give me your answer in the morning.” He said with a smile. “I assume you can find your way back to your quarters since you found your way down here.” Martin reached up and tapped his nose. “Next time remember that your hosts can smell you coming from four decks up.” Martin got to his feet and held out his hand for her to take.


Sivana stared at him for a long moment before taking that hand.


“Give me a chance Sivana.” Martin spoke. “Give Anja a chance. You might find the peace you have sought for so long. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have suddenly developed a taste for orchids.”


Sangria watched him move quickly around the crates and begin to walk down the bay. She turned around and saw the ground crewmen slowly going back to their work. She turned for the landing bay door and stopped when she saw Belen standing there calmly, his hands folded behind his back. She walked up to him slowly. “I’m…” She started to say.


Belen motioned through the doors. “I’ll escort you back to your quarters.” He said cutting her off. “It will be faster.”


For’mya adjusted the flow of the power conduit under the middle console and then cranked down the seal before reaching her hand out into the open.

“Give me the plasma adjustor tool Endith.” She spoke. “I sealed the conduit and I want to increase the flow now.”


For’mya laid there on the blanket she had stretched out on the deck in the cockpit with her hand open. She glanced back down the side of her body into the open area of the STRIKER DTs cockpit but didn’t see any feet or legs.


“Endith have you gone to get coffee again?” For’mya declared with exasperation. “Why do you drink so…” Her voice stopped when she felt the very masculine hands touch her thighs and slide intimately down her legs to grasp her ankles. For’mya smiled under the control console, knowing the feel of those hands anywhere, and also knowing that no man except one would dare touch her in such a way. She let out a small scream as she was yanked from under the console and then was staring into Martin’s dark brown eyes. Eyes that were filled with desire and passion.


For her.


He was sitting on the floor of the cockpit, and a quick glance around told her Endith and Tina had left, probably at a wordless command from Martin. For’mya got to her feet and straightened out her shirt, looking down at his smirking face.


“You have sent my flight crew away!” She demanded, trying to keep her voice stern.


Martin nodded slowly, reaching out with his hands to place them on her calves, his fingers caressing the thin fabric. “Yes I did.” He said.


“We were working on our ship Martin Leonidas.” For’mya scolded him. “There was a…” She inhaled sharply when his fingers moved up slowly along the back of her thighs. “We needed too adjust the…” Martin leaned his head forward and nuzzled the front of her thighs now.

“You smell very good.” He spoke in a whisper.


“I… I smell like a plasma conduit and insulation!” For’mya hissed as his nose and lips grazed across the front of her center, the thin fabric of her pants doing nothing to stem the tide of delicious shivers that coursed through her.


“You have no undergarments on my concubine.” Martin spoke softly again, his fingers rising along the back of her legs to caress her firm ass and ease under the waistband of her pants. “What exactly am I to understand by this action?”


“Martin… Martin we are in our… our ship!” For’mya gasped out. “Others… others will see us! Take… at least take me back to our quarters and have your way with me!”


“Let them watch, I want you now!” Martin growled as he yanked down her pants with one strong pull. 


For’mya dropped the tool she was holding in her hand and grasped his shoulders quickly, the cool air fanning her body, doing nothing to hold back the rising heat from her moist pussy, or the flash fires his fingers ignited as they danced across the backs of her legs.

As with all elves not born on Earth, For’mya was completely hairless except for her golden blond locks. She had tried for centuries to get more than the smattering of peach fuzz between her thighs to grow, but finally decided it was pointless and simply removed even that. Looking back now, it was the best thing she could have done. She dug her nails into Martin’s shoulders, as he brought his face close to her center and inhaled deeply of her aroma, his lips and the tip of his nose just lightly brushing her inflamed labia. For’mya was no different than Aricia, Anja or Dysea, and whenever he did this to them, none of them could fight the sensations shuddering through them for long, and she was even weaker in that regard. Aricia’s touch on her body ignited fires all over her as well, her lips so very soft and inviting as they pleasured her. As they pleasured each other. They could make each other scream in delight, and For’mya adored having Aricia’s sweet pussy spasming on her tongue, her body rigid in ecstasy. 

Yet it was Martin that could turn them all to putty.

As his powerful hands gripped her ass, For’mya spread her legs to give him better access to what he wanted. And what she wanted him to have. She no longer cared if anyone saw them either. For’mya had no fears of falling in this awkward position, for she had seen Martin’s strength many time before. She quickly draped one long, tanned leg over his shoulder as he extended his tongue as far as he could and dragged it painfully slow across her opening, careful to press hard against her erect clit as he licked. For’mya gasped and saw stars flash in her eyes as she almost lost it right there, her hips hunching forward, pressing her now soaked pussy tighter to his face. Her head dropped as her hands grasped his shoulders tightly, one hand curling behind his head and her fingers entwining in his thick black hair. She gripped his hair tightly, holding his head in place, more for her own support than anything else as the burning ache in her belly began to surge through her quickly, building power as his lips and tongue continued to tease and taste her, dancing madly over her clit to a tune only he could hear.

“Martin… my… my love… stop. Stop,” For’mya murmured. “I… I can’t hold… it’s so soon…”

Martin ignored her pleas and continued to tantalize and tease his beautiful elf concubine with his tongue, driving it hard into her velvet tightness, relishing in the sweet orchid taste of her dripping passion, and the shudders he felt in her belly and thighs. He held her easily in his hands, his fingers spread out across her firm ass cheeks. For’mya was like holding a feather, even suspended off the cockpit floor as she was now. He felt drops of sweat fall from her brow and strike his shoulders, and he smiled to himself, knowing she was so close.
For’mya’s dark brown eyes flew open as his powerful tongue smashed into her supersensitive clit one last time, and the walls of her control shattered.

“Martin… ahhhhhhh!” For’mya screamed out as her body bucked in delight. She clenched her teeth as her explosion careened through her, lances of pleasure streaking through her limbs as he drank her passion juices like a starving puppy.

The strength left her body as the trembling eased somewhat and slowly he lowered her into his lap where she felt his massive cock pulsing with life. She grabbed his face and kissed him then, tasting the lust and desire for her. The love he had for her, and tasting herself on his lips and tongue as he kissed her back hard. For’mya truly no longer cared who saw them and she reached between their bodies with one slender hand to grip his thick, twelve inch cock. She placed the flared head against her already drenched opening and hissed in gleeful pleasure as she sank herself down on him slowly. For’mya felt every impossibly thick inch of his cock fill her as she lowered herself onto him, until finally, after what seemed like a gloriously longer than usual plunge, she felt his large, searing hot balls press against her pussy lips. She felt his body tense as he held back, his hands gripping her ass tightly, and she squirmed against him just enough to let him know he had all of her.

She lifted her head slowly, crushing her small but firm breasts to his rock hard chest, his own tanned skin now slick with sweat, and met his beautiful brown eyes. Having him buried so completely inside her had always amazed For’mya. Yet even that first time, she had felt only an indescribable pleasure and utter fulfillment. Not even a twinge of pain had ever escaped her lips when he made love to her, only sensations and cries of rapture. He had never made her feel like anything less than a Queen. The old rules and traditions for concubines had been reinvented with Martin Leonidas. She slept in his bed always, and many times it resulted in nights of pleasure with both him and Aricia. She shared in every aspect of his life, of Aricia’s life. She was not a concubine to them, she was a Queen.
“I… I want to change you For’mya.” He told her, his voice trembling with desire and lust and love. “I want you to feel all of me. I want you to feel what Aricia, and Anja and Dysea feel.”

For’mya’s smile was heavy lidded and drunk with pleasure. “I… I already feel that.” She spoke, moving her hips atop him ever so slightly.

“You… you know what I mean.” He hissed out the words at her actions.

For’mya traced her fingers along his jaw. “It… it will change so much Martin.” She spoke.

“It will change nothing. You are concubine in name and title only, and if not for some fool tradition and law you would be a Queen as well.” Martin spoke softly. “Everyone knows that. Aricia, Anja, Dysea… even Isabella, we all want that.”
For’mya stared into his eyes, seeing the love for her in them. She reached up and took his face in her hands. “Then… then we will talk of this when we return to the palace.” She gasped. “Perhaps… perhaps it is time. It… it is something I have thought of Martin Leonidas. Not here… not like this. Tonight just take me as you always do… with everything you are. Our future we can discuss in more comfortable surroundings.”

Martin’s eyes narrowed with lust. “I’m going to make you howl my name For’mya.” He groaned.

“I… I already do that.” She gasped in reply.

Martin took hold of her ass cheeks and began to stroke into her then, lifting her almost completely off him and then pulling her back down. For’mya locked her fingers behind his neck and surrendered completely to her King’s power, allowing him to have her in whatever way he desired. As she leaned back, his lips engulfed one of her protruding nipples and he suckled hard, drawing a gasp of delight from her. Every powerful, twelve inch downward plunge caused her to whimper out her pleasure as he stretched her, molded her to him in every way. His movements became more urgent now, as he took her passionately. He was holding back his true power because she was not wolf, yet the pleasure singing through her was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. It was as if every nerve ending in her lithe frame had come alive at his words, and they were all screaming out for her to accept what he offered her, and the pleasure it could bring. Aricia had told her once of the mind twisting pleasure he gave her, and now as her body responded to him like it never had before, For’mya’s mind told her that perhaps it was time.
“Mine For’mya!” He gasped out his eyes open wide in agonizing pleasure. “I’m going to make you mine one day!”

As his words filtered through her desire clouded mind, For’mya felt his cock swell inside her and then her orgasm erupted from her like the explosion of a star.

“ERU… Martin!” (Oh God) For’mya screamed as the first blast of his molten passion erupted deep in her belly, and his powerful arms crushed her to him. His body slammed into her so hard, For’mya thought for sure the entire ship moved. Her eyes rolled up into her head and all she could do was swim in the abyss of pleasure as it rushed through her, claiming her and sealing the decision she had made unconsciously long ago.
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DESTROYED VAMPIRE SCHOOL

Lohana’s hands flew over the console in front of her as she powered down the STRIKER DT’s engines, her keen eyes fixed on the terrain outside of her cockpit window. This was unknown territory, no one having been here since the King had destroyed it over a year ago. Her radiation counter was silent, as it should be since the King had used what was referred to as a ‘clean nuke’. Her eyes skimmed briefly over her scopes, seeing nothing out of the ordinary, and she turned back into the rear of the DT.


“It appears clear Isra.” She spoke as she got to her feet and headed into the rear.


In the rear of the STRIKER, Isra came out of the small closest like structure, squeezing his hands into fists as he flexed in the new body armor issued to all Mjolnir’s Hand. It was matte black, and appeared to be fashioned from thick leather padding. It was actually two thin layers of the same impact resistant material the old body armor was formed from, only between the two layers now was an equally thin layer of Dragon Armor. It was the thinnest layer they could smelt the armor into, and it had taken them almost eight months to design a machine that could press it into the body armor. It was also hideously expensive to smelt into body armor at the moment because it had to be specially formed and fitted to each individual, so only Mjolnir’s Hand was issued the first thousand sets. Each member was issued three sets of the new armor, Martin and the Queens each getting three sets, For’mya getting three sets, the other eighty-two sets of the armor no one knows where Martin sent it.

Isra looked at Lohana as she moved into the rear, Tareif, Tarifa and Aihola watching from the side, all of them now wearing the standard Spartan armor Isra had on board the DT in case of emergencies. “Every time I wear it, it feels looser.” He spoke.


Lohana nodded as she stepped up to him and adjusted a strap in the back. “The King said to break one set in completely and wear the others sparingly to get the feel for them.” She spoke. “I will take a position on top with the MK21 Cannon.”


Isra met her eyes and nodded. “Use Plasma ammunition until we know what we are dealing with.” He spoke.


“Isra… that will kill anything it hits.” Lohana spoke.


“Given our circumstances, I’m not going to blink an eye at that.” He said nodding his head. 


Lohana nodded and headed back towards the front of the DT while Lynwe and Layna appeared from near Aelnala’s pen. Isra moved to the side of the ship and touched a panel, entering a code into the console and watching as the panel slid up to reveal an assortment of weapons. He began pulling off P190s and turned back as Lynwe and the others got close to him.


“We don’t know what we will face, if anything, out here.” He spoke turning to look directly at Tareif. “I can tell you that the dragon is a Firespitter, and a very mature one. She will have the means to use her flame at distances of a hundred meters at least. Her flame will burn at nearly 3500 degrees, so if she makes an appearance, do not leave the safety of the DTs outer shield that Lohana has erected. You will not survive outside that shield against her.” He looked at Tarifa and Aihola now. “I am not saying that to frighten you, I’m only telling you the truth.”

“What about you and Aelnala Isra?” Tarifa asked softly, stepping closer to him.


“The psychic shield that Aelnala and I project can protect us long enough to get back to the DT.” He answered. He held out one of the 190s to Tarifa and one to Aihola. “These are loaded with special plasma projectile rounds. They will kill anything they hit, so make sure what you shoot at is an enemy.” He took another two 190s from the rack and held one out to Tareif. “I trust you will protect them.” 

“Do not tell me how to protect my own daughter!” Tareif snapped. “I will…”


Isra stepped right up to him now, his fangs bursting forth in a snarl, his violet eyes taking on the persona of his wolf form. “You will do exactly as I tell you War Master Tareif!” He snarled. “We operate in my realm now, and no matter how much you may hate me, I will not allow what you feel towards me, however untrue it may be, to put what I love most in this universe at risk!” Tarifa and Aihola’s eyes went wide at his words, and they watched him stepped even closer to Tareif. “Do I make myself very clear War Master, or do I have to repeat myself? And I hate to repeat myself.”

Tareif stared into Isra’s changed violet eyes for a long moment before he grudgingly nodded his head slowly. “I will… I will speak to the King about this.” He stated.


Isra nodded his head. “Speak to whoever you like.” He replied. He turned to Lynwe and held out the final 190 he held. “General… I would like you and Layna to cover the nose of the DT so that Lohana can operate the sniper cannon on top.”


Lynwe couldn’t contain the smile on her face and she took the 190 with a nod. “I can take care of that.” She said.


“We can take care of that.” Layna spoke stepping closer to her.


Isra nodded and moved into the rear by the ramp where Aelnala stood waiting for him. She dropped her honey colored eyes onto him and gave him what amounted to a dragon grin. 

You are going to fight for their affection Bonded Brother?


Isra met her eyes. I will not let her father take from me what I desire more than anything without a fight Aelnala. I know you don’t approve, but I must do this. If nothing else, it will give me closure or what I truly want.


On the contrary Isra, I have always approved of Tarifa and Aihola. As the King has said, they are stubborn and obstinate, and perhaps they need to be shown that they do in fact love you in return.


Will you help me Aelnala? Isra asked.


That is not a question you need to ask my Bonded Brother. She replied quickly, lowering her head to touch her snout lightly to Isra’s forehead. Now come… let us go search this vampire pit before the smell overloads even my nose. And it is no where near as sensitive as yours.


Isra nodded and turned to look at the others as he stepped over to the ramp controls. “Do not stray from the ship for any reason.” He said, his eyes focusing on Tarifa and Aihola. “No matter what it is.” Isra saw them nod as the ramp began to lower, bathing the DT in the light of the Key West day.


Isra squatted in the middle of the cracked and gouged pavement and concrete of what used to be a main thoroughfare or walkway it appeared. The rain clouds overhead were not very high off the ground, having dumped a massive amount of rain on the area just before they arrived. The remaining clouds and the mist rising from the heated earth gave off a very eerier and unnatural sensation. The destroyed remains of dozens of buildings surrounded him on either side, the remains of palm trees torn from the ground because of the force of the blast, and tossed through the air into the sides of buildings lay scattered all over. The ground layout of this place certainly conformed to that of some sort of school, with buildings placed about in a pseudo circular pattern. The portable hand sensor he carried was not registering any heat sources or life signs nearby, but the hairs on the back of his neck were standing up, and he had learned long ago to trust his instincts more than anything he saw or could smell.

Do you feel it Isra? Aelnala asked as she moved closer to him.


Isra looked up from the scanner and nodded. Yes.


Death. Aelnala spoke. It feels like death all around here.


The weapon the King used here, it killed nearly six thousand vampire clones in this one area alone. Isra spoke. Yet there are no bodies. No skeletal remains.


The Drow General says no one has been here since the Battle for Earth, yet someone cleared them away. Aelnala spoke as her large head also swept the area around them warily. I do not like this place Isra. Something is not right here.


Isra got to his feet slowly. Nor do I Aelnala, but we must search it. The scans from RAPTOR over flights and even from orbit detected heat signatures here.


Your instruments tell you nothing? Aelnala asked.


Isra shook his head. No… but my nose tells me there is heat nearby. It smells tangy, coppery. Like… Isra looked at her.


Like what?


Like the smell and heat of fresh blood. Isra told her. 


You did not have to tell me that. Aelnala said as her wings fluttered, itching to be in the air, where she felt more comfortable.


Isra looked back to where the DT was lying silent. He could see Lohana on the top of the nose, secure in the Dragon Armor extendable pod, her keen elfin eyes scouring the area for targets as she maneuvered the huge MK21 Sniper Cannon back and forth slowly. He could see Lynwe and Layna kneeling near the front of the DT, and he could see Tarifa and Aihola squatting by the end of the ramp, Tareif between them, ready to jerk them back into the DT if needed. He turned to face the one building that had not been destroyed by the blast. It was two hundred meters from his current location and he lifted the portable sensor scanner to face it. The sensor beeped faintly.


Very faint life signs. Nothing definitive. Isra spoke.

Human, elf or Lycavorian? Aelnala asked.


Isra shook his head. The signal is faint… but if I had to guess… it appears human, but I can’t get an accurate scan.  This way. He spoke moving for the building in the distance.


Aelnala followed her Bonded Brother, doing exactly as she was trained to do in covering his back and his sides. Ground combat skills were something that she and Isra excelled at, only Andreus and Doranthe and a few other Pairs surpassing them, but their true skill was in the air. Through all of their training, only the King could defeat them every time when they fought in the air. Part of that was due to the deepness of the bond he shared with Torma and what it allowed the two of them to accomplish together; part was because Martin and Torma were known to sometimes drive themselves to exhaustion in training. It was also in part because the King spent so much time training with Isra and herself and Andreus and Doranthe, wanting his section leaders to be the most skilled, so that they could lead from the front and pass on to others what they discovered training with him.


“Isra.” Lohana’s soft voice carried only inches from the COM set built in his armor, but it was enough to bring him up short fifty meters shy of the building.


“What is it Lohana?”


“Isra… I can’t… I can’t be sure… but I want to say I just detected movement between the two piles of rubble to the right of your location. A hundred meters out moving left to right, getting closer to you.” Lohana spoke softly. “My scope is clear now, but there are an awful lot of shadows and the infra red isn’t picking anything up.”


Isra let his violet eyes scan the area in front of him that Lohana had pointed out, allowing his violet wolf eyes to slowly sweep over that dark area. He reached out with his wolf hearing, filtering past the noise caused by the small breeze, and anything that he could determine was a natural sound of this area. The bird sounds and drops of water from the rain that had covered the ground only an hour ago he filtered out. The rain clouds still hung low to the earth, but they had dropped enough moisture to change the color and texture of the dirt and cracked pavement all around him and cause the steamy mist to continue to rise.

“Which means nothing really,” Isra spoke. “There are species that do not give off infra red signals Lohana, you know this.”


“Yes… but the over flights and scans from our ships in orbit picked up heat signatures Isra.” Lohana spoke. “Tarifa and Aihola do not strike me as careless. They would know what species were on their planet Isra, and they are very active in everything that happens on their world. And if they did not know, then this Administrator Selene or the Drow General would know.”

Lohana either didn’t know or didn’t care that they were speaking on a channel that everyone could hear since all of them were now wearing the Spartan armor. She didn’t see Tarifa and Aihola look at each other when she spoke the obvious compliment about them.


“I agree with you Lohana. Yet I’m also considering the fact that the planetary defensive grid is only half complete, and regardless of the fact they are involved as they are, even with the ships in orbit and the base on the moon, a shrouded ship could still manage to land if it wanted too.” Isra answered. 


“So you believe the High Coven is involved Commander Isra?” Lynwe’s voice joined the conversation now through the COM unit in her armor.


“It is the only way to have gotten a dragon to earth without detection General.” Isra answered. “All ships that enter into Earth orbit are thoroughly searched by yours and Tareif’s orders Lynwe. I find it hard to believe the two of you would have missed one of your search teams reporting a dragon hidden on a ship somewhere.”


“Is the High Coven the only ones with access to these Shrouded ships?” Lynwe asked.


“Outside of the Union stealing the technology for our uses, I am not aware of any others that have this ability.” Isra replied. “However, it is not something we can dismiss.”


Isra… look. Aelnala spoke.

He turned his violet eyes and saw the movement from the shadows, his hand dropping to where his Nehtes rested on his leg. There were two figures, one a pasty white color with what appeared to be only a loin cloth hiding its private parts from sight. Its limbs were long and thin, its head totally bald, though its eyes were large and a deep red color. The second figure was obviously human, and the man held a rifle that was leveled at him and Aelnala.


“Are you a friend of Ferdron?” The human man asked, his loud voice carrying over the distance. 


Isra got to his feet very slowly, extending both his hands out to show he held no weapon. He felt several probes against the psychic shields he and Aelnala always kept at high levels to dissuade anyone from attempting to enter their minds. “Ferdron?” He asked. “Is he the rider of the dragon? Is he nearby?”


“Your ship is strange.” The man spoke. “Who are you?”


Isra… the… that thing is trying to probe us. Aelnala spoke. I can feel his attempts.

Yes so can I. He replied. We may need to make a fast exit my Bonded Sister.


I am ready. 


“My name is Isra.” He answered stepping forward slowly. “I am a member of Mjolnir’s Hand! We are…”


The long arm of the pasty white creature snapped up with blazing speed. “Deceiver!” The creature barked. “He serves Black Hair! He serves Black Hair!”

The human didn’t hesitate and the rifle her held began spitting out death in the form of large caliber bullets. Isra didn’t pause and allowed Aelnala to TK pull him back and toss him onto her back directly into the saddle. 


Ok… I guess that means we aren’t going to be friends. Isra declared calmly as his Shi Viska flared into existence and he yanked his P190 from its spot on his back. The man’s bullets were deflecting off of their psychic shield with little difficulty.

“ISRA!” Lohana’s voice erupted from the COM unit on his armor. “I have multiply targets appearing all over! They are coming out of the ground!”


Isra’s violet eyes remained calm as Aelnala turned and they saw humans and more of the pasty white creatures pulling themselves from manhole and sewer covers all around them. The humans also began appearing from behind many of the destroyed buildings. He brought his 190 up and let loose with controlled accurate bursts, bringing down four men and one of the white skinned creatures in six seconds. 


“Lohana! Pull everyone back in and get airborne!” Isra ordered. “We will cover you until you are airborne!”


“Affirmative!” 


“Isra no!” Tarifa’s voice echoed on the COM now. His head snapped around when he heard weapons fire coming from the direction of the DT. He could see Tarifa, Aihola and Tareif laying down a withering field of fire as Lynwe and Layna were scrambling back towards the ramp. 


“Do not argue with me woman!” Isra barked. “Once you are airborne we will take to the air ourselves! Do not worry about me!”


His keen eyes saw Aihola grab her arm. “We do worry about you!” Aihola’s voice echoed now. “We love you, you fool!”


“Then do as I ask now! I will meet you in the sky!”


Too late! Aelnala barked out. We must go now! Above us!

Isra’s head turned and he saw the flame leaping for them even before he felt the heat. Go Aelnala! Go!


Aelnala didn’t hesitate and leaped for the sky as the burst of flame from the brownish tan dragon scorched the ground they had been occupying milliseconds before. As bullets crashed into their psychic shield Isra turned in his saddle, looking down and watching as the ramp on the DT was just closing, its engines already screaming in power as it began to lift off. Isra silently thanked Queen Dysea and Arzoal for choosing Lohana as his pilot. She could get the STRIKER DT from a cold start to airborne in seconds, as she had just proven. He watched as Lohana ignited her thrusters and rotated the DT around burning a dozen humans and several of the white creatures into cinders as she engaged the DT’s drive unit and accelerated away from the area.


Isra heard the trumpeting roar and turned his attention back to the more immediate problem. The brownish dragon was larger than Aelnala and he had thought, and the huge figure on her back was obviously a Lycavorian, but he wore armor that Isra had never seen before. Aelnala’s wings beat furiously as she executed a steep climb, rapidly gaining the altitude they needed to survive.


She is larger than we thought! Isra declared.


And she is faster! She gains on me despite her size, even as I climb!


Isra ducked instinctively as the dragon unleashed another long stream of flame at them. Bank right! He screamed as the line of flame shot over their heads, close enough for them to feel the intense heat.


Aelnala didn’t hesitate at the command, her wing snapping down into the sharp turn. We didn’t sense them! She cried out. They blocked us somehow! That is not good Isra!

Isra turned back quickly in his saddle. No it is not! Perhaps we were not searching for the proper tremors! We are more maneuverable! They are faster Aelnala, but we can turn tighter! 


We must avoid a full shot of her flame Brother! Aelnala barked. And use our speed in turning to our advantage!


TK her wings Aelnala! See if you can cause her to lose balance somehow!

Aelnala turned her head as she continued to climb and sent a blast of TK power back at the brown dragon as she climbed towards them. The glimmering TK field impacted her wing and its effect was immediate and telling as her right wing folded as if it had been hit with something and she careened out of control for a few seconds. This act only seemed to incense the brown dragon more, and she trumpeted out her rage and began climbing once more.


They have a shield like ours but it is not as powerful! Aelnala spoke. And they did not sense my attack!

Loop her!


Isra why?


Loop her and we will pass over the top of them, use your tail and I will hit him with my Nehtes! We are moving too fast to use my Shield.


Aelnala quickly understood.  Yes! He does not have the Dragon Armor holding him in his saddle! Knock him off of her! Excellent! Hold on!

Aelnala lowered her tail and flared her wings for a brief second, sending herself into a short looping climb. Her speed bled off quickly, allowing the unknown dragon and rider to close the distance rapidly, but it was a maneuver that the brown dragon and rider did not expect. They were suddenly closing on each other at impossible speeds and Isra extended his Nehtes at the last possible moment, swinging the unbreakable spear like a club as the two dragons roared, preparing to slam into one another. 

Aelnala turned slightly at the last possible second, bringing her weighted tail forward with barely any effort, exposing her underside to harm. The maneuver had the effect they wanted, even as they exposed themselves to enormous danger. Isra’s Nehtes connected with the huge Lycavorian riding the dragon squarely in the chest, his own Nehtes preparing for a killing blow. Isra’s Nehtes was torn from his hands as the enemy rider was smashed backwards from his saddle.  Just as the brown Firespitter was about to lift her talons and rend Aelnala’s exposed belly open, the weighted tip of her tail smashed into the brown dragon’s shoulder. The force of the blow, combined with the speed they had been traveling at caused the brown dragon to howl in agony and immediately drop towards the earth below, all feeling in her wing momentarily lost.

I will kill you! I will kill you! The strange female voice filled their minds as Aelnala righted them and banked in a sharp turn, both of their eyes following the falling figures of the dragon and man.


The dragon recovered first, her wings spreading out quickly to curve around as she dove for the falling man. Isra and Aelnala watched as she finally reached the falling figure, snatching him out of the sky with a talon and tossing him onto her back. She didn’t pause in flight and they watched as she immediately began climbing towards them again with anger and pain now fueling her normal strength. They had fallen perhaps five thousand feet, but were now headed right back at them.


Climb Aelnala! Isra ordered. Their shield is not a great as ours. Climb and we will outlast them!


Aelnala didn’t hesitate and turned upwards and with powerful sweeps of her wings she began to climb.


“Is there nothing you can do?” Tarifa exclaimed as she settled into the chair next to Lohana in the cockpit of the DT, Aihola right behind her.


Lohana looked at her as her gloved hands flew over the controls. “They are trained for this!” She snapped out. “It is what they have done for the last year! And I have told you and Aihola both, they are second in power only to the King and Queen! You must have faith!”


“Aelnala can not breathe fire!” Aihola barked.


“And this other dragon is bigger!” Tarifa complained.


Lohana looked at them, her dark eyes bright. “Is what you said true?” She asked. “Do not think about it! Answer the question now! Do you love him?”


“Yes!” Tarifa and Aihola responded simultaneously in one voice and without hesitation.


Lohana nodded. “Then know that the two of you are all that has occupied his thoughts for the last year when he wasn’t training. I have been his pilot for nine months now… he has never gone out… never accepted offers from other females, and there have been many.” Lohana spoke ignoring Tareif as he came into the cockpit as well now. “His eyes alone draw females like flies. He has not even so much as scented them in any way. The two of you are all he desires… all he has ever desired.” She reached over and took a data pad, tossing it at Tareif. “Two hundred and twenty seven messages War Master. All of them sent here to Earth. All of them received by one communications officer in Eden City Command. All of them destroyed by this man or woman before Tarifa and Aihola ever saw them. Administrator Selene sent me that early this morning after I inquired about them. They arrested this man, and I’m sure Isra will want to have a long chat with him when we return.”


Tareif’s eyes were wide as he stared at the pad. Lohana turned back to her controls.


“He must take pain medication every day for the wounds he received defending you Tarifa.” Lohana continued as she adjusted their course. “The wound in his leg… from the ship?”


Tarifa nodded slowly, vividly remembering the savage wound in his upper leg that she had seen in his quarters. “Yes.”


“The wound knitted back together wrong when he shifted to stop the bleeding. He had to have two operations on it before Queen Anja was able to fully correct the damage done. The pain will always be with him now.” Lohana spoke. “He does not complain, never a word, and I have seen him when he refuses to take the pain medicine for a few mornings. That pain only makes him love the two of you more.” 
Lohana looked at them; saw the beginnings of tears in their eyes and she nodded. “You should be ashamed of yourselves. Both of you. He thought himself beneath you both and he has spent the last thirteen months being the finest Spartan and member of Mjolnir’s Hand for you! To prove to you he was worthy of your love!” Lohana hissed out the words. She turned to look at Tareif. “And you! He spent three days and nights on our trip here doing nothing but reading about you! Your history! Your victories! He hoped to impress you with his knowledge and you treat him like he is dirt under your boot! If not for him, your daughter would be dead, and you treat him like some common thug! Do you know how many elves on Apo Prime would carve out your eyes for the way you have treated him?” Lohana turned back, her eyes finding the two dragons once more in the distance and she adjusted her course. 

“He is a Section Leader of Mjolnir’s Hand not because he is friends with the King, or because he carries a love for the both of you. He is who he is, because he has earned that title and role. And he is the epitome of a Spartan in the mold of the King, more so than any I have known in my nine hundred years of life. We must trust in his and Aelnala’s wisdom, and their skill together, for right now that is all we can do.”


Thirteen kilometers Isra! Aelnala called as they passed through thirteen thousand meters above the ground. 

Almost forty-five thousand feet.


Isra was leaning over close to her neck, his violet eyes locked on the brown dragon and rider below them. They had once tested their psychic shield to almost sixty thousand feet on Apo Prime, and this altitude was not oppressive to them in the least. Isra saw the rider’s arm twitch, even ten thousand feet beneath them, and his head came up.


They’ve stopped climbing! He called out.


Aelnala looked downward as she immediately leveled out, her dragon vision easily seeing the rider, frost appearing on the dark armor he wore. He can’t withstand the cold at these altitudes without proper shielding.


It is what we suspected. They are not as deeply bonded as you thought. Isra said.

Aelnala nodded her large head. She would know to have him peel her molted skin off so as not to give them away.


I believe we forced them to reveal themselves before they were ready. Isra said. Martin was right… they did not expect us to be here.


Aelnala turned her head back to look at him quickly. We are stronger than most because we know our limits Isra my Bonded Brother. We can not defeat them in open combat; she is bigger and faster than I, and our psychic shielding will not hold forever against her flame.


We do have the advantage in experience and maneuverability Aelnala. Isra spoke thoughtfully. We must use that to our advantage.


For what purpose?


We must discover who these humans are. These creatures I have seen somewhere before. And we must stall this dragon and rider, and not engage them in open combat until the time is right. Ira spoke.


What time is right Isra? I fear only the King and Torma could defeat this pair. Aelnala spoke. And even if they could leave today, they would not be here for days. And we know they are involved in and close to finding and returning his daughter.

Isra nodded. Then we will discover what else is going on, and bring a stop to this plot against Tarifa and Aihola. In doing that, we stall this dragon and rider until the King and Torma can come here and deal with them.


How do we do that? Aelnala asked.


Isra smiled. We are a Bonded Pair Aelnala. We know what they will do remember. We simply take away those opportunities.


Aelnala laughed within their connection. And here I thought I was the more devious of us.


Isra smiled as he touched the COM on his armor. “Lohana?”


“We are here Isra.”


“Tarifa, Aihola and the others?” He asked first.


“They are fine.” Lohana replied immediately. “We are reading the second dragon as falling off and heading back towards Key West.”


“Now that they know they are no longer safe there, they will move.” Isra spoke. “Tell Tarifa and Aihola I strongly recommend they order an attack on Key West immediately to eliminate any who may be there still.”

“I have already ordered it Isra.” Tarifa’s voice filled the COM. “Cathy is putting out a full strike alert as we speak. Within an hour there will be nothing left of Key West but ash.”

“Lohana… move to the location I am sending you now. Prepare for an In-flight landing. We must return to Eden City quickly and do some research. I believe the King may have run across these monsters before. They said something about us serving Black Hair, but I do not believe they meant Tarifa.” Isra spoke.


“What about the humans we saw?” Lohana’s voice asked.


“Those humans I believe are more than likely survivors of Tarifa’s attack on New Miami, and they have joined this group freely out of their hatred for her.” Isra said. “The Spartan… he is the mystery.”


“Dropping from above into the pipe.” Lohana spoke. “Do you have us?”


Isra looked above them and saw the DT slowly moving in front and above them. “Yes… I see you. Drop to ten thousand feet and we will approach from behind you.”


“Are we sure that friend of yours is gone?” Lohana asked trying to inject light humor into her words.

“Now that he knows they can not climb as high as us, they will not attempt to chase us.” Isra spoke. “It would be pointless when you are far faster, and we can climb higher than they can.”


“Ramp coming down!” Lohana spoke.


“So are we!” Isra spoke. “We will be aboard in a few minutes.”

Tarifa and Aihola stood to one side of the interior of the STRIKER as they stared into the gaping hole in the rear of the DT with wide eyes. Both of them were strapped to the side by five foot long tethers, the non skid ramp now fully extended outward with no sides and no top over it. They could see Aelnala’s huge form as she approached the rear of the DT with unerring confidence. Lohana held them as steady as a rock, her hands caressing her controls like a skilled surgeon. Wind surged through the back of the STRIKER, whipping hair and pieces of uniforms about. 

Watching them in combat with another dragon had filled them both with terror, especially when they had passed so close to the other dragon, knocking away the unknown rider and stunning the larger dragon. Seeing Aelnala approach the rear of the DT now, she looked huge to Tareif Lynwe and Layna, but Tarifa and Aihola alone knew that there were several dragons larger than her, to include Martin’s obsidian colored beast Torma, and the Dragon Elder Mother Arzoal.
Aelnala flared her wings only a few meters from the back of the DT, Isra leaning low in the saddle. As her talons came down on the non skid floor, she leaned forward into the wind immediately, bringing herself lower than the rear of the DT. Lohana had been watching on the monitor in the cockpit, and the moment Aelnala’s head dipped lower than the ceiling Lohana activated the ramp, bringing them forward even as she moved gracefully into the back under her own power. Isra sat up slightly in the saddle as the sides and top of the DT began to hum and close. He waited until the three pieces had fully sealed behind him before reaching up and removing his helmet.

“Well… now that was an invigorating morning exercise!” He exclaimed as he slowly slid from the saddle, and moved under Aelnala’s thick muscular chest to rub her lower neck vigorously. 

Aelnala’s wings twitched in delight and she let out a tiny roar of dragon laughter. It did get our blood pumping did it not Bond Brother.

Isra touched his forehead to her chest and they watched as Aelnala lowered her snout and touched the top of Isra’s head. It must have been some sort of ritual they performed, Tarifa thought to herself as she quickly unhooked her tether, Aihola already unhooked and turning back to face Isra and Aelnala.

Tarifa’s head snapped around when she heard Aihola yelp in surprise, and she felt her heart sing as she saw Isra scoop her lithe Drow body into his arms and cover her soft lips with his own. Tarifa couldn’t help the tears then. She had always feared that he would not accept Aihola for what she was, that somehow her being half vampire would dissuade him from loving Aihola as he loved her. She watched as Aihola whimpered in response, her arms unsure of what to do for the first few seconds, and then she succumb to the physical sensations that were coursing through her now. Sensations that up until this very moment she had only felt through Tarifa.
Aihola’s felt fire unlike anything she had ever experienced race through her entire frame. This was not merely the sensation of a memory as Tarifa had shared with her so often over the past months. These were the real lips that belonged to those memories, and Aihola’s body was responding to them in a way she had never responded before. Tarifa had been right, she could smell the wildness in him, feel it in his kiss, the passion and desire unchained and barely held in check. And half vampire or not, at this moment Aihola’s blood burned as hot as any female wolf. She suddenly felt empty when his lips left hers, and she stared into those violet eyes, so very much like her own amber orbs, as he gazed at her with a passion that smoldered behind those eyes, a passion that threatened to sweep her away. A passion she wanted to feel for real. He lowered her slowly to the deck of the DT, his violet eyes lingering on her for a long moment before her hands squeezed his arms and nudged him to turn.
The sapphire eyes he had seen that first moment so long ago were even brighter if that was possible and then Tarifa was in his arms, tears striking down her cheeks as she kissed him with thirteen months of pent up emotions. Months of emotions she had restrained, pushed away and then finally embraced. Emotions that rippled through her now with a power that no one had ever elicited from her in the past. His fingers sank into her silky black hair and he held her head tightly, kissing her hard, alternating between biting her lips softly and teasing her tongue with his own. It had driven her mad with desire in their time together, and now it was even stronger. When his fingers danced across the back of her elfin ear, she groaned and leaned into him heavily. Finally it was too much for Isra and he simply lifted her into his right arm, his left arm reaching out to pull Aihola close to him and he squeezed them tighter than either had been held before. His face dipped to the sides of their necks, and he nuzzled Tarifa’s ear first, her hands grasping him tightly. He barely paused before turning his head and nuzzling Aihola’s elfin ear just as hard, and she too melted against him even more. They knew what he was doing, even if her father and the others did not. He was marking them, laying claim to them until he was able to take them in his bed, and as he did this, Tarifa and Aihola looked at each other and both of them hoped it happened sooner rather than later.
Isra finally set them both down on the deck slowly, drawing their scents into his lungs deeply, before standing up straight and looking at them. I… I have dreamed of this day for so long. He spoke to them with Mindvoice. I… I did not…
Tarifa shook her head quickly and reached up with long delicate fingers, placing them on his lips. No Isra. No more. There has been too much confusion. Too many questions. We… we want you Isra. You and only you.
Now more than ever. Aihola echoed.

And I want both of you. No doubts. No questions. No matter what the future brings. If… if you will have me. He said as his heart leaped into his throat at the words he had waited for so long to hear. 

They gave him his answer as they stepped without hesitation as one entity into his arms, each one folding against a side of his body, their heads against his chest. This was not what they had felt for Dekton. They loved him, of that they had no doubts. But Isra was not Dekton, and what they felt for this wild and passionate Spartan surpassed anything they had felt towards Dekton. This was on a plane of emotion neither of them had even been before, and it felt so wonderfully glorious.

Tareif stood back against the side of the chart map table watching events unfold; the pad Lohana had given him in his hand. He needed to understand what was happening here, and he knew only one person could give him those answers. He started making plans to contact that person as soon as they returned.

Isra looked up at the others, his arms still holding Tarifa and Aihola. “Lohana… we must get to Eden City as quickly as possible. I need to speak with the King before he goes off the grid. And we must make plans.”

“Plans?” Lynwe asked, her own amber eyes perking up.

Isra nodded. “They know Aelnala and I are here now. This will undoubtedly accelerate whatever plans they may have. And we need to discover what those plans are. Quickly.”

