CHAPTER NINE
USU’OZEIB 7
VAMPIRE HIGH COVEN 

COVEN HIGH GUARD COMMANDER’S OFFICE


“I told you to not expose yourself Vonis!” Yuri barked at the image of her younger brother on the monitor in her office.


“I didn’t Yuri.” The young man replied confidently.


Yuri nodded. “No you didn’t, but your actions also let Isabella know someone is after her.” Yuri stated leaning back in her chair. 


“You told me not to underestimate her and I didn’t. I contracted two Kochab Bounty Hunters to test her.” Vonis spoke.

“They were slaughtered Vonis.” Yuri spoke.


“They served their purpose sister.” Vonis said respectfully. “You and father both have taught me the value of putting fear into the hearts of your enemies. That is what I wanted to do.”


Yuri studied her younger brother for a long moment. She hadn’t known he even existed little more than a year ago, but when she met him for the first time she found not a pompous fool, but a confident and cerebral young man who measured everything. A young man who was methodic and precise in all that he did and a younger brother who idolized her. It was not something Yuri was used too; the idolization part and it took her three months to realize that he wanted her approval of all that he did more than anything. He had been working for decades to show that he was not a clone of Xerxes, and learning all he could from his older sister was his ticket to that knowledge.


Yuri couldn’t help but smile now. “She is on Elear Vonis, and you must take that into account.  Bounty Hunters and other scum know well the penalty for doing business on the elf homeworld if they are caught. They would rather be killed before being taken captive by the elves. Do not overestimate what your actions have done.”


Vonis nodded. “They did not come cheap, I’ll grant you that, but they did serve their purpose. I wanted her to react as she did, so that I may judge her reaction to other things as well.”


“What can you tell me about her?” Yuri asked.


“She has not forgotten she is a vampire Yuri.” Vonis spoke. “She uses the shadows almost better than I have seen you use them. And she is lethally fast, much more so than I had first thought.”


Yuri nodded. “Your actions will make her much more cautious now Vonis.” Yuri spoke as her mind thoughtfully went over options in her own head. “The elf Queen Dysea was not with her?”


Vonis shook his head. “A Spartan guard only. If our information is correct, she is the Spartan Captain of the elf Queen. She was skilled, but not radically so.” Vonis said. “Should I assume the elf Queen will be similar Yuri?” He asked.


Yuri shook her head quickly. “No. You will prepare for Dysea to be better, because she will be. And now that she has bonded with that dragon, even more so. I will send you the file I complied on her while I was on earth. She may not seem like a threat Vonis, but she is. Dysea is like an Ozeibian Rock Spider. You have seen them here in the northern mountain range yes?”


Vonis nodded with a shudder. “Yes. I saw one take down a full grown Rettla. It was not pretty.”


An Ozeibian Rock Spider was considered one of the four deadliest creatures known to exist in the High Coven Empire. No larger than a normal dinner plate, the venom within its body was so toxic that it could bring down prey ten times its size with a single bite. Yuri had seen several vampire troops bitten by this spider during training, and they were all dead within seconds of being bitten.


“Think of Dysea as this spider Vonis.” Yuri spoke. 


“She is that skilled?”


Yuri met his gaze. “Personally I would consider her more dangerous than Isabella. Not for any glaring physical skill, but because her mind is linked with not only Leonidas, but this dragon as well. She is much more cunning than Isabella, and skill wise I would rank her second only to Leonidas, though we have not seen the young Aricia in action yet since the events on Enurrua.”


“I have heard many of the elves and others here on Elear refer to our half sister as Queen Isabella Yuri.” Vonis spoke. 


Yuri nodded slowly. “There is rumor that she will accept the role Leonidas wants her to assume and become his fourth Queen.” She stated. “That is not something we can allow to happen. It would undermine our father in the most mocking of ways, and we don’t need to inflame our own internal situation any more than necessary.”

“Then the talk I have heard among the troops is true?” Vonis said softly. “We have dissidents within our ranks?”


“Every Empire has dissidents Vonis, and that is something that will never change. It is something you will come to learn as you grow in years and experience.” Yuri answered. “How you deal with them is what is important. Right now that faction is miniscule. A few hundred at most, against billions and trillions who agree with and support our father’s rule.”


“I sincerely hope we crush the life from them when we find them.” Vonis spoke.


Yuri laughed at his words and nodded. “We do brother, but that is why father agreed to the Kill Order on Isabella now. If she were to assume a major role within the Lycavorian Union, a role as Queen for instance, it would only spur further unrest and make those dissidents bolder. That is why she must die.”

“I have had Jonas make some discrete inquires of those we can trust here, and we have discovered they are about to undertake an investigation of some sort of religious cult in the southern region.” Vonis said. 


“Religious cult?” Yuri asked. “On Elear? That is odd.” 


Vonis nodded. “They apparently deem them a threat of some sort, but their investigation is proceeding very quietly right now.”


“Are you able to find out anything more on it? Who leads it? Numbers and such. It might give us a means to nurture unrest within the Union.” Yuri asked keenly interested in this now.

Vonis nodded. “I have several inquires out right now with our contacts, but as you know ever since Deia’s Intelligence purge, many of our major assets are no more. We have to rely on secondary contacts who consider themselves more important than they actually are.”


Yuri smirked. “Yes… that is popping up all over.” She said in agreement. “The few deep agents we have left in the Union are laying back and not making any moves or unusual requests to maintain their cover. They will not be used until the time is right.”


“I will discover what I can Yuri.” Vonis spoke. “But since last year security has gone up across the board here in the Union.”

“Do what you can, but remember your main mission is to eliminate Isabella.” Yuri said. “Your safe house is secure?”

Vonis nodded with a smile. “Yes. I must say I was surprised. I wasn’t aware we were so well established within the Union Yuri.”


“Do not become overconfident Vonis.” Yuri scolded him. “Yes… we are well established inside the Union, but it has taken us millennia to achieve that. You must be careful in whatever you do. Now that Leonidas has established this new Intelligence unit, it will be their job to seek out and destroy our networks. We must not do anything to give them pause.”


“I will not fail you and father Yuri.” Vonis spoke.


“Do not worry about failing us Vonis.” Yuri told him quickly. “You must worry about your mission and remember to cover everything that you do. No matter how small it seems. The slightest mistake will bring Leonidas and his people down on you, and that is something you do not want. It will also expose us and lead to full scale war. That is not something we are prepared to risk right now while we are still building the clone vampire troops. I may hate his very being, but father is correct, we must respect his skills and what he commands. They are being far more cautious in their dealings, as you no doubt have noted, since that fool Chetak made the mistake of taking his youngest Queen. He knows we were involved offhandedly in supporting Chetak, but politically there is nothing he can do. Be mindful of all that you do Vonis, and cover your tracks well as I have said.”


“What of the search for the half breed?” Vonis asked.


Yuri shook her head. “The fools allowed the Hadarian wench to escape into Leonidas’s hands, but we have been able to determine she is in fact this Anja’s sister. Her ship revealed logs and charts for the last fifty years, with two locations that we have been unable to crack the encryption codes on.”

“Pirate codes?” Vonis asked curious now.


Yuri nodded. “It would appear so, though I’m surprised they have developed something so sophisticated that we can not crack it.”


Vonis shook his head. “It is too simple.” He said with a smile.


Yuri looked at him. “What?”


“It was something I read while in the academy.” Vonis spoke evenly. “The pirates and mercenaries are successful because they have developed a system of communication and encryption that is the opposite of what we expect. It is not too advanced for us Yuri… it’s too simple for us.”


“Too simple?” Yuri asked incredulously.


Vonis nodded with a smile. “I thought it was outrageous too, when I first heard it Yuri.” He spoke. “What you need to do is capture one of the Overseers. They will have the answers you seek.”


Yuri leaned back in her chair. “We do quite a bit of business with pirates and mercenaries Vonis, you know that. To violate that arrangement could very well do us more harm than good, not to mention turn all of the Wilds against us.”


“Then offer one something for him to break the code.” Vonis said calmly. “They are always looking for ways to enrich themselves. To give themselves an advantage over the other Overseers. We know who the six are yes?”

Yuri nodded. “We do.”


“Then pick the weakest and make him an offer to break the code. Credits, slaves, ships, weapons, whatever it takes.” Vonis said. 


“If it is discovered we did this, it would turn the others against us and we would no longer be able to do business in the Wilds.” Yuri spoke. “All the assets we have there would be compromised.”


Vonis laughed. “If there is one thing I have learned sister, when father doesn’t want something to be discovered, it usually isn’t.”


Yuri’s eyes narrowed slightly at his words. “You sound as if you speak from experience Vonis.” She said. “That could be dangerous.”


“He is our father Yuri.” Vonis spoke.


Yuri nodded. “Yes he is. And he is also the High Lord of the Vampire Coven. Do not forget that. Xerxes did… and he is now dead because he thought himself better than our father.”


“I do not think of myself as better than him Yuri. Quite the contrary in fact.” Vonis said. “I have learned much from him, and there is much I still want to learn from him. And from you. But he has said himself… he will not live forever… and we must be prepared to step into his shoes when that day comes.”


“Yes we must.” Yuri replied. “But I have no intention of allowing anyone to hasten that day in coming Vonis.”


“Nor do I.” Vonis spoke in agreement.


“Good.” Yuri said. “I would hate to have to tell our father that I issued a Kill Order on you as well.”


“Don’t take my words for something they are not Yuri.” Vonis said quickly, seeing the look on Yuri’s face. He had come to realize she was very protective of their father for some reason, but he knew that Yuri could be just as utterly ruthless as she needed to be.


“Then be more careful of your words brother.” Yuri spoke to him. “Someone else might have mistaken them for something they were not.”

Vonis bowed his head slightly. “My apologies.” He replied.

Yuri waved her hand. “Enough of that… you are still very young Vonis… and I was also young and headstrong like you. You are our father’s only son now, and I do not want to see you fall into the trap Xerxes did. He thought himself a god, better than our father, more powerful than him and unfortunately for Xerxes, Leonidas proved to him just how wrong he was. You must use your head first, be cunning, and be thoughtful in all that you do. Leonidas does not use brute force unless he needs too. He is far more cunning and ruthless than his father and grandfather ever were, and you must never underestimate those who follow him. They day you do that; you will end up like Xerxes. I only tell you this because it is the truth Vonis. It is why we have not already launched a full scale invasion. While it may not seem like Leonidas is preparing, rest assured he is. And he will not hesitate to use any means, any tactic or any weapon to defeat us.”


“I will heed your words Yuri and I will take them to heart.” Vonis told her.


“And make sure no one associated with you takes any elf to feed on!” Yuri spoke sternly. “That fool mistake has cost us more agents in the past than I can begin to tell you. Elves are far more resistant to us, and that increases with each generation. Unless you drain them completely, you will leave them alive and still able to identify you when they recover. If your supplies run low, as distasteful as it is, find an animal or two that will not be missed and then destroy the carcass.”


Vonis nodded. “I will be careful.”  


“Your idea about the Overseer does have merit Vonis and I will see what father thinks.” Yuri said. “He has always been careful when it comes to operating freely within the Wilds, and this is a decision he must make.” She looked at her younger brother with a smile. “But I will support it because no matter the risks, it is a sound idea and I believe it is a risk we must take as well.”


Vonis’s face wanted to break into a smile, but he maintained his vampire composure and simply nodded. “I will keep our regular contacts as scheduled unless something comes up that force us to change them.”


“I have another task for you while you are there Vonis, in addition to killing our half sister of course.” Yuri spoke.


Vonis detected the change in her tone of voice and leaned closer. “Yes?”


“Find out how difficult it would be to steal one of these dragon eggs or a young dragon itself.” Yuri told him. “You have seen them I take it?”

Vonis nodded once more. “Many times. They have free reign in the skies to go where they wish. They are a common sight over the capital now. It is strange really; I have noticed an odd affinity between the elves and dragons now that we are speaking of them.”


“Strange how?” Yuri asked.


Vonis shook his head. “I can’t really explain it. Just odd tremors within Mindvoice.” He replied. “I am not as skilled in this area yet as you and father but I will try to be more attentive to this and give you a more complete description when I am able. Stealing an egg is more than likely out of the question however. They are guarded by three layers of security, to include elves and Spartans, and all of the females who carry eggs I have learned rarely leave the main island that they call home now. Once the eggs hatch, most of them go to the main caravan that the dragon leader uses.”

“How did you find all this out?” Yuri asked.

Vonis smiled. “I purchased an information brochure.” He answered. “Apparently the dragon leader, they call her The Elder Mother, has allowed very limited public access to their main island. Abducting one of the smaller dragons might be possible. I will look into it and let you know.”


Yuri nodded. “Very well. Watch yourself Vonis, I do not wish to have to tell father you are dead because you did something foolish. And continue your reports as usual.” Yuri said.


Vonis smiled. “That is not something I wish you to tell him either Yuri. I will be careful, have no doubts of that. Always.”


“Your next scheduled report is for two days. Discover what you can about what we discussed and then contact me. Robert and I will be at my mountain retreat then, but I will leave our personal transmission channel open.”

Vonis nodded. “I will speak to you in a few days then.”
ELEAR
ELF HOMEWORLD

ROYAL PALACE

“You should have contacted me Bella!” Dysea complained as she watched Isabella walk into the main living area of the palace carrying two mugs of tea. “If they have issued this Kill Order on you as you suspect, it was foolish to take them alone.”

They were both dressed very casually, having shared a full dinner already with Miai, and discussing the events of the day with each other. Dysea didn’t blink when the female vampire stepped in off the patio entrance from outside. She was dressed in a loose fitting dark tan shirt and pants, with a lighter tan jacket over that. Her dark brown hair fell just past her shoulders, framing very stunning features and lightly tanned skin. Her dark eyes glowed with intelligence and she almost glided across the room with controlled confidence and grace.

“I have to agree Lady Isabella.” The young woman replied.


Dysea looked at her and nodded. “See… even Marci agrees with me.”


Isabella laughed and handed the tea to Dysea before settling onto the couch next to her as Marci took the smaller couch across from them.


Marci had the distinction of being one of only three pureblood vampires that were even more skilled than Isabella, and not just in the fighting arts. She was still a relatively young nine hundred and forty years old, but her ability to blend in and not be seen was unrivaled. Isabella had brought her and the three others, all male vampires, to Martin’s attention just before the birth of Androcles. Marci alone had the distinction of getting closer to Martin Leonidas without him sensing her than any other outside of Aricia. This skill he rapidly recognized and was now using. Marci traveled with Isabella and Dysea wherever they went, free to roam around at will and use her skills in however she deemed appropriate in order to gather intelligence and protect Dysea and Isabella. Though Isabella had protested at first, Martin had been adamant that Marci and the three males report only to him and take their instructions only from him. It took any semblance of responsibility for actions he might order away from them, and kept them free of suspicion.

“I was not alone. I had Lexi with me, who I might add, I feel completely comfortable with.” Isabella answered. “Once I determined the three vampires I saw were not going to intervene, I knew Lexi and I could handle a pair of Kochab Bounty Hunters.”


“But to be able to afford them is another matter.” Marci spoke. “I believe it is safe to assume that your father now deems you too dangerous to live. And by virtue of that, Dysea as well.”


Isabella nodded. “Oh I don’t doubt that.” She spoke. “Especially now that I have decided to officially take on a more active role as Queen.”


Dysea looked at her, emerald eyes growing wide. “You have decided?” She gasped.


Isabella nodded with a smile. “Yes. Today’s events made me see that this is where I truly belong. With you Dysea… with Martin. This is where destiny has brought me, and I intend to fully embrace that.”


Dysea leaned over quickly, oblivious to the fact that Marci was watching, and laid a searing kiss of pleasures to come on Isabella right there on the couch. A kiss that Isabella did not hesitate to return to her with equal feeling. Dysea gazed at her with passion filled eyes as they parted, and Isabella stroked her cheek lovingly.

“First however, we need to deal with what we have discovered today from Arzoal, and determine the best course of action.” Isabella spoke.


Dysea leaned back reluctantly but nodded. “Yes we do.”


They all heard the heavy thump outside, and then Iriral’s body was filling the doorway as she entered the room from her pen atop the palace. The elves had enlarged the doors into the palace enough for Torma’s bulk to enter when he was here, and Iriral was no where as large as he was. She walked in casually and settled her bulk to the floor near the couch her intelligent green eyes waiting.


“Iriral and I talked of this development on the return flight from Dragon Island. And she was able to share with me quite a bit of the history she learned from Arzoal as a child on this Artre.” Dysea said. “We determined that if this is indeed a cult that worships him and they have returned to Elear, we must discover what it is they intend and stop them. Among the foremost reasons why, is to keep the secret of the elves and dragons for as long as we can. At least until Arzoal and Nauta Melme deem it no longer feasible to do. I can tell you he will not be happy about this Kill Order.”

Isabella looked at the massive head of the dragon that she now considered a friend and confidant. “I think Iriral will agree with me when I say that is secondary to this possible cult we have forming.”


Iriral nodded. As much as it pains me to say… yes. She answered. I believe that Isabella is in no real danger when she is among us… and we can limit her exposure if need be, but the possibility of what this cult could do is potentially more devastating.


Dysea nodded slowly, though it left a bad taste in her mouth to agree. She knew what Bella was capable of, and though she loved her almost as much as she loved Martin, Iriral was right. “I agree.” She spoke slowly. “I don’t have to like it… but I agree.”


“Then I suggest we do not tell King Leonidas of this development until we have positive proof of the Coven’s intent.” Marci spoke. “I will not report to him what has happened because like you, I know what he will do.”


Isabella nodded. “He will descend on this world with thousands of Spartans until every assassin or Bounty Hunter that may be here is dead.”


Marci chuckled softly. “He is brutally efficient in that regard when he is protecting what he loves.” She said with some pride in her voice.

Iriral nodded. Subtlety is a skill he allows to slip away when it concerns matters of the heart. As does Aricia and Anja, and you know they will be with him.

Dysea smiled. “Very well… the Kill Order issue will remain with us then.” She spoke. “Marci I know you take your instructions from Nauta Melme… but I will need you to use your skills to find out how many vampire agents may be hiding on Elear.”


Marci nodded quickly. “I will tell him I am simply following up my primary objective which is to safeguard the two of you. He will not question how I do that. He never does.”


“I still believe we should visit this temple sight first.” Dysea said. “Speak with the Holy Ones who maintain it, see if we can discover anything before we move to Wainn for this official visit.”


“I have arranged with Lexi to have an entire Mora on standby alert from the moment we enter Wainn.” Isabella spoke. “Religious cults are notoriously unpredictable, and I want to be able to respond quickly should anything happen.”


Dysea nodded. “I have sent Miai back to NORMYA’S LIGHT for the evening to immerse herself in the history pads Alocgeid and L’tian gave us, as well as what Arzoal relayed to us here after we left her home. Her gift of her memory could well come in handy during this visit.” She looked at Marci. “I want her protected Marci. Can you arrange that?”

“That would depend on how much you want her protected Milady.” Marci answered.


“What do you mean?” Dysea asked. “She is my aide… and she is becoming like a surrogate child to Bella and I in many ways.”


Marci nodded. “Yes… I have noticed that both of you tend to be protective of her.”


“She was instrumental in helping us discover what we did during the debacle with Chetak.” Isabella spoke. “She is also very naïve in many respects as well. She was used by the Coven just as many were, only in a different way.”

“Then I will tell you she has shown an interest in someone on NORMYA’S LIGHT.” Marci spoke. “Two someone’s actually. They are twins.”


Dysea and Isabella both leaned forward. “Twins?” Dysea asked.


Marci nodded. “They are transfers from General Vengal’s unit of Drow scouts. They are part of the original group of half Drow half Vampire elves that first joined King Leonidas on Earth. They requested a transfer to an Intelligence posting, and to be perfectly honest, in my experience they could well turn out to be two of the best agents we have.”


“We did not know this.” Isabella stated.


Marci smiled. “And you probably would not have known had I not told you. Miai is aware of how you regard her, no matter how much the two of you try to hide it. And she is an exceptionally intelligent young woman. She has not told you about them for fear you will chase them away.”


“What of these Drow?” Dysea asked quickly.


“They are unique.” Marci spoke. “The Coven experiments on them forged a unique bond between them, and they speak with one voice. If one feels pain, the other feels pain, and vice versa. They are attracted to her… as most young men are… but not just because she is beautiful. They know how you regard her… and they have actually spent many hours with her in the library on NORMYA’S LIGHT helping her to enhance this memory skill she has. I believe they would be an excellent choice for Miai if you wish to protect her. Their interest in her is more than just physical from what I have witnessed and heard.”


Dysea looked at Isabella for a long moment. We can’t protect her forever Bella. She spoke within Mindvoice.


I trust Marci Dysea. If she believes these two will provide her the protection she needs than I say we let them and see where their relationship takes them. If anywhere. Isabella spoke.


Dysea nodded and turned back to Marci. “Make it so Marci.” She said. “As long as they know, Miai’s safety is their first priority.”


Marci got to her feet. “I will advise them as soon as I return to the ship. I will meet with you both before you depart for the temple site tomorrow afternoon.” She spoke before bowing her head and moving through the balcony doors Iriral had come through.


Dysea turned to Iriral. “Why don’t you fill us in on everything Arzoal told you and then the three of us will come up with a way to discover what this cult is up too.”

APO PRIME
ISLAND PALACE

Her last trip to this planet had nearly resulted in her being captured and tossed into a very dark prison cell. She had been smuggling black market weapons at that time, and the Spartan authorities had discovered her contact and point of sale. She had only escaped due to her piloting skills, which allowed her to shadow a larger Lycavorian cruiser as it took to orbit. Once past the defensive platforms she had been able to make her way free, but it had been a very nerve wracking six hours.

They had returned yesterday afternoon, coming directly here to this large lake island that was two kilometers from the actual main estate. The island itself was huge in its own right, but the home they had come to was in no way what Sangria had expected of a royal palace. Yes it was massive, three floors of massive, with the towering hundred meter high cathedral main entrance accenting who lived here. The room she had been given was huge, with a balcony that overlooked the glass like surface of the lake, and as she stood now with the mug of coffee letting her sea green eyes take in the terrain all around, she noticed what appeared to be a huge rock cave not too far away. There were worn paths heading off in every direction through the thick timber, and it took her only a moment to figure out that this was a palace of Lycavorians. They most likely ran through the forests surrounding the palace as wolves.


As if to punctuate that thought she turned as movement below her caught her keen eye and she looked down, her eyes opening wider as she saw the giant black wolf appear from the edge of the timber. It was the first time she had seen Martin in wolf form, and to say he was impressive was an understatement Sangria did not want to make. Looking at him, his overall size, which was massive, and the muscles that rippled beneath that night black fur, he was down right frightening. Playfully nipping on his heels was the Persian red haired wolf that was much smaller than him, but still muscular and a good sized wolf as the Spartans she had seen so far in her life were. Sangria knew right away who it was, and she watched fascinated as Anja moved up next to Martin and nuzzled his throat with her head, her tongue flicking out to lick the shiny black hair under his muzzle. He was twice her size, and much more thickly muscled, and he lowered his head to return the licks, his long wolf tongue bathing her muzzle in gentle caresses and going to lick the back of her neck and her flanks. Even from this distance and height above them Sangria could see Anja’s long tail twitching in delight at Martin’s attentions to her.

Anja had left with him the evening before, Sangria watching as they shifted into wolf form and disappeared into the timber, and she wondered if they were just returning. She remembered his words to her on the ship, and she was torn between what she should do. She had never trusted anyone in her life, and that is why she had lived as long as she had, yet these people trusted each other completely. They were so relaxed with each other, so completely open. Anja had given her a tour of the palace and the grounds when they had arrived yesterday, the Spartan Belen always coming into sight and disappearing again just when you thought he had left them alone. Anja had shown her the inside of the immense dragon cave where she had seen three dragon hatchlings under the tutelage of their newly returned parents as they learned how to fly. She found it odd initially that the only way to the island was by flying on a dragon, something she had refused to do upon arriving. She had taken a water Lifter from the small pier with the second Hadarian that always seemed to be in her sister’s company. The dark haired Seanna was quiet and did not speak to her other than to answer a few questions. Sangria had seen Anja and Seanna holding hands on the ship, even sharing a passionate kiss when the two of them thought they were alone, and it was then that she realized this was her sister’s lover. It was difficult to get her mind wrapped around everything, and even three days later, she was still shocked at what she had so far discovered. 


This King Leonidas was the center of it all Sangria knew. Her sister, the elf female and this Aricia all shared the same room and the same bed in the palace and on the ship. Seanna also stayed in the room with them, but she didn’t know if the reserved Hadarian actually shared a bed with the others. This was common knowledge among everyone it seemed, and when she had gone to their double stateroom on the ship the morning before to meet them for breakfast, she found everyone moving around in various states of dress without the slightest sign of embarrassment. Sangria discovered that the King and Aricia had a child, a very active young boy who everyone regarded as their child, and at dinner the night before she had watched as Anja, For’mya and Aricia had passed the baby back and forth as the evening progress, almost as if they were all his mother.  


The palace itself was well defended she knew, even if the majority of the defenses could not be seen. There was a smaller building hidden by trees several hundred meters from the main house, and she discovered this is where the contingent of Spartans stayed. Aricia’s mother had a small apartment connected to the palace and had free reign to go anywhere, since it was she who happily cared for her grandson and the dragon hatchlings while Aricia and Martin were gone with Torma and Isheeni. Dasha was furiously protective of both her grandson and the hatchlings, and if you came to the island while the King and Queen were gone and she did not know you, the Spartan security force was quickly descending upon whoever dared show up.

“They like to run in the mornings.” The female voice spoke softly from behind her. “Aricia goes with them if Androcles has not yet woken up.”


Sangria turned quickly, almost spilling her coffee, and she saw the female elf behind her dressed in a thin, practically see through robe, her golden hair wild and flowing around her shoulders, a mug of steaming tea in her delicate hands. “How did you…?”

For’mya motioned with her eyes. “You left your door open when you returned with your coffee.” She said. “I thought perhaps you needed something.”


“Do… do all your guests get free reign when they are here?” Sangria asked.


For’mya smiled. “No… guests stay at the main palace estate on the main land, not here on the island. You are not a guest however, you are family. That is different.” She answered. “All of our family stays here on the island.”


Sangria looked at her. “All of them?”


For’mya laughed softly. “We’ve only had everyone here once before, and that was when we returned from Earth after Androcles was born. It was quite the event, everyone at the breakfast table in the morning. There had to be forty of us, including my father and mother, and all but one of Martin’s half brothers and sisters. The laughter of children filled the grounds.”

“Does she always stay here?” Sangria asked.


“She splits time between here and Hadaria, but she spends most of her time here yes.” For’mya answered. “As does Dysea and Isabella. They are on Elear right now conducting business. There are palaces on each of these worlds, and we spend as much time together as schedules and such permit, but this place is where we are truly at peace. Here and in Sparta on Earth. Sparta is our retreat, our safe haven from reality in a way.”


“And you?”


“I am the Bound Concubine to the King and Queen. This is my home. Wherever they are is my home.” For’mya replied easily. “This is where I belong, where I was always meant to be. I couldn’t imagine myself anywhere else now.”


Sangria turned quickly at the two soft popping sounds and the flashes of silver/white light and she saw Martin and Anja pulling on the clothes they had left by the edge of the timber before moving into the palace below them. “I’ve… I’ve never had a family.” She said softly.


“You do now Sivana.” For’mya spoke.


She turned and looked at her. “Why do all of you insist on calling me that?” She asked.


“That is your name.” For’mya spoke holding up her hand quickly before Sangria could make a retort. “Let me finish.” She said softly. “Your life as a smuggler is over Sivana, you must realize that. Martin Leonidas will keep his promise to you; he has never broken a promise to anyone in his life.”


“You… you know about that?” Sivana asked surprised.


For’mya nodded. “There is precious little Martin keeps from us.” She said. “You must understand that your life as a smuggler or whatever you referred to yourself as, that life is over no matter how you look at it.” She continued. “You can not go into the Wilds anymore. After our actions at Gellen Station there are very few places you will be welcome. And the High Coven would pick you up the moment they discovered you had come back into the Wilds and unfortunately you would be dead within hours if that happened.”

“Why is finding this girl so important?” Sivana asked.


“Lisisa is Martin’s daughter. He told you that.” For’mya said. “Would you not want to do anything you could do to find a lost child?”


“He said she’s a hybrid.”


For’mya nodded. “Yes… the perfect merging of vampire and wolf.” She said. “The Coven wants to use her DNA and genes to improve their clone troops; at least that is what we believe. They will get what they need from her and then kill her.”


“What does he want with her?” 


“She is his daughter, no matter the blood.” For’mya said. “You will find that Martin Leonidas is very family oriented. I believe it stems from having his childhood ripped from him, his father and grandfather killed, his mother lost to him for three millennia. There are few he considers family, those you met originally, Daniel Simpson and his mates. Yuriko. They are part of his family, as Martin sees it. And he is obsessively protective of his family.”

“What does that make me?”


For’mya stepped closer. “You Sivana, you are the twin sister to one of his Queens. The Queen who has known him longer than anyone and perhaps secretly the one he cherishes most of all after Aricia.”

“That doesn’t seem to bother you.” Sivana spoke.

For’mya shook her head. “Why should it? He loves us all… and we all love him and hold pieces of his heart.”

“It’s just… it’s just hard to imagine.” Sivana spoke.

“You are a Princess of Hadaria by the same birth right that makes Anja Queen. The moment your existence became known to us you became part of his family. Why do you think we went to such risk to retrieve you? He violated seven Galactic Commerce Laws, established with the nine other free empires not under High Coven control or influence by sending a warship into the Wilds. Our DTs… we call them Dragon Transports… they are considered warships. His actions also violated three treaty stipulations with the Bontawillian Alliance which he will now have to smooth over by his actions.”

Sivana looked at her. “The Bontawillian aren’t going to be happy about that.” She said. “They do a lot of business in the Wilds.”

For’mya nodded. “No they will not… but now you are becoming aware of just what he risked, what Anja risked by coming to get you. Anja brought you here to Apo Prime first, to avoid having you exposed to what family you do have that remains on Hadaria. I believe your great grandfather Fuleos will be arriving today, but she is shielding you as best as she can from the others to give you time to adjust. The Hadarian Ministry is screaming to see you, because only you and Anja have the unique ability to draw from life all around you to power your healing gift. She is protecting you from a world you are not accustomed too, and trying to give you the time you need to make a decision.”


“What decision?” Sivana asked.


“She has cried herself to sleep in Martin, Aricia and my arms the last two nights over the life that fate forced you to endure. She blames herself in some fashion for this. She is angry that she was born first and not you.” For’mya spoke softly. “Angry that she had a sister she never knew, angry because of what has been lost between you and her. What you could have had. She is a hard individual outwardly Sivana, when she needs to be. She can be just as utterly obstinate and violent as Martin at times, but she is one of the most compassionate people I have ever met in my lifetime. Most of all she is angry because fate may take you away from her once again because of the life you have endured.”


“Because of what he offered me?” Sivana asked surprised.


For’mya nodded. “Yes. She understands and agrees with what Martin offered you, but she is terrified you will accept that offer and she will never see you again. Never have the chance to truly know her sister.”


“He won’t do what he said he would do.” Sivana dismissed For’mya. “I may be many things, but I am not stupid. He’s not going to just give me one of those ships no matter what he says.”


For’mya didn’t take offense and simply smiled. “Come with me for a moment.” She said.


Sivana followed her into the large stateroom and watched as she went straight to the holo imaging transmission disc. She keyed in several buttons on the panel on the wall and the disc on the floor came alive with the figure of an older Lycavorian in coveralls.


“Commander For’mya!” The Lycavorian exclaimed with a friendly smile. “I was going to contact you this afternoon. I was able to finish that plasma reroute that you started. I’m having all the other DTs tweaked in the same manner. It provides you an additional eighteen percent of power.”


For’mya smiled and nodded. “I trust you will do your usual outstanding work Chief. I’m contacting you to inquire about the ship that the King ordered.”


The Chief nodded in the transmission. “He changed the instructions from an AT to a DT, but we are almost done. We’ve striped all the sensitive military data cores and codes from it, and replaced them with the most advanced civilian style with updated charts and Jump Gate coordinates. The weapons, shields and engines are all brand spanking new, and the Shroud is in perfect condition. I uploaded over a thousand transponder codes, just as he asked, and it has three months worth of rations loaded on it now. She’s carrying a full weapons load as well. We have some minor things left to do, but I’ll deliver it to the island tomorrow as he wanted.”


For’mya nodded. “Thank you Chief.” She said. “Do not worry about delivering it. I will come tomorrow and pick it up myself.”


The man nodded. “She’ll be ready.” He spoke.


For’mya turned to Sivana as the transmission faded and she smiled at the expression on her face. “I told you… he does not make promises unless he intends to keep them. Yuriko has told me of your advanced piloting skills and you will have no trouble flying the DT. They are really no different than our STRIKER ATs, only constructed a little bigger to carry a dragon, rider and pilot.”

“This is all quite a lot to take in.” Sivana spoke. 


For’mya nodded. “I’m sure it is.” She said. “Perhaps you should try letting someone inside that wall you have built. You might be surprised.” For’mya sipped her tea. “We usually eat breakfast in an hour, and then he will be in his office for most of the day getting reports and playing with his son. Aricia and I are going into the city to do some shopping. It is her mother’s birthing day next week and she wants to get her something different. Anja will be in her office at the main estate with Martin I’m sure. They will complain endlessly about politics and having to deal with anything diplomatic. It’s actually quite humorous to listen too, the two of them together when they complain.”


“He’ll just let me go?” Sivana asked stunned.


For’mya smiled and nodded her head. “If that is your wish, yes.” She said. “Join us for breakfast… the Oracle Helen is an incredible cook, and when Martin helps her they actually sing in the kitchen. That is the fun part.”


Sivana couldn’t help but laugh at the picture in her head of the big bad Lycavorian King singing in the kitchen. “That might be something I need to see.” She said.


For’mya nodded. “Good. I’ll see you there.”

MAIN PALACE ESTATE ON MAINLAND

“She is bigger than Aelnala sire, but as a pair they are inexperienced together. She’s faster but we have a tighter turn radius and our ceiling is much higher than theirs.” Isra was speaking in the transmission. “Of course we don’t know how long they have been together or how far they can advance either.”

Martin sat on the couch in his office, Andreus in one of the chairs next to the couch, General Vistr and Admiral Riall also sitting on one of the other couches, Deia between them. Thr’won occupied the couch next to Martin. The transmission disc was centered between the pieces of furniture so that everyone could see it easily.


“You’ve secured the Administrators Commander?” Deia asked quickly.


Isra nodded. “Tarifa and Aihola are with me and General Lynwe has Administrator Selene covered like a blanket. She is already complaining she is bumping into security no matter where she turns.”


Martin grinned. “I bet I know what Lynwe told her.” He said.


Isra smiled within the transmission. “I won’t repeat it Milord.” He said. “Tarifa and Aihola are not happy either, but they were with me when we encountered this strange dragon and rider and they saw what we faced. They understand.”


“And you are sure about these creatures?” Martin asked.


Isra nodded again. “I double checked the data banks. These are the same creatures that you fought in the tunnel Martin. I thought I recognized them from the memory pads you entered into the archives, and after checking the files and conferring with Cody in Sparta, I knew I was right. He was with you that day, and he is even now coming from Sparta with an entire Mora of Centurions. They will enter the tunnel where you exited with Daniel and Anuk fourteen months ago and begin sweeping the entire system.”


“How many did you see?” Martin asked.


“I saw only three personally, but Lohana is certain she saw at least a dozen more.” Isra answered. “They call you Black Hair sire.”


“Yeah well I’m sure that’s not all they call me.” Martin spoke getting to his feet. “They were controlling Androcles with their minds somehow, forcing him to kill and maim for them. He was not a weak Mindvoicer was he Thr’won?”

The Elf Mage from Sparta who had been turned so long ago shook her head, her sky blue eyes alert. “I inquired of Panos last evening when we spoke. Androcles was considered a Tier Three Mindvoicer sire. Since the Oracle has returned to us she has reclassified everyone into the Tier Levels used in Sparta.” Thr’won answered. “Panos also said Androcles was very strong willed to begin with. I did not have direct contact with him except for a few short moments, but for them to have controlled him in such a manner…?” Thr’won shook her head. “It implies Mindvoice abilities above average.”


“Isra… Walter is preparing a ship for return to Earth with Thr’won.” Martin spoke. “She has learned a lot in a year here with Helen, and she was also working with others on these murders for you correct?”


Isra nodded. “Yes sire.”


“She’s returning to Sparta with everything she has learned up until now, which is considerable to say the least.” Martin spoke. “Androcles was Walter’s brother, and once he found out these creatures that defiled his brother were involved he demanded I send him as well. What else do you need brother?”


“Sire… Aelnala and I agree we can not match this pair head to head. We will have to resort to more unorthodox methods. We have the advantage in our ceiling height and turning radius, and our experience together should be enough to avoid a full confrontation. We have devised a way to use this effectively, at least for a time.” Isra looked at him in the transmission. “Another Bonded Pair if one is available sire, preferably a Firespitter or Hybrid. That is what we need.”

Martin returned to his seat and leaned back on the couch and gazed at the transmission, his mind going over all of his options, and not really liking any of them. He smelled her before anyone because she was his soulmate, and with her was the scent of sweet orchids. Aricia and For’mya were returning from their shopping trip. Martin turned and looked at Andreus.


[Mindvoice Shielded] You are her brother Andreus.

Andreus nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] And you are her soulmate Martin. Behind you, there are none more powerful than she and Isheeni. The drop in skill level after you and my sister is dramatic to Isra and me.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Not as much as you might think Andreus.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Do you still fear for her Martin? Even now, knowing what the two of you mean to each other? What you have been through together. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] No. Martin answered without question. We are strongest when we are together, but I know there are times when we will need to be apart. At least for short periods of time.


Andreus nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] And so does Aricia. She has become so much like you sire, even our mother sees this. And if she discovered this opportunity arose and you refused to allow her and Isheeni to go, she would be very angry with you. Both of them would. You once told me all of you swore to each other never to put any of them above the whole. 


[Mindvoice Shielded] We did.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Aricia and Isheeni can be there in days. If we had to turn another Bonded Pair around it would take weeks. They can do this and you know it. Andreus said.


Martin turned when he felt Aricia enter the room quietly. They could always tell when the other was having a private conversation, and her azure blue eyes went right to where he sat, full of questions. For’mya stood beside her, their arms empty of the gifts they had bought. Martin turned back to Isra in the transmission.


“Isra… I have no Bonded Pairs that can turn around and make it to Earth to be with you in less than three weeks, more than likely four or five. They have spread to the edges of the Union, and only report back weekly.” Martin said quickly, seeing Isra’s head drop knowingly. “Aricia and Isheeni can be to Earth in four, possibly five days if they leave tonight with Walter and Thr’won.”


Martin saw Isra’s head come up beaming in a smile, and Aricia’s azure blue eyes shone with love and devotion as she looked at him.

“Sire… that would be… that would be outstanding!” Isra spoke quickly. “With Isheeni’s speed and her ability to control her flame, and Queen Aricia’s Mindvoice powers, that would more than level the playing field.”


Martin nodded and got to his feet. “Then until they arrive find out what you can about these creatures and the humans helping them.” He said. “If they were able to control Androcles in such a way, they are not to be taken lightly. And neither are the humans who work with them.”


Isra nodded. “I understand sire.”


“And Isra…” Martin looked at the transmission. “Do not deal with them kindly.” He spoke in a cold tone of voice. “They are targeting those I consider family, and I don’t like that.”


“No Milord… neither do I.” Isra spoke.


“Aricia will make contact with you when they are enroute to Earth later tonight.” Martin spoke. “Tur anzen aur Rotona Fervan.” (Be safe my Bounded Brother)

Isra bowed his head. “Mornar forn aur Revik.” He answered. (And you my King)


The transmission faded from view and Martin looked at those gathered in the room with him. “We’ve been at it for four hours folks. I need to speak with Aricia and then Anja and I need to make the next contact alone. Can we finish this tomorrow?”


There were no questions as they got to their feet. Deia stepped up to Martin and met his gaze. “It is a good choice sire.” She said softly so only he could hear. “She is more than capable and you should have no fears.”

Martin nodded and leaned over to kiss Deia on the cheek. “We will need to meet with the Bontawillian Ambassador tomorrow morning.” He said. “I don’t want to let that go too long before we smooth things over with them.”


Deia nodded. “I’ll arrange it.” She spoke. “Be careful when you and Anja are making that last transmission. It will probably be monitored on the other end.”


Martin nodded. “That’s why I had you tell Armetus to stand by with his jammers.”


Deia nodded and touched his arm. “I’ll see you in the morning.”  


Martin waited until Deia had walked out before turning to look at Aricia. She stepped up to him quickly and embraced him tightly, stretching up on her toes to kiss him while For’mya watched with a smile.

“Isheeni and I were beginning to think you and Torma were shielding us.” Aricia said playfully.


Martin shook his head and ran his fingers over her cheek, watching her eyes close for a moment. “No… that is not something we will ever do.” He said softly. “Besides… the two of you would find a way around it anyway.”


Aricia laughed and squeezed him. “Yes we would.” She spoke.


“The four of you have trained together before, and Aelnala and Isheeni were a good pairing. You and Isra work in tandem, and don’t try and take on this dragon alone.” Martin spoke. “Your primary mission is to find out all you can while protecting Tarifa and the others.”


Aricia nodded. “I know.” She said. “You have taught me much Beloved. I will not be reckless. We will not be reckless, at least not to the point of ignorance.”


Martin laughed and lifted her into his arms kissing her hard. Aricia pressed her body tightly against his and relished in the feel of his arms around her. After a long moment they parted and stared at each other.


“For’mya… I want you to pick our second best DT flight crew to go with her and Isheeni.” Martin spoke. “You and Endith will be needed with Anja and I.”


For’mya nodded quickly and turned to exit the office quickly. Martin set Aricia down and took her face in his hands. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] I love you Aricia. You are my soul.

[Mindvoice Shielded] And you are my heart. She reached up and took his face in her hands as well. We will only do what we need to do until you and Torma arrive. I am not foolish enough to think we can defeat this dragon alone if what Isra says is true. And we have many more children to have Beloved.


Martin chuckled. [Mindvoice Shielded] Yes we do. And I will enjoy making those children.


Aricia kissed him. [Mindvoice Shielded] Not more than I will. She spoke before turning quickly and heading out of the office. I will contact you tonight Beloved.


Martin watched her walk out and he smiled to himself. He moved across his office to the single door and passed his hand over it. It slid open and he moved the three meters between doors, his hand wave opening the second door and he entered Anja’s office. Each of them had offices on the main floor here, and all of them were connected in this fashion. Anja looked over from the small transmission disc she was speaking to and Martin saw the image of her Aunt. He remained silent as he went to the small counter and poured himself a fresh cup of coffee before taking the couch across from her desk.


Anja turned back to the transmission after flashing him a stunning smile and twinkle in her jade colored eyes. “I understand Aunt Ambra… truly I do… however I will not expose her to everything at once.”


“She is our family too Anja.” The woman spoke.


Anja nodded and Martin could see she was keeping a tight lid on her temper. “Yes she is, but she has experienced more than you know, and thrusting her into our world so quickly is a shock I do not want her to experience first.”


“She is a Hadarian Healer Anja, and like you, only she has the ability to draw from the very life around her to augment her power. We…”


“She is my sister!” Anja snapped now. “And like me, she is not some test subject! I did not allow myself to be poked and prodded to discover how that part of our DNA works, and I will not allow Sivana to be subjected to it either! And that is final! Why is it that only Eurin seems to understand this, and not even my own family will listen to me? She remains with me until Sivana deems it the right time to enter into the life she has waiting for her. You can come here to see her if you wish, but that is all I will allow. She will not return with me to Hadaria until she is ready.”


“All you will allow?” Ambra demanded. “You have no right to do that!”


“I have every right!” Anja barked.


“You spend more time there than you do here!” Ambra snapped. “Our people have accepted you are part wolf Anja, but that does not mean…”


Anja leaned forward in her chair. “Stop what you are going to say right there Aunt Ambra!” She growled. “You are about to cross the line into the area you don’t want to go. I already know what you think of me being mated to Martin, as well as my relationship with Seanna and Aricia and the others. And I’ve told you before; your opinion does not matter to me. You seem to be the only one who holds that opinion.”


“I am your mother’s sister!” Ambra snapped.


“Yes you are… but that does not give you the right to criticize me or my chosen path.” Anja said. “We have already been through this Ambra, why do you insist on making your opinions known to me when the Hadarian Council put all of these concerns to rest the last time I was there for my Ascension.”


“I did not agree with their decision.” Ambra spoke.


“You didn’t then and you don’t now have any say in the matter!” Anja snapped.


“I am still a member of the Royal family!” Ambra almost shouted.


“Yes you are… something you remind me of every time I speak with you.” Anja stated. “This conversation is over Aunt Ambra. You are welcome to come here and see Sivana, spend as much time with her as you wish, but I will not allow you to exercise any authority over her life. She will be given enough time to make her own decisions about her future! Not you.”


“And what if she decides to leave Apo Prime and continue the life of a smuggler and criminal?” Ambra demanded.


“It will be her decision!” Anja barked. “Enough… we are done. I have other matters that need my attention, and Martin is waiting for me!”

“He can wait!” Ambra hissed. “Your association with him… your relationship with him has changed you Anja.”

Anja shook her head. “No it hasn’t.” She answered. “You just haven’t taken the time to get to know me as you should have, before beginning to exert whatever illusion of control you think you have. Please make arrangements with my office here at the main Palace Estate if you decide to come here to see Sivana. Have a nice day Aunt Ambra.”

Anja touched the panel and the transmission vanished before her Aunt could continue the conversation. “Oh I so hate that woman!” Anja snapped. “She’s a controlling bitch! Even our grandfather can’t stand her, and he likes everyone.”

Martin smiled from his chair. “She always gets you worked up Anja, you know that. Why do you let her get you angry?” He said. 

Anja looked at him as he sat there gazing at her. “She just gets under my skin.”

Martin set aside his mug and got up to walk around her desk and lean against the edge looking at her in the chair. “Now tell me what’s really bothering you Anja.”

Anja got up out of her chair and moved to the large window that offered a view of one half of the multicolored flower gardens and the lake beyond them. “I have only just discovered her Marty, and I fear I will lose her again.”
Martin stepped up behind her and pulled her back against him, wrapping his arms around her upper body. She leaned into him without pause, relishing in the sensations his arms caused, as he released enough of his aura to surround her and he nuzzled the back of her neck lovingly. Anja’s eyes closed and she smiled as she pressed back against him.

“I don’t think she will make that decision Anja.” He spoke softly. “I truly think she is discovering for the first time that she is not locked into the life she was leading. That she can have more.”
“I hope so.” Anja said softly.

Martin leaned over even more and inhaled deeply of her honey like scent, feeling it fill him and detecting the sweetness of it even more now. Anja leaned back against him harder as he nuzzled her neck and brushed his lips across the back of her ear. “I am going to love you senseless tonight Anja.” He spoke softly in her ear.

Anja smiled at his words. “You always love me senseless Marty.” She said. “You’re just saying that now because I’ve come into phase so much sooner than anyone thought and you think you can have your way with me.” She turned quickly in his arms and looked up at him.

“I will have my way with you.” He told her confidently.

Anja grinned. “Me so horny!” She imitated the age old saying from their days as Navy SEALs on Earth, while she ground her hips against his.
Martin burst out laughing at her antics and pulled her close to him, feeling her arms wrap around his waist as she joined him in the laughter. Anja pushed her head against his chest as his arms tightened around her.

“God I love you so much Martin.” She said softly.

“I love you just as much Anja.” He told her as his fingers stroked her thick Persian red hair. “Never doubt that.”

Anja smiled and leaned back to look at him, her eyes smoldering with passion. “I think we should get this damn transmission over with so you can take me back to the island and show me just how much you love me.”

Martin smiled. “I like the sound of that!” He said.

EARTH

EDEN CITY AIRFIELD

“Is all this really necessary Isra?” Tarifa asked.

Isra turned to look at her and Aihola as he shifted something on the small map chart table he was leaning over. 


The STRIKER DT was now parked on the tarmac at the airfield, with an outer ring of Spartans and Dragoons patrolling a large circle of half a kilometer around the ship. They were only three hundred meters from the large secondary command bunker that was protected by heavy turrets and razor wire. The ramp of the DT was down, but Aelnala’s bulk rested at the bottom of the ramp, gnawing on another of the large bones that she always seemed to have a supply of. Isra had made it a point to purchase as many of the monstrous leg and thigh bones as he could before leaving Apo Prime. They came from a gigantic animal he had seen only once in his lifetime. A mammal similar to pictures he had seen in the history archives of the Wooly Mammoth from Earth’s long ago past. They were plentiful on one of the six frozen worlds within the Union, and had become a delicacy for all of the dragons of Mjolnir’s Hand.

“Yes.” He replied instantly. “Your apartment suite is too exposed. Even if Aelnala stayed on the top, this dragon and rider could hit us before we knew he was there.”


“You are so sure he will try?” Aihola asked.


Isra met her gaze. “I would.” He answered. “Now that we have discovered them, it would be pointless I think for him to keep killing unknown elves and leaving these messages carved into their flesh. We know they exist, and we know they are after the both of you. Aelnala and I can protect you better if we limit the exposure that you do have to danger.” 
“We will not be frightened into hiding like rats Isra!” Tarifa snapped stiffly.

“And I do not intend to let you go into hiding Tarifa. You and Aihola need to be seen, to show you are not afraid, but that does not mean we have to be foolish in our actions. You will conduct yourselves as you always do, we will just assume a more pro-active role in your security.” Isra explained to them.
“Staying here on your ship is hiding.” Aihola spoke sternly.

Isra shook his head. “No… it is smart. Lynwe has done the same with Selene. I have told you everything Martin and I discussed. These are the same creatures that took control of a strong minded Spartan and forced him to kill for them. They are not to be taken lightly, and it is obvious they hold a grudge against the King for his actions that day. The humans obviously do not appreciate your actions a year ago Tarifa. It is understandable they have forged an alliance of sorts. The question remains… who is this dragon and rider… how did they get here to earth… and are they under the control of these creatures. In order to discover all this I need you as well protected as is possible, and unfortunately now that a dragon is involved, that means you both remain within shouting distance of either myself of Aelnala. That means sleeping here on my ship, and limiting your exposure outside of your duties as Administrators of Earth. At least until Aricia arrives with Isheeni. Then we will be on more even footing.”

“I thought you said that this dragon is bigger than Aelnala.” Tarifa spoke. “We’ve seen Isheeni Isra, granted she is not much smaller than Aelnala, but how does that improve our chances? You said yourself that one on one only Martin and Torma could beat them.”

Isra nodded and smiled. “Isheeni and Aricia have been together longer than any Bonded Pair.” He spoke. “She is also the fastest dragon living right now. Aelnala is sure that this unknown Firespitter won’t be able to touch Isheeni in speed or maneuverability. She also holds the distinction of having the hottest and longest fire breathing ability of any Firespitter, not to mention she can project it much further than our unknown dragon. And next to Martin, you both know that Aricia is the most powerful Mindvoicer alive.”
“Your quarters are tiny Isra and there is only one bed.” Tarifa spoke softly. “We… we don’t want to…”
“Sleep without you.” Aihola finished the statement.

Isra looked at them both for a long moment, struggling to maintain his control. Even after an entire year of training and control, having both of them so close, and knowing that they desired him as much as he wanted them, it was testing the limits of his willpower. Tarifa had touched him five times since yesterday with her female aura, and though Aihola’s was considerably weaker due to her vampire blood, her own aura had hit him even more than that. His blood was burning for them badly, stronger even than when he and Tarifa were on the ship. The difference now was that he could sense it, feel it pulsing from the both of them for him. As strong an Alpha male as he was, even he would not be able to resist their auras for long.

Isra turned fully to face them, pulling them both into his embrace. He nuzzled their elfin ears quickly and firmly, and released just a tiny portion of his aura on them, feeling them clutch him tighter.

“I have waited over a year to feel you both in my arms.” Isra spoke softly. “I have dreamed of the night I make you mine Aihola. The night I have you both all to myself. As much… as much as I would like nothing better then to take you both right now, and make you sing my name to the stars, it would be foolish when there is such danger to you.” He looked at them, his violet eyes bright in the lighting inside the DT. “And your father would not approve.”

Tarifa and Aihola snorted. “To blazes with my father Isra! We… we love you! We want only you! I don’t care what my father thinks!” Tarifa spat.

Isra shook his head slowly. “No… you misunderstand. Your father will not keep me from making you both mine when that time comes, but your father is a great man Tarifa, and he has every right to feel as he does. He would not approve of me putting you in danger by… by dropping our guard right now.”

“Isra… he does not know what happened between you and I. He doesn’t know you nearly died protecting me.” Tarifa said. “Nya Istel and I… we never told him as we told my mother. I don’t…”

“We didn’t think it mattered.” Aihola finished squeezing Tarifa’s hand within hers in a show of love and support. “Until we were able to bury Dekton, it was not the first thing that we felt we needed to share with everyone. Once… once we finally let go of our past… it was too late. At least we thought it was.”
“He is doing what any father would do.” Isra spoke. “And I will not hold that against him in any way. Whether it is tomorrow, the next day, or next week, when the time is right we will be together. I have waited this long, I can wait a few more days.”
“What if we can’t?” Tarifa asked. “My… my blood burns for you Isra. And now… now all that I am burns for you, including my heart!”

“As does mine.” Aihola stated. “I should not… I should not feel it as I do. What I feel is not because Tarifa and I are so tightly bound together… this is different. This is stronger than anything I have ever felt, and it tells me I want you.”

“Why are you two making this so hard?” Isra asked with a grin, taking a deep breath and allowing their combined scents to flow through him. “I will not endanger my future with you… our future together, by surrendering to what my blood wants me too do. As does the King, I need to control my instincts at times. This is one of those times.”
Isra is right. Aelnala’s voice echoed in their heads and they turned to see her looking at them from the bottom of the ramp. You must restrain what you all want so passionately. At the very least until Aricia and Isheeni arrive to help us. Then… then I will personally smash all those who try to interrupt you. Now… now we must remain on our guard.

We… we are sorry Aelnala. Aihola spoke.

Aelnala shook her large head. What has happened was not done with malice, as I first thought Little One. It is I who should apologize to you and Tarifa. You are together now, as it should be. To insure that you are never separated again we must be vigilant for the time being. If you must… the grass in my pen is soft and warm. Sleep there and this way you can at least share each other’s warmth. I will stand guard this night.
Aelnala… Isra began to speak.

You have been away from each other for too long my Bonded Brother. Sleep with them in your arms, let the peace that brings you all ease the ache for each other, if only for a time. Aelnala spoke. I will be at this bone for at least five more hours, and then I will take to the sky for an hour or so. All of you need sleep… now go, and leave me to my snack.

Isra looked back at Tarifa and Aihola and smiled. I have learned not to argue with her over these last months. He spoke to them. He took their hands. And she is right. Come… we do need the sleep. You have meetings to attend tomorrow.


So wrapped up in themselves, and with the wind blowing up towards the cockpit, they didn’t see or hear Tareif on the short flight of steps that opened into the cockpit and was the secondary entrance to the DT. He had heard every word, and he slowly eased back from entering the cockpit and lowered himself back to the tarmac. He needed to speak with his friend now, to help him understand all that was happening. 
APO PRIME
30,000 FEET OVER THE ISLAND PALACE

How high have you gone Torma? Miath asked as he cruised above the huge body of Torma only five meters beneath him.

With the new armor Martin wore, we achieved seventy-three thousand feet. Torma answered, his golden eyes scanning the sky all around them. It was habit, even though no Lifter or flying craft was allowed within ten kilometers of the Island Palace.


We have only gone to thirty-nine thousand feet. Miath spoke his gray eyes falling on Torma and he admired the older dragon. Though he was only seven hundred and fifty odd years old, Torma was now considered the elder statesmen of Mjolnir’s Hand when it came to the dragons. He had finally stopped growing this past year, and he was now nearly sixteen meters in length and easily ten meters tall when he stretched upright. Miath felt miniscule compared to Torma.


Torma rolled over onto his back easily, gliding along his eyes settling on Miath. You have only been with Anja for a few months Miath. Do not forget that my friend. You will only continue to grow in strength and abilities as long as you are together. Do not rush what will come naturally Miath. Patience makes you wiser and stronger.


Miath nodded slowly. I will do nothing to endanger Anja. He spoke. She is the only one who has accepted me for who I am.


Disregard what others say Miath. Torma told him. Isheeni and I have been with you, trained with you. You grow by leaps and bounds young one, and it only makes the others jealous. You are the perfect match for Anja or the Elder Mother and Martin would never have approved your selection. You know this. Take pride in that.

Patience. Miath said.


Torma rolled back over and nodded his head, sweeping his wings several times before returning to glide. Patience Miath. You did well tonight. Very well. Your reach is growing, as is your firing time. You should be proud.


Miath snorted suddenly and Torma chuckled. You are still not able to block out her thoughts when she is gripped in passion?


Miath shook his head. Not when she drops her shields like this.

Martin tends to do that when he takes them. Torma spoke. It is stronger when he and Aricia are together, but with any of them I feel it. Anja is in her fertile phase now too, and it will always be stronger then. When we land I will teach you what I do to block it. Especially since Isheeni is not here.


And if she was here?


We would not be having this conversation Miath, and I would be with my mate soaring through the clouds. Torma answered with a laugh. No offense my friend.


Miath laughed as well. None taken. I look forward to when I am able to take a mate.


That day is not far off Miath. Choose wisely and insure she wants you just as badly as you want her. It is all the sweeter. Torma answered.


Do you worry for Isheeni?

Not as much as you might think. She has been bonded with Aricia even longer than I have been with the King. Torma answered. Like Martin and I, they think and act as one. She is fast and powerful. No… I have faith in her abilities and those of Aricia. They will look out for one another. And they will have Aelnala with them as well.


Miath’s wings fluttered slightly, a soft sound in the wind, but a sound Torma detected regardless. He smiled inwardly. So it is Aelnala you favor?


Her… her eyes are amazing. Miath spoke.


She is older than you and she is unable to carry eggs Miath. Torma spoke his voice neutral. She knows this. Why would you pursue her?


Do you not think she is worthy of a mate Torma? Miath asked in a somewhat defensive tone.


Torma shook his massive head quickly. You mistake my words for what they are not Miath. She is strong and proud, and she would be an excellent mate for any male. None have pursued her because of the fact she can not carry eggs. She has accepted this.


The Elder Mother says we should never give up on hope. She says hope is what brought the King and Aricia to Enurrua and saved us all. Miath spoke. She says there is hope in all that we do and wish for.

Torma lifted his wings a fraction and swooped up next to Miath, his golden eyes gazing at the younger dragon. Those are wise words Miath from one as young as you. Wise words indeed. When the time is right… and that is your decision my dragon brother, I will stand with you.


Miath’s gray eyes beamed at this knowledge and he bowed his head quickly. As he did, he spotted the tiny dot on the surface of the lake below them easily, even though they were flying at six kilometers above it.


Torma… I was not aware of any visitors to the island tonight. Miath spoke.


There were none scheduled. Dasha took Androcles into her apartment, For’mya and Sivana were still inspecting the STRIKER and Seanna is still at the main estate preparing for when we depart. Torma answered.


Then why is there…


Yes… I see it as well. The dark dot was closing on the island quickly.

It is not an official Water Lifter Torma, and they are heading for the opposite side of the estate’s harbor to land. Miath spoke.


Assassins! Torma gasped. It’s the only thing it could be! 

Here! Now!


It must be!

Anja! Miath called out loudly.


My King! Torma echoed as both dragons folded their wings and dove for the lake like plunging meteors.


Whatever moments they had shared in the last two years were quickly eclipsed by the intensity of their lovemaking on this night Anja decided.

They had escaped earlier in the evening, changing into wolf form and running through the dark timber to this point. Martin told her Aricia had insisted that he bring her here, and Anja now knew why. It was beautiful scenery, the cliffs overlooking the glass like surface of the lake. Anja had waited a long time for this moment to come. She had sensed when her body had fully completed the change to wolf, right down to the molecular level, for she could feel the new and improved sharpness of all of her wolf senses. As this week grew closer Anja could feel her blood calling out for Martin in a way it never had before, his mint scent more pungent in her nose, his presence alone enough to make her weak kneed. She had a similar effect on him as well, his nuzzles and kisses more alive and passionate, his aura wrapping around her tighter. Aricia and Dysea were the same, and with Dysea not far from coming into full phase they were affecting each other as well whenever they were together. Even Seanna had commented on how much more affectionate and sexual Anja had become, and she had basked in the attention Anja had given her in their times together.

The moment they had arrived here Anja was ready, her blood burning brightly for the man who held her heart. He had not wasted any time either, quickly lowering her to the soft grass beneath their feet, and lavishing kisses and licks across every portion of her heated body. The intensity of her first orgasm, only moments after coming here, had stolen her breath from her, and she knew it was only a preamble of things to come. 

Anja was also an Alpha female wolf, and customary to taking what she desired. At that moment she desired her mate, and after regaining control of her breathing, she had forced Martin to his back and using her own lips and tongue, nibbled and licked her way down to what she craved more than anything. As she wrapped her small hand around that thick, pulsing cock Anja displayed the nature of a female wolf.


The love of fresh meat.


She used only her lips, tongue and teeth to tantalize and tease Martin. As she licked his twelve inch cock with long laborious strokes of her tongue, nibbling the flared head gently, she could feel his aura pulsing outward, his chest heaving in exertion. She relished the power she had over his flesh at this point, and when his fingers entwined tightly in her thick red hair, Anja enveloped the large head of his cock and inhaled him completely. Martin’s eyes changed quickly, becoming yellow outlined in black, his fangs bursting forth from his gums as his thighs tightened and his legs went rigid. Anja hummed out her delight when her lips anchored securely around the base of his thick cock and she felt him swell in her velvety throat. And then she was savoring him as he erupted, his rippled abdomen clenching almost painfully as she drank down his passion with greedy abandon. 

Her eyes were teary when she finally released him, surprised that he had not softened within the grasp of her throat and lips, and he quickly rolled her over. Anja had no time to really think about what happened next as his lips covered hers, and she screamed out her pleasure as he impaled her with one breath stealing twelve inch plunge. She felt his male aura wrap around her completely, igniting small fires of passion throughout her entire body. It was hitting her stronger than it ever had before, rushing through her with molten waves of ecstasy, and as each powerful thrust into her plunged deep, she could do nothing but grip his shoulders and scream out her delight as one raging orgasm followed another, cascading upon themselves, leaving her seeing colors of every spectrum in her eyes at the complete rapture that ripped through her.  


Tears burst from her eyes as she felt him explode within her, his seed like liquid heat flooding deep inside her, and he didn’t stop. He didn’t let her come down. Aricia had shared with her once what it had felt like to experience his unshielded aura, and now Anja was experiencing it for herself as he possessed her in a way she never thought possible. Every touch of his fingers, every pulse of his heart Anja could feel. She would never take Aricia’s place as his soulmate and most cherished Queen, but Martin was making sure he let her know just how much he loved her nonetheless. 


He was boundless energy this night, claiming her in so many different positions and ways that Anja barely had time to register what they were before she was crying out in pleasure once more. It wasn’t long before they were both covered in a fine sheen of sweat, and amazingly Anja was not tired. She wanted more, desired more, and needed more.


And Martin gave her more.


Anja clutched his powerful back, her muscular legs wrapped around his driving hips, meeting his dominating thrusts with equal power and need. His lips had descended to her breasts, engulfing one of her steel hard nipples within their warmth, and Anja’s head tossed back, the veins in her neck bulging out as she screamed louder still. The titanic orgasm began in her belly and quickly overwhelmed all her senses, her toes curling and her nails digging into his back as she screamed. A scream that quickly became a howl, and was joined by the deeper howl as Martin threw his head back, his cock swelling inside her once more as he erupted in to her depths.

Anja thought for sure her heart would explode as he slowly lowered himself on top of her, his powerful chest crushing her firm breasts, his arms wrapping around her slowly. His head went to crook between her neck and shoulder, and he nibbled her skin gently, as her arms clutched his head tighter. She could feel his come still flooding her, his huge cock flexing deep inside her as it spilled into her depths. She felt completely sated, utterly fulfilled, just as Aricia had told her she would feel. The touch of his skin on hers caused little flutters of delight to course through her. Her black outlined jade green eyes gazed up and she finally noticed the moon had shifted considerably in the clear night sky. Surprise filtered through her as she realized he had been making love to her for three hours without pause, and this knowledge made her gasp and clutch him tighter.


Martin lifted his head and looked at her, making no move to extract himself from her embrace or release her from his. He reached up with his hand and brushed some sweat and stray strands of her hair from her cheek and he kissed her softly.

“Still with me?” He asked with a crooked grin.


“God… you are such a bad man.” Anja said blinking her eyes and looking at him with a loving smile.


“And you are incredible.” He said softly.


“Can we stay like this the rest of the night?” Anja asked. “With you wrapped inside me?”


“I like the sound of that.” He answered.


Anja moved a hand around and drew her thumb across his lips. “I so want to have your baby Martin.” She said. “I…”


Martin put his finger on her lips. “And you will Anja. Whether tonight, next week or next year. You will. And not just one.”


Anja grinned. “Is that a promise of more good times to come?”


“We are going to have a very long life together, all of us.” He said.


Anja squeezed her muscles, holding him tighter within her and he groaned in response. “We’d better Martin Leonidas.”


“You taste sweeter now that you are completely wolf.” He said with a smile, nuzzling her cheek.

“You’ve always tasted good to me.” Anja said in reply.


“We’ve come a long way from EDEN haven’t we?” He spoke softly.


Anja nodded. “Yes we have. And I don’t regret one single moment of it.” She answered quickly. “I would not be complete without those in my life now. You, Aricia, Dysea…”


“And Seanna.” He spoke.


Anja met his dark eyes as they had returned to normal now. “If it is possible to love someone as much as I love you, Seanna comes closest Marty. I still love Little Wolf and Dysea, and I do so enjoy my time with them… but Seanna is… I could not live without you or her in my life, as selfish as that may sound.”


Martin smiled. “You don’t think we know that Anja.” He said. “What you share and feel for Seanna; Aricia and For’mya now share with each other. Dysea and Isabella now share with each other. Let her know that Anja. You are wolf, and if anything she has shown she is strong enough to know that your affection with Aricia and Dysea is deep, and that you will share each other at times. But let Seanna know she is first in your heart among them. Let her know that it is she that holds you in her hand.”


“She feels that you will expect something of her that she is not ready to give.” Anja said tracing her finger along his lips. “I can smell it within her you know, the desire she has for you.”


Martin shook his head. “I will not lie to you… she is a desirable woman. But you know me Anja, and nothing will ever go in that direction unless it is something we all agree on. Do you wish me to talk with her?”


“It might make her feel more comfortable coming from you.” Anja said. “I know part of her is still very frightened of you.”


“And that I do not want.” Martin said. “You are mine Anja… you will always be mine. I will make Seanna understand that you belong to her as well. We are all pieces of a larger whole and there must be no doubts or questions between us.”


Anja smiled. “And to think I ever let you get away from me to begin with.” She said happily. “Man I must have really been brainless back then.”


Martin smiled. “I don’t have to say anything to that do I?”


Anja laughed. “You’d better not.” She exclaimed.


“We still have half the night left.” He spoke flexing his semi hard cock inside her. “Any thoughts on what we should do?” 


Anja groaned at this and her eyes smoldered with passion once more. “Well… I can think of several…”


Anja!


My King!


The voices of their dragons erupted into their minds loudly and clearly, and the tones of their voices made it clear something was wrong.

Torma! What is it?


Martin there are hired assassins on the island! Torma answered immediately. They have landed on the opposite side of the harbor and are moving towards the palace. 


I count ten of them! Miath echoed within the Mindvoice connection. 


Martin and Anja were quickly extracting themselves from each others grasp. 


I will destroy the Lifter they arrived on! Torma spoke.


They are after Sivana! Anja exclaimed. It has to be her!

Torma leave the Lifter! Martin ordered. Head for the palace! Sivana is with For’mya near the landing pad! We will meet you there! Go my friends!


In two silver/white flashes of light, Martin and Anja had changed into wolf form and were racing through the timber as fast as four legs could carry them. They didn’t need to look up to see the two black shadows alter course above them and dive for the palace lights.


“You seem very capable with the controls.” For’mya asked as they walked through the rear of the DT.

“I’ve been flying for a lot of years.” Sivana replied. “It sort of came naturally I guess.”


“Well… you will find this ship will do everything but fly itself for you.” For’mya spoke. “I can give you the clearances and codes to have it repaired at any number of facilities throughout the Union should the need arise.”


Sivana looked at her. “You make it sound like I have made my decision already.” 


For’mya met her gaze. “Have you?”


Sivana liked this elf female. She was blunt and honest, and she honestly seemed to care about what Sivana did. “I don’t know. This is all so new, so strange to me. And I find it hard to trust others after so long of not trusting anyone but myself.”


For’mya nodded and was about to say something when Martin’s voice exploded in her head.


For’mya! There are assassins on the island moving towards your location! Lock up the ship if you are still inside!


For’mya reached out and stopped Sivana as they reached the bottom of the ramp, her keen elf eyes, and the senses her relationship with Martin had enhanced over the last year suddenly screaming out in alarm.


“Too late!” She screamed shoving Sivana aside just as three Kochab Bounty Hunters burst from the nearby treeline and lifted their weapons to begin firing.


For’mya dove in the direction she had shoved Sivana, but even with her elfin reflexes it wasn’t fast enough as two projectile bullets punched into her side, and the short range blaster beam scorched her left shoulder. She cried out in pain and slumped to the deck of the DT, her blood rapidly pooling onto the metal decking.


Sivana looked up from where For’mya had shoved her body, her sea green eyes wide as she saw For’mya withering in pain on the ramp only a few meters away. Her eyes darted back and forth trying to remember where For’mya had said the weapons locker was. She winced as more rounds splattered against the armor of the DT, and she scrambled past For’mya up the ramp to the small locker. Her fingers were shaking so badly it took her three tries to enter the three digit code, and she practically tore the door open, her hand closing around the P190 just as her eyes detected movement at the end of the ramp.

Sivana whirled, tearing the 190 free of its clamps and dropping to one knee as she brought it up. There were two Bounty Hunters at the end of the ramp, both of them bringing their weapons to bear on For’mya who was trying to drag herself up the ramp. Sivana didn’t hesitate and triggered one five round burst. Her aim was precise and the Kochab Bounty Hunter’s chest blew apart as all five rounds struck him center mass, his body dancing backwards from the force of the energy of the rounds. As Sivana shifted aim to the second Hunter she saw his weapon already leveled at her and his finger tightening on the trigger. She was too slow Sivana thought, and the one thing that flashed in her mind at that point was not whether she should trust anyone, the thought that crossed her mind was whether she would ever see her sister again.

Sivana saw the spear head of the Nehtes burst from the Hunter’s neck in a shower of blood and flesh and her eyes grew wide as Belen’s muscular form ripped the Nehtes free and shoved the Hunter aside. He dropped into a crouch just as five other Hunter’s appeared in the small clearing of the landing pad, bringing his 190 up with lightning like reflexes, his eyes changed and his wolf fangs fully extended.

Belen never got the chance to pull the trigger on his weapon as the huge flash of black hair crossed into his view and with a savage growl of hatred and a silver/white flash of light Martin’s naked form slammed into the bodies of three Hunters. Another growl of utter rage made his eyes snap to the right and the Persian red fur suddenly became the naked body of Anja as her right foot slammed into the neck of the closest Hunter next to her.

Kochab Bounty Hunters were well trained and more than capable of taking care of themselves. Most of them were built like stocky Spartans with muscles and brains, and their natural skills at disappearing and subversion made them ideal assassins and Bounty Hunters. Their entire species lived and were bred for almost this one purpose. Trained from young ages at secret facilities to be assassins. They were also the most expensive to hire because they almost never failed to get their targets.
Anja’s kick staggered the Hunter, his weapon falling from suddenly limp hands as the force of the blow had temporarily deadened the nerves in his arms. He looked up, his eyes going wide as Anja’s hand was snapping forward, her fingers extended like a blade. He couldn’t dodge the blow, bent over as he was, and he felt almost no pain as the ridge hand chop crushed all the bones and tendons in his throat. As his hands reached for his ruined throat, he dropped to the cool earth, gagging and choking on his own blood. Anja barely paused in her movement, every one of her senses working in perfect unison and coordination. She snatched the second Hunter by his arm and shoulder, flipping him over with strength he didn’t think she possessed, his weapon flying from his hands. As he landed on his back, the air rushing out of his lungs, Anja brought all of her weight down on his chest in a knee drop that snapped his chest bones like paper. His eyes went wide in agony, pain lancing through his head as he brought his hands up to grab the female and throw her off him. 

Anja was no longer on top of his chest.

Sivana watched from the ramp as she slid closer to where For’mya had stopped moving, only her dark brown eyes opening and closing. She watched as her sister rolled off the Hunter’s chest as he tried to sit up, moved behind him with blinding speed, and with a vicious snarl on her face grabbed his jaw and the back of his ritual locks of hair. Anja twisted with all of her strength and the Hunter’s neck could be heard snapping in the night air. She kicked the body away from her, and oblivious to her nakedness made directly for the ramp.
Sivana watched her as she gingerly rolled For’mya over and inspected her wounds with a trained eye, placing her hands on her chest and side. Sivana was wide eyed as the soft white glow engulfed Anja’s hands and sent healing pulses throughout For’mya’s injured body. The sounds of physical combat drew her attention outside once more and her eyes went wide.

Martin stood naked in the center of three Hunters he had knocked over with his body tackle. He had one Hunter in front of him as a shield; his arm twisted cruelly behind his back, obviously broken in at least three places, and was using the Hunter’s own body as a battering ram. He shoved the Hunter forward into one of his comrades and followed the motion. His right arm whipped forward with eye popping speed and the thick forearm smashed into the face of the third Hunter who was just getting to his feet. The power of the blow snapped the Hunter’s neck like a dry wood, causing his body to flip three hundred and sixty degrees before coming to rest back on the ground with his head folded under his shoulders. With another silver flash of light Martin’s Shi Viska appeared and he rammed it forward in the blink of an eye, driving it deeply into the chest of the second Hunter, nearly cleaving the Kochab in two with the force of the blow. As he wrenched the shield free of the Hunter’s body, blood splashed onto Martin’s naked form, but he ignored it. He immediately leaped into a spinning front kick, his foot crunching into the square jaw of the Kochab Hunter, snapping his head around with incredible force. As the kick rotated him in mid air, Martin whipped his Shi Viska around with the speed of a striking pit viper and Sivana watched as the shield decapitated the Hunter like it was passing through butter.
Sivana watched in horrified shock as two glimmering silver diamonds formed at his fingertips and he rolled on the dirt coming to his feet and sending those diamond shaped projections of his mind sizzling into the night. Sivana heard two distinct thuds, and then the trumpeting roar of dragons.

Martin lifted his hand up, and she watched as a Kochab Hunter appeared above the treetops trapped in the grips of a TK projection He was already missing one leg from where the psychic diamond had removed it from his body, his eyes wife in pain and shock.

“Torma! Miath! Now!” He screamed.
Sivana watched as a thin roaring gout of flame stabbed out of the night sky above, and along with it a molten blast of superheated breath, and she watched in stunned silence as the Hunter’s body incinerated before her eyes. The smell of charred flesh filled the area quickly as Martin turned back to the DT ramp, breaking into a run.

He skidded to a halt next to For’mya, ignoring the fact that he was completely naked as he gathered her into his arms, Anja’s hands still on her chest. They could hear the alarms sounding all over the compound and estate grounds, and the shouts of Spartans as they began filling the palace itself and the area all around.

“Belen… the last one is alive!” Martin snapped looking at him. “Keep him that way!”

Belen scrambled to his feet. “Yes Milord.”

Martin looked at Anja. “Anja?”

“I’ve stopped the bleeding,” Anja spoke. “And knitted the wounds back together, but it hit an artery Martin. She lost so much blood internally before I got to her.”

“For’mya?” Martin spoke softly, his hands brushing her hair free of her eyes.

Martin looked into For’mya’s pale face, her eyes barely open, her lips stained with blood. She reached up slowly, her fingers touching his cheek. “I… I don’t want to… to leave you Martin Leonidas.” Her words came out weak and barely discernable. “Don’t… don’t let me… don’t let me die Martin.”
“Martin you have to bite her!” Anja snapped her eyes moist with tears now. “It’s the only thing that will make her system regenerate the blood faster than normal. Even her elf system can’t do that!”

Martin reached up and stroked For’mya’s cheek. “For’mya?”

“I am… I am not afraid anymore Martin.” For’mya whispered to him.

Martin didn’t hesitate then, lowering his face to her neck and extending his fangs to their full length. “I love you For’mya.” He whispered in her ear.

For’mya smiled and gripped his arms with what strength she had left. “I… I know.” She gasped. “I… I love… ahhhhhhh!” 

Martin bite down into the flesh of her neck, pulling her body tightly to his, holding her head in place with his hand as his fangs sank deeply into her skin. The virus carried in his salvia injected itself directly into For’mya’s blood stream from his bite and began to race through her system. Her eyes flew open wide as her blood burned in her veins, the sensations causing her to groan and grip Martin tighter, before blackness claimed her and she went limp in her arms.
Sivana watched as he withdrew his fangs from her neck, her blood staining his lips. His tongue caressed the two puncture marks like a vampire would do, and he watched as the wounds began to slowly heal, much slower than normal. 

Anja reached out and touched his arm. “Martin… she lost a lot of blood. We won’t know if the change will take effect for some time. Take her upstairs to our room.”

Martin gathered her easily into his arms and got to his feet, moving for the palace as Spartans began to swarm the area. Anja got up and looked at Sivana, moving to her now, taking her hands and pulling her up.

“Sivana… are you alright?” Anja asked urgently.

Sivana nodded quickly. “She… she saved me.” She gasped. “She pushed me out of the way.”

Anja looked at Sivana intently, her jade eyes inspecting her sister’s body for any injuries. Sivana saw this and nodded her head again. “I am not hurt.” She said. “Anja… I’m not hurt sister!”
Anja’s eyes grew wide at Sivana’s words. “You… you called me… you called me sister.” She gasped.

Sivana met her eyes. “Do you always stand naked in the night after someone has tried to kill us and want to carry on a conversation?” Sivana exclaimed.

She turned quickly and went to the cabinet where she had gotten the P190 and grabbed the blanket. She shook it open and draped it over Anja’s shoulders just as two senior Spartans came up the ramp, looking at the blood.

“My Queen… we have secured the compound! Belen has taken the surviving Hunter into custody. We will…”

“There were ten!” Anja told him. “Torma and Miath saw ten! We only fought nine! Where is the tenth?”

The Spartan’s eyes went wide. “Are you sure Milady?”

“Torma and Miath are sure!” Anja snapped. “Sweep the entire island! Do not leave any stone or rock unturned. And place a Lochi at both entrances to the Dragon Cavern. Find that tenth assassin Commander!”

The man nodded and broke into a run shouting into his armor COM unit. Anja looked at Sivana. “Let’s get inside.” She spoke. “You were the target and I don’t want you exposed for any longer. Keep the weapon if you desire.”

“They risked an awful lot coming here after me Anja.” Sivana spoke.

Anja met her sea green eyes and nodded. “After the transmission Martin and I had today, you have no idea what they risked.” She spoke coldly. “And now what they will lose because of it.”

Sivana looked at her puzzled as they began walking towards the palace.

