CHAPTER TEN
GYTHEIO

CRANAE ISLAND

ANDRO AND SADI’S VILLA

It was definitely awkward.


Anthar and Deneth stood behind Narice, Carisia and Toria warily watching as the three of them stared at Lisisa and Eliani Leonidas. Not far behind them rested the five dragons they had seen from the air, including Elynth’s obsidian scales and the blue/black scaled monstrosity they had seen the first day they had arrived. That male was Lisisa Leonidas’s dragon, Jeth, and the mahogany colored female they knew as Tharua was sitting next to him; her tail absently stroking Jeth’s much longer and thicker one. Aradace’s dark blue scales and Arydun’s ochre brown scales contrasted quite a bit from where they sat next to each other and all of them were now looking in their direction and studying Anthar and Deneth keenly. 
Eliani, as well as Lisisa were not dressed in a manner Narice had expected for a meeting either. Both of them were dressed in very tight black shorts and different colored bikini tops that proudly displayed their ample sized chests and left almost nothing to the imagination. This was without a doubt the Lycavorian sense of casual wear Narice thought to herself. Her mother had always told her that Lycavorians were far more open about their sexuality and displaying the beauty of their bodies than any within the High Coven. Apparently she had been right about that at least.


“I… I did not know if we should… if we should have Mindvoiced to tell you we were arriving.” Narice spoke after a long moment.


Eliani’s face changed then and she smiled brilliantly as she stepped forward. Always the first to reach out was Eliani Leonidas. “We wouldn’t have been able to hear you anyway.” She said stepping forward and holding out her hand. “The psychic dampeners that Androcles has surrounding the island are active. Anything over a hundred feet above us can not penetrate the dampeners.”

“I thought psychic dampeners were not full proof.” Narice said keeping her voice calm and neutral.

Eliani smiled and glanced at Lisisa quickly. “These are. They are special.” She stated. “Since we have not been formally introduced… I am Eliani.”

Narice smiled at Eliani’s openness and the welcoming voice as she took her hand. This was not something she had expected either and while it took her slightly off guard, it was also a sign to her that perhaps they were not thought of as harshly as her mother and Yuri said they would be. “I am Narice… this is Toria Dellion and…”

“Hello sister.” Lisisa spoke now… her voice soft and her dark forest green eyes focused directly on Carisia.


Narice and Toria watched as Lisisa stepped up to Carisia, their height only an inch apart. That they looked alike was easy enough to see with the raven colored hair and incredibly firm bodies. Their physical forms were nearly identical with their large breasts, narrow waists and lean muscular legs and flawless asses. Their facial features were incredibly similar as well with Carisia’s skin tone just a shade or so lighter in color, but with the same elegant lines and shape of their lips. The Asian features for both of them were much less pronounced than with Dante, Javier and Lucia, giving both of them an extremely exotic look that would and could turn heads. They had obviously taken more from the genes of their respective fathers when it came to facial features.

Carisia stared at Lisisa wide eyed, taken aback at what Lisisa had said to her. “At… at the Retreat… you said…” She stammered.

“I said that fool Dante and his brother and sister were not my brothers and sister.” Lisisa spoke with a smile as she looked at Carisia. A young woman who it seemed was just as hated by their mother as she was. “You however… my statement did not include you. I am so very happy to meet you sister.”


Eliani was smiling as they watched Lisisa pull Carisia into her arms and embrace her tightly. All of them noticed that Carisia hesitated for only a moment, unsure of how to react, before she surrendered to the feelings within her and hugged Lisisa back, moistness coming to her eyes as new feelings flooded her being. This was one of the things she had always imagined happening. That she would finally be able to meet and talk with the sister who her mother had abandoned and then tried to kill so many years ago. It seemed they had quite a bit in common for Carisia knew without a doubt their mother planned a similar fate for her as well when the time came where she outlived her usefulness. Carisia had also come to realize that giving her to Thast was also a way to keep tabs on everything she did. Carisia did not know why Thast frightened her so. She knew without a doubt she could kill the man if she truly wanted, but something inside her made her cower from him almost as if it was somehow preordained. She didn’t understand it, didn’t like the feelings it gave it to, and she most certainly did not like his rutting and grunting body atop hers as he slobbered his way to his own gratification.

“Ok… enough already… they just got here Lisi. And I don’t want to cry!” Eliani barked out with a smile.


Lisisa backed away, her own eyes moist and she looked at Carisia with a smile. “We have much to talk about you and I. Over the course of the next few months, I hope we can do just that.”


Carisia’s smile was just as wide as she nodded her head. “I so look forward to that.” She replied.

“Good.” Lisisa spoke. “Andro, Denali and Arrarn are out on the sea patio with Nyla and Zarah. Sadi and Elynth just returned from Sparta and she will join us soon. Come.” She said turning. 


“Anthar? Deneth?” Carisia spoke reaching back to touch the snout of her cerise colored brother whose huge head was hovering very close to her shoulder. Eliani and Lisisa noticed that Carisia hadn’t even turned around and she knew right where his head was positioned so she could touch him. It was something they had seen Andro do so many times in the past years, almost as if he knew right where Elynth was going to be. They glanced at each other quickly before Elynth saved them.

They are most welcome to join us Lisisa. Elynth’s voice spoke to them openly as she guided her obsidian colored body gracefully up behind Lisisa. It will even the odds somewhat, since Jeth always feels left out among the many females here. She spoke with some humor in her voice.

I ignore all of you except one anyway. Jeth announced clearly.


As well you should! Especially now! Tharua spoke affectionately.


Elynth allowed her golden eyes to settle on Anthar and she gazed at him intently. Come… sit with us Anthar and Deneth. We will join our bonded ones later on the beach. And we have an ample supply of behemoth bones.


Bones? Deneth spoke quickly, suddenly very interested. He had eaten better in the two days here on Earth than he had throughout his life so far. In just that two day period, he discovered he had a lusting for the massive bones they were provided. Large bones I hope?


Elynth smiled. Very large.


Anthar lowered his magenta eyes to Carisia. Sister? He asked softly.


Carisia nodded feeling his nervousness within their connection. We are safe here Anthar. She spoke immediately. Go. I will see you later.


They watched as Anthar and Deneth guided themselves around the five females and Elynth led them over to where the others dragons sat and waited until they had settled to the ground. They didn’t take note, however, of how close Elynth sat to Anthar on the hard packed dirt, or the way her golden eyes gazed at him even as he looked at Jeth’s enormous body with some awe. 

Lisisa motioned to the doorway into the house. “We have to go through the house to get to the sea patio.” Lisisa spoke. “You can change if you like.”


“We… we only brought one change of clothes for sleeping.” Toria stammered. “At least… at least that is all I brought.”


“That is all any of us brought. We did not think Prince Androcles and yourselves would be dressed so… so…” Narice stuttered.


“So informally?” Eliani finished her statement with a grin. “Trust me… Andro will be the first one to tell you when you are able to toss the uniform, toss it. As far away as possible.” Her fern green eyes were bright and friendly. “We all keep clothes at each other’s villas. It makes it easier when we get together like this. We can find something for you to wear if you’d like. Now that Sadi has moved in and all of her clothes have arrived from Apo Prime, I’m sure she has something that will fit both you and Toria. Is that correct… your name I mean?”

Toria nodded. “Yes… Toria Dellion.”


“Sadi is about the same size as both you and Narice.” Eliani said looking at her again and smiling once more. “I can call you Narice, can’t I?”


“I’m guessing that when you are together you do not use titles. It would be foolish as close as all of you seem to be as brothers and sisters.” Narice spoke feeling very at ease due to Eliani’s actions and what had happened between Lisisa and Carisia. “Narice is just fine then. Toria’s posting is Intelligence but she…” Eliani and Lisisa stiffened slightly Narice saw.

“Intelligence?” Lisisa asked her voice even but touched with suspicion now.

“I will be assigned as one of the pilots for our unit.” Toria stated quickly seeing the way both Leonidas daughters reacted. “But like Narice and Carisia… I truly wish to see this training work out.”

Whether it was the sincere tone of her voice or what she had said, it caused even Narice to look at her with new questions in her eyes. New questions yes, but the sudden doubts and suspicion that had occupied their faces a second ago were now gone. Apparently being bonded so deeply to dragons as Eliani and Lisisa Leonidas were gave them a larger sense of people and their motives and purpose than even Narice and Deneth shared. Something that Narice had every intention of changing over the next few months.

“Come inside…” Lisisa spoke finally. “If we are to put aside the mistrust that has always clouded the air between our people, then let it start with us. I think we can all agree that we do not need to regard each other as enemies with the Kavalians hating both our peoples.”


Narice nodded at that comment. “No. No… we do not.” She stated in agreement.


Eliani smiled as well. “She’s much prettier with words than I am.” She stated reaching out and taking Narice and Toria’s hands gently. “Come on… let’s talk with Sadi and find you some proper beach attire.”


Lisisa looked at Carisia as Eliani led Narice and Toria inside and took her hand. “Come sister… let me show you the life I have come to embrace and cherish. The life you will have one day I hope.”

Carisia looked at her surprised. “Why… why do you say that?” She asked. “How… how could you know that?”


Lisisa smiled gently. “I think you will find that no matter what you have experienced in your past… the future will change the moment you walk through these doors. Your bond with Anthar is strong… almost as strong as mine with Jeth. I sense it will grow even stronger if you embrace what Andro will teach you. And possibly open your eyes to many new and wonderful things. As my bond with Jeth did for me. And hopefully it will allow us to grow closer as well.” Lisisa squeezed Carisia’s hand. “I have many sisters who I love without question… but I only have one who is truly of my blood. That is you.”

Carisia stared at her for a long moment and then took a deep breath. This is what she had waited for. The opportunity for her and Anthar to turn their lives around and become truly free. It was within her grasp now, and Carisia was not about to let it slip away.


Carisia smiled a genuine and heartfelt smile for the first time in her life outside of her time spent with Anthar. “I look forward to that... sister.” She said squeezing Lisisa’s hand as well.


“Good… I have something that will fit you perfectly and I can give you a tour of Andro’s home while we are inside.” Lisisa said. “He does not decorate too badly for a man.”

The inside of Androcles’s home was not what Carisia had envisioned in the least. In her dreams with them they had always been on an island yes, but that island had a three story palace structure on it that was elegant looking but not overly extravagant. This villa was a single story structure of granite and metal all around, widely spacious and very tastefully decorated. It was very bright in some areas from the sun pouring into the large windows. Since it was on an island, much of the view was of the surrounding gulf with its blue green waters. Looking out the north end of the villa, Carisia saw towering pines and timber. The villa occupied one end of the island they had seen from the air; the rest covered in timber except for a hundred meter stretch of sand and pebbles all along the edges. There were many paintings and metope carvings on the walls; one section of the main living area wall dedicated to what appeared to be ancient Spartan armor and weapons.  
There were large crates and shipping containers near one door she noticed which took away from the soft and pleasant feeling of the villa but not very much. Lisisa saw this and smiled. 

“Sadi’s things began arriving a few days ago.” Lisisa explained. “Even she didn’t realize what she had accumulated over the years. She must have directed our people to take everything from within her apartment on Apo Prime. Even the plants.”


Carisia began to smile as the voice echoed from behind them. “That was not me.” Carisia spun around very quickly and felt her heart leap into her throat as she saw her approach. “That was my father.” Sadi finished. “I think he purchased more than I had in my entire apartment and sent it all here.”


Carisia watched as Sadi stopped in front of them and Lisisa leaned over to her casually. They shared a soft kiss on each other’s cheek without hesitation. It was something that Sadi had discovered was very common among Andro’s family and she found herself doing the same thing almost like second nature. Sadi wore a plain white bikini top and bottom that contrasted incredibly with her deeply tanned skin and long blond hair which flowed around her face well past her shoulders. The see-through beach cover fell to the tops of her thighs, but did nothing to hide the fullness of her breasts or the way the bikini panties formed around her mound. Her jungle green eyes were so very bright and full of intelligence and it was all Carisia could do to not wrap herself around this woman. Until these last three days she had only seen Sadi in her dreams and from afar… never really close enough to touch… always just out of reach. While Carisia had never been with a woman before, having to endure Thast’s putrid hands on her, she had always wondered what it would be like with Sadi. This woman who had haunted her dreams for so long with Androcles Leonidas. There had never been another woman, only Sadi had ever filled her dreams, and Carisia found herself wanting to explore her curves and figure just as powerfully as she wanted to explore Androcles. Sadi and Androcles Leonidas. The two who she was meant for.

“Sadi this is…” Lisisa started.


“Carisia.” Sadi spoke softly, her eyes never leaving Carisia’s beautiful face. “Yes… I know.” She said. 
Sadi’s own heart was racing nearly out of control, matching the thumping of Carisia’s in almost every way and this was easy enough for Carisia to detect with her sensitive vampire hearing. “Wel… welcome.” Sadi managed to stammer out. She held out her hand for Carisia, who did not hesitate for an instant in taking it.


Lisisa heard male laughter coming from the sea patio and turned her head away just as their hands came in contact. She did not see the physical reaction from just their fingers touching, the almost imperceptible jerk from both of them as the physical contact sent shivers jolting through them and for a fleeting instant their minds mingled and became one with a third. Lisisa did hear the soft gasp from both of them however and she turned back quickly to see their eyes close and open quickly.

“Sadi… Carisia?” She asked quickly. “What is wrong?”


Carisia held Sadi’s hand for a moment longer relishing in the sensations of the brief touch their minds had made, and the feel of Sadi’s warm skin on hers. Even in that instant, their minds had touched and joined with Androcles. Carisia felt the staggering power they wielded, though it was as yet fully untapped. It sent shivers of delight rushing through her when Sadi made no move to release her hand until Lisisa turned back around. Then reluctantly, their hands drew apart and Sadi looked at Lisisa.


“Nothing Lisi.” Sadi said quickly her mind racing for something to explain their reactions to each other. “Elynth… Elynth was…”


I was reacting to a rather crude comment from my brother! Elynth’s voice broke into their thoughts. She had sensed the reaction as well in both Andro and Sadi. KertaGai felt my reaction.


Lisisa laughed out loud. Jeth… are you misbehaving? She exclaimed.


I am not! Jeth replied.


Carisia was stunned that they would speak unshielded and this showed on her face. Not to mention the fact that the Prince’s dragon had instantly reacted and covered for Sadi and hers response to touching each other for the first time. “You… you speak unshielded?” She asked quickly.


Lisisa looked at her with a nod. “The dampeners surrounding the island are powerful enough to block even my father and your grandmother.” Lisisa explained to her. “All of our individual villas are set up like this, including the main villa in Sparta. It allows us to converse freely with each other and our bonded ones. Speaking shielded does tend to put a strain on your mind as well you know.”


“Yes… it does.” Carisia agreed. “But… my… my grandmother… my mother… they…” Carisia stated.


“The Empress would not be able to breach the dampeners protecting this island even on her best day.” Andro’s deep voice sounded from behind them. “Your mother would have even less success in doing this. They are identical to the psychic dampeners that once occupied the Mindvoice ship and rendered Mindvoicing impossible in certain areas for purposes of study and reflection on events.”

Carisia turned far more quickly than Lisisa and she let out an involuntary gasp at what she saw. Androcles Leonidas wore only his loose fitting white pants, the crimson trim down the outside of his pant legs. Aside from that, he was barefoot, without a shirt and exposed for Carisia’s maya blue eyes to drink in every portion of his chiseled frame and upper body. She saw the rippled cut of his chest and abdomen, the trio of scars that dotted the upper left portion of his chest, as well as the Talon Guardian brand just above his heart. The thickness and definition of his arms and the broadness of his shoulders made Carisia almost weak kneed, not to mention that his presence within Mindvoice was almost overwhelming. He was not shielding as he had the times on the airfield or at the State Dinner when she tried to probe him. She dare not reach out to him now, for it would not do to lose herself.

Andro stepped up to Sadi quickly and looked at her. “KertaGai?” He asked softly.


Sadi nodded quickly with a smile knowing that he had felt the spike in her emotions and the mingling of hers and Carisia’s minds with his, however brief it may have been. She pressed up against him and slipped her arms around his waist. “How soon before we eat?” She asked quickly. “I’m starving!”


“That depends.” Andro replied with a smile.

“On what?”


“On whether you checked the Stifado like I asked.” Andro said with a grin. (Greek cuisine; Venison stew with pearl onions, red wine and cinnamon.)

Sadi’s eyes grew wide. “Sibfla!” She exclaimed releasing her grasp of him and bolting off towards where the kitchen was.


Andro turned and looked at Carisia, towering over her petite but lush five foot two frame. He inhaled deeply and let her scent fill his head. The smell of freshly bloomed rose petals filled his senses, and just as Sadi’s sugarplum and spice scent made him light headed, Carisia’s scent was doing the same thing to him. “Welcome Carisia… I am very… I am very happy you arrived safely.” Andro caught his words quickly but not before hearing Sadi laugh within his mind.


[See… I’m not the only one she affects so Androcles Leonidas!] She declared to him in the heavily shielded connection, knowing no one among his family or on the planet for that matter could penetrate their shields with the exception of perhaps Elynth. [You felt it too Andro… I know you did. It is like… it is like she is already ours my love! Has always been ours! How can we fight it Andro? You feel the pull to her, I know you do. We desire her just as intensely as we desire each other.]

[I can’t deny it.] Andro spoke. [I won’t deny it KertaGai. It is just very complicated.]


[It is only as complicated as we make it my love.] Sadi answered. [I know your blood burns for her… just as mine does. I do not want to fight it… no matter what we talked of.]

Carisia’s eyes were wide now as well for she had heard every word they had just spoken even though the conversation was heavily shielded. She expanded her own awareness and suddenly realized she was within their shielded thoughts.

[I am yours.] She stated firmly seeing Andro’s azure eyes grow larger and hearing Sadi gasp within their connection. [I… I have always been yours. And you have always been mine. I do not… I do not want to lose that.]


Lisisa stood watching as they stared at one another. She could feel the tremors within Mindvoice and she knew they were talking, though of what she did not know. Lisisa knew not even their father could breach Andro’s Mindvoice shields when he did not want him to. She wrongly thought it had something to do with Carisia being Yuri’s daughter and her sister. She reached out and softly squeezed Andro’s arm. 


“Andro… is everything ok?” She asked with some trepidation in her voice.


Andro tore his eyes from Carisia and looked at Lisisa, hiding the shock on his face that he and Sadi had included Carisia within their shielded conversation almost like second nature. His face changed almost immediately and he smiled and nodded his head quickly. “Yes Lisi.” He replied in an even tone. “Everything is fine. You were going to try and find something for Carisia to wear and I need to make sure Sadi did not burn our dinner.”


Lisisa felt relief wash over her and she smiled. “You’re sure?” She asked.

Andro nodded and looked back to Carisia. “Yes… I’m sure.” He said. “And be mindful of the fact that Carisia may not be as free spirited as you in her taste of clothes.” He stated with a little humor.

“Ronnus!” Lisisa exclaimed as she punched him lightly in the arm. Lisisa took Carisia’s hand once more and pulled her gently. “This way Carisia.” Lisisa said as she guided her away. “Let’s get you changed and I will introduce you to my other brothers who are lounging outside like the loafs they always are.”


Carisia had to consciously tear her eyes from Androcles’s face, not understanding what she had seen in his stunned expression. She felt a momentary flash of worry and pain thinking that perhaps what she had feared all along was actually taking place. That they would reject her out of hand because they had found one another already. This sensation was quickly smashed aside as she felt a warmth flood her mind that nearly overwhelmed her senses. It was the most exquisite feeling she had ever experienced and it could only be coming from Sadi and Andro. It was so very powerful and complete and it washed over her senses like a gentle wave of ocean water.

[Never fear that Carisia!] Sadi’s voice told her with absolute certainty. Carisia could sense Androcles’s presence in the Mindvoice connection very faintly, almost as if he was just hovering on the edge and she realized that Sadi had thrown up incredibly powerful shields around just the two of them. A shield that he was making no attempt to penetrate and in fact was helping to reinforce. [We will never reject you.]


[I can feel him so vividly. I can feel you! I want… I want you both. More than I have ever wanted anything in my life.] Carisia exclaimed. [You have been in my dreams for so long. In my mind.  How… how did this happen?]

[Does it matter how?] Sadi answered quickly. [You are right… we are yours. And you are ours. We will need to talk of this thing we have discovered Carisia. But know that… know that we do feel the same.]


[When?] Carisia asked quickly. [Why did he react so?]

[As soon as we are able. That you were… that we included you in our thoughts without thinking surprised us. That is all Carisia.] Sadi replied. [It is only another sign that we were meant for each other. The Feravomir was right.]

[Your first Oracle?] Carisia asked quickly. [What…what did she say? Tell me… you must tell me please.]

[Andro and I have already talked of this thing we have found with you. We have felt it for so long and did not fully come to realize what it was until you came here.  Andro wishes it to be just as much as we do Carisia. He is a man however and I am discovering there are many facets to him. I… we will discover them together. Now… now that we have found you… we will not let you go.]

Lisisa couldn’t understand the small smile of happiness that dotted Carisia’s face as she led her into one of the spare rooms in the villa. She would discover it in time, and it would only reinforce for her what she had come to accept many years ago. The bloodlines of her father and mother would forever be intertwined by history, fate and…


And destiny.

CABELIR

OLD KAVALIAN EMPIRE HOMEWORLD

POPULATION: 785 MILLION

Pusintin looked out over the calm waters of the lake that the back of his home opened onto and found his thoughts drifting back in time as they so often did when Jalersi was not here. His Kavalian mate had a unique way of keeping him focused in the here and now. She was so different than the Lycavorian woman he had married when he was King of Sparta. That he could not even recall her name did not bother him at all. She was a weak female, even for a Spartan, and he never questioned leaving her or his son behind when he left Earth. Jalersi however, she had given him three strong sons and a willful and intelligent daughter, and she was equally as strong as he was. She was intelligent and utterly gorgeous, not to mention she was a wildcat in their bed, often times even testing his limits of endurance. He by far preferred Jalersi to her sister Athani or any other female he had seen in through the years. Jalersi could tolerate his unshielded Lycavorian aura because of her incredibly strong persona and the biogenic treatments she had to tolerate every month to keep her tail from re-growing as Athani’s had allowed hers to do. Athani became nothing more than a whimpering slut against his aura, and while taking her tight ass was pleasant, he much preferred his mate.

Pusintin slowly moved his head around in a circle on his shoulders to work out the stiffness in the back of his neck. He reached up to massaged the area just under his shoulder length hair and felt the scars that his dirty blond hair hid. His fingers touching the bumpy scars where his brother’s teeth had sunk deeply into the flesh at the back of his neck preparing to shatter his spine and kill him instantly. Their mother’s eyes gazing at him had stayed his actions that day, forever ripping from Pusintin his past and severing all ties he may have had to the Union or the bloodline of Leonidas. Losing the fight Pusintin could tolerate well enough, his brother was equal in size to him when in wolf form, which was something he had not expected. They were of equal strength and reflexes, however he had not expected his brother could fight as well as he could in their wolf forms. It was a mistake that had very nearly cost him his life if not for Martin’s pitiful sense of morality and value. Losing the fight with his brother was nothing to him. Having his mother spit on him… denounce him as her son as he lay helpless on the ground… that had been the ultimate act of betrayal his twisted mind could comprehend. The hate he felt for his mother and brother did not often surface now; Jalersi and his children with her had been like a soothing balm over that wound, but there were times when he allowed it to come to the surface. If only a little bit.

“My son?” The male voice spoke from behind him.


Pusintin turned quickly and looked at the only man he had known as a father. 
Cukoum’Harop held two glasses of dark colored ale in his hand and he held out one to him. He had been a member of the Kavalian unit that had taken him from Earth, and when he saw the determination and fierceness in those eyes, he had chosen to spare Pusintin’s life and raise him as his own. He had lost his sons in the wars with the Lycavorians and the High Coven, and he had treated him as any father would. It was by his grace alone that Pusintin even lived at all.


“You are lost in your thoughts again.” Cukoum spoke as he watched Pusintin take a long pull of the strong ale.


“I miss my mate’s attentions.” Pusintin stated with a smile. “Jalersi has a way of making me forget things that are unpleasant.”


Cukoum chuckled. “Yes… I can think of two ways right off the top of my head.”


Pusintin joined his father in laughter. “I will be fine father.” He spoke.


“Good. They are arriving.” Cukoum spoke.


“Yes… I saw their Lifter.” Pusintin spoke as they began walking into the large estate and through the rooms. “Did Keleru say what it was he wanted? We were not scheduled to meet for another two days.”

Cukoum shook his head. “Only that it was important and very informal. He knows how you are in regards to Jalersi. Perhaps he worries that you will go after her to see that she is not corrupted by the Union dogs.”


“Jalersi, corrupted by them?” Pusintin laughed. “I fear she will corrupt them. Even as she shows them their place.”


They walked through the home to where the servant girl was showing Keleru and a man he did not know into the foyer of their home. Pusintin smiled as Keleru met his eyes.

“Prefect… this is a surprise!” He stated formally for he did not know who the new Kavalian was.


Keleru smiled baring his sharp teeth for a moment. “Forgive the intrusion… but I have come across some new information that might be of interest to you. I felt you should be made aware.”


Pusintin nodded as Keleru stepped up to him and gripped his shoulders tightly. “You are tolerating Jalersi’s absence well I hope?”

Pusintin grinned. “As well as can be expected.” He answered.


“Your devotion to my daughter makes me proud Pusintin.” Keleru spoke honestly.


“Well… I rather like having my equipment functioning.” Pusintin answered. “If I was not devoted, she would insure I was not able to use it any longer.”


Keleru roared with laughter and nodded his head. “Yes… she is headstrong in that way, isn’t she?”


Pusintin looked at the new Kavalian, noting that his dark fur was heavily laced with gray hair along his face and neck. “Who is this Prefect?” He asked.


“Bah! Enough with this Prefect name!” Keleru declared. “I am here informally visiting the mate of my daughter. You need not worry about Ogat. He is a friend of many decades.”


“Ogat?” Cukoum spoke slightly stunned. “The Senior Scholar Ogat’Gyars?”


The older Kavalian nodded his head. “It is truly an honor to be in the presence of you and your father Cukoum’Harop, Marshall Pusintin. An honor indeed. I have enjoyed the many entries I have made into our history with your deeds over the last few years. You have helped our people reclaim their rightful place in the universe. We are feared once more and we have the power to destroy our enemies. Something you have been doing quite well.”


Pusintin nodded slowly. “To be in the company of such wisdom is humbling.” He spoke. “And I intend to keep you busy over the course of the next years as we push to wipe out the bloodsuckers.”

The older Kavalian chuckled. “Keleru said you were incredibly respectful of your elders. That you treat your father as royalty and never question the rule of law. And that you were very confident in your abilities.”

“Oh… I question the rule of law.” Pusintin spoke. “I am not foolish enough to attempt to change it unless the Pride Leaders all agree however. I have confidence in my abilities because of those I surround myself with who execute my plans with such vigor and precision.”


Ogat chuckled once more and nudged Keleru in the back of his shoulder. “I see why you like this man’s company so much.” He spoke.


Keleru nodded. “Indeed.” He saw the surprised looks on their faces at the familiarity between this Ogat and Keleru, and the ease with which the older Kavalian acted around him. He smiled. “Ogat and I have been friends for nearly five centuries. I trust and honor him implicitly. He has been working on something in private for me, and he has discovered some things that may alter our actions somewhat in the future. If you approve of them that is.” Keleru said looking at Pusintin.


Pusintin looked surprised. “Me?”


Keleru nodded. “You are the Military Commander for our forces and these things he has discovered concern you. We will not act upon them unless you deem them to be feasible and able to be accomplished.”


Pusintin nodded slowly. “Please… the air is pleasant enough… let us move to the main veranda. Bring more Csinga Wine Weos! Quickly now!” He spoke to the young female who waited just out of reach. He watched her scamper off before turning to look at them. “Jalersi doesn’t allow anything stronger than Csinga Wine in our home, but it is three hundred years old and the finest we could find.”


“Excellent!” Keleru spoke. “I haven’t had a good glass of Csinga Wine in months. Not since the last time I was here.” He took Pusintin’s arm. “I think you may find what Ogat has found to be very interesting.” He spoke as they headed for the outdoor veranda while Cukoum and Ogat fell in behind them.

 
“…dispatched Pian with the new directives to Jalersi and Athani.” Keleru spoke as he sipped the wine at the small table on the veranda. “He last reported he had arranged transport from Qurot’s ship on a Union Diplomatic Carrier that would take him to your brother’s ship. They had one stop to make and they should be intercepting this MJOLNIR’S HAND within the hour. Jalersi contacted me from this ship but the transmission was brief. I let her know someone was coming but she did not give me time to tell her who. They were having a meeting with this Queen For’mya right away. She said she would contact me tomorrow after Karun had insured the transmissions were not being monitored. A strange name for a ship, isn’t it Pusintin? The same as the name of their unit of dragons.”

“It is the name of the mythical weapon of an ancient Earth God. A hammer carried by Thor, the God of Thunder.” Pusintin answered thoughtfully. “He is said to be the most powerful of all the gods worshiped by the humans from ancient times on Earth. Fools if you ask me. We were the real gods, and we lived among them and they never knew it.”


“Well… he will meet with this ship within the hour and pass on my information to Jalersi.” Keleru spoke. 


“You sent Pian?” Pusintin asked as he lowered the glass of ale.


Keleru waved his hand. “I ordered him to leave with additional females when Jalersi reported they were waiting for a Union Envoy to arrive. I thought perhaps making our offer more enticing would make them act more quickly. And if the request for an embassy was granted, they would have the personnel on hand to open it right away. The Union representative arrived at Qurot’s ship before Pian got there and left with Jalersi and our delegation… so he simply asked for assistance from the Union and continued on his own. He says the Union dogs were very accommodating and had a ship to him in a matter of a few hours.”

“Why Pian?” Pusintin asked quickly. “He is not a diplomat.”


“I had initially done this because Jalersi reported to me that Qurot was not going to be very corporative.” Keleru spoke. “He was challenging her authority. After her report last night, I am glad I did. He made a minor suggestion in regards to killing the second elven Queen when they arrived on the Union ship and nearly got his ass burned alive by one of their dragons! And then Leonidas’s second oldest son made him look the fool when talk turned to his ill-fated attempt to conquer that Union planet. Their intelligence is much better than we first thought it seems.”


“Wait… I thought that debacle was conducted by a rogue officer?” Ogat asked.


Keleru shook his head. “It was Qurot’s doing.” He saw Pusintin’s surprised expression and smiled. “Ogat is aware of most of what we do Pusintin. He holds my complete confidence, much like you do.”

Pusintin nodded in understanding. If Keleru trusted the man, than it was safe to assume he could as well. “We never had enough information tying him to the actual orders to act upon.” Pusintin spoke. “He was very careful in how he made it look… but he was the one who gave the order of that we are sure.”

Ogat looked aghast. “He sent twenty-five thousand of our finest to the slaughter!” He gasped.

Keleru nodded.  “In order to avoid conflict amongst the Prides, we went along with his version of events and then proclaimed that Union forces overreacted. Much of the details of what happened we have kept out of the public eyes.”


“With good reason.” Cukoum snapped. “He would have been flayed and stripped of his title for ordering such an event and almost drawing the Union into the war against us.”


Keleru nodded. “I would have flayed him myself had that occurred.” He stated. “I am sending Pian because he still has an infatuation with Jalersi and she will be able to control him better.” He looked at Pusintin. “You do not have an issue with this, do you?”


Pusintin snorted in disgust. “Pian?” He laughed softly. “Jalersi is my mate. My wife. She has no more interest in Pian than I do in taking another female. She thinks of him as a fool. Try as he might… Jalersi will put him in his place I’m quite sure.”


Keleru nodded. “I thought you might react that way.” He said turning to Ogat. “I told you Ogat my friend… most of our males would have been livid at this. That is the devotion and trust he has in my daughter, and she in him.”

Ogat nodded. “Yes… I see. Will it extend to what we tell him however?”


Pusintin looked at him intently, and then cut his eyes to Keleru. “What is going on Keleru?” He asked.


“Ogat has been working on something private for me these last years as I said.” Keleru spoke.

“In what way?” Pusintin asked.


“I mused about it for several years after our return from Earth, for I did not know how you would react or if it was even possible.” Keleru continued as if he hadn’t heard him. “Only after I saw how you struck forward with your life here with us, with Jalersi, not with self pity or remorse but with determination and intent. Then I knew how you would react. Then I had Ogat begin his search.”


“His search for what?” Cukoum asked now.


Ogat leaned forward at the table and placed three data pads on the marble surface that he produced from within his velvet clothing. “The information on these pads is known by only a handful of people, most of whom are now dead.” He saw the looks on Pusintin and Cukoum’s faces and smiled. “Yes… I eliminated them. Well… almost all of them. Two still live because they were too far out of my reach and far too prominent within the Union to remove and one Leonidas himself condemned to eternal death.”


Pusintin leaned forward now. “You have my attention Ogat.” He spoke.


“They contain a combination of information that was stolen from High Coven data cores when those vampires who fought with us deserted their masters. They hold the complete files of our dealings with Maruad throughout the years. He was banished to some forsaken planet by Leonidas and has not been seen since. It also has the complete files from that fool who thought himself a god on Elear. The elven Queen Dysea did us a favor when she removed him from this existence, but the information he had gathered was very compelling. There are several entries from two members of the largest insurgent group within the High Coven. They were captured several years ago and tortured until we had every bit of information in them. There are also entries from the wives of two members of Leonidas’ inner circle.”


Pusintin’s eyes darted to Keleru. “We have people within the Union?” He gasped. “Those close to him?”


Keleru shook his head. “Not in the manner you might think. Getting anyone close to him would be next to impossible as you well know. They are ruthlessly vetted by this Armetus character before they are allowed anywhere near Leonidas’ inner circle.” He answered. “However… we have many Lycavorians who are unwittingly in our employ. Most of them believe they are working for a group within the Union itself that desires peace above all else. No matter the cost. It is a small group, barely registering on anyone’s level that could be construed as a threat. In fact, most of them are complete idiots who would not last an hour in any type of life threatening situation. They have a dream of utopia within the Union. They do not understand that for peace to be real and binding in any way, there must be those willing to lay down their lives to fight for it. Any realistic male or female knows this. They believe they are gathering information for their group to eventually change the Union into this utopia. They are wide spread within the Union for their numbers are small. We employ several Lycavorian mercenaries that we pay very well to act as fronts for this organization. They maintain facilities within The Wilds at different locations. We don’t trust them… but we pay them well enough to keep their loyalty and they are watched. They in turn control these ridiculous individuals within different aspects of life in the Union. They gather the information given to them, attempt to confirm it as best they are able since they can move about freely within the Union, and then they send it to us. Some of the information on these pads was gleaned from listening to the mates of those relatively close to Leonidas as they met for lunches in Sparta over a period of several years.”


“How long have you been doing this?” Pusintin asked Ogat.


“I gathered and formed the information over the course of twelve years and spent the last two putting it all together into something that was coherent and presentable. There is extensive information on all five of the Queens, most notably the only two with true royal blood in their veins, the Hadarian witch and the second elven queen who I believe Jalersi is meeting with now. There is information on Leonidas himself… some of which is not common knowledge, though most of his history is known already. There is information from High Coven archives, as well as library archives on Elear, Hadaria and within Sparta herself.” Ogat replied. 
“How did you manage that?” Pusintin asked. “Information from the archives on Sparta would not be easily obtainable.”

“They would be if you are patient.” Ogat replied with a smile. “And I wanted it to be at least feasible when I presented it to Keleru.”


“Presented what?” Pusintin asked.


“It would not be easy.” Keleru spoke now. “And it would require careful planning and to insure that only a handful of us knew about it, which is why I asked that only your father be present today. It is not something I want the other Pride Leaders to discover. At least not yet. They would not understand my actions for they would only see short term and not the end result. It very well may be impossible to execute given the changing circumstances and the unknown factor his children play into the equation. The risks may be too great for us. However I felt we should bring it to your attention.”


Pusintin shook his head quickly. “Keleru… I hate it when you do not come to the point!” He spoke. “What exactly are we talking about here?”


“You have always thought there is no way for you to reclaim your birthright.” Keleru spoke. “As the oldest son of Leonidas. The right you have to the throne of Sparta and the Union?”


Pusintin shook his head. “I forfeited that birthright when I swore my allegiance to my new family and people.” He said confidently. “I have no regrets about that Keleru, not in the least. You know that.” 


Keleru nodded. “Yes. Something you have proven countless times throughout your years among us. However, what if it was possible for you to wield this power again? What if you could control the Union as their King?”


Pusintin shook his head once more. “Never.” He spoke. “It would never happen. There is far too much diversity within the Union. I am a pariah within their borders now. Everyone knows I am still alive and they know what I have done. The ruling Lycavorian Senate would never allow me to take power in any way, shape or form even if I did wish to challenge my brother. Which I don’t. Any attempt by me to act in such a way would be scorned and dismissed without so much as a glance and we would make far more enemies within the Union than we already have.”


“If it was possible however, we would eliminate the Union as a threat to us.” Ogat spoke. “And we could use their considerable military might as we saw fit to crush the High Coven into oblivion. We would essentially defeat our two most hated enemies with a single fell stroke.”


“It’s not possible.” Pusintin said leaning back. “I’ve thought about this myself I admit that to you now. I’ve even gone through it with Jalersi.” He shook his head. “It can’t be done. For it to be even a feasible operation that might work, my brother would have to be dead. His sons would have to be dead, even the young ones. There is no way to eliminate the entire royal family. He has five Queens, all of whom have given him several children, all of whom would be accepted without question as leaders if anything untold were to happen to my brother. Even that vampire witch Isabella is adored by many, especially those within their military. There is no possible way to kill them all.”

“What if I said we don’t have to?” Keleru spoke softly. “What if I told you we would only have to kill Leonidas himself? Perhaps the oldest son as well. After that… after that with what Ogat has discovered… the others would have no choice but to follow the rule of their very own laws.”


Pusintin looked at them. “Just how would we manage to get close enough to my brother to kill him? Or his oldest son for that matter? You know as well as I, just from the intercepts of their Netnews channels that they have a power I do not. A power I will never have. The Coven has tried to kill Martin Leonidas for years and they were never successful. When his first born son became old enough, they even went after him several times. Half of the attempts they do not even know about. The Durcunusaan… these Wolves of the Blood… they took care of them before they became a threat. We learned that much from the Coven traitors who fight with us now. It is the reason I told Jalersi to avoid contact with these Durcunusaan no matter what. They are an unknown to us Keleru. We don’t know how many of them there are outside of those assigned to protect my brother and his family, or what they are capable of.” He said. “Not to mention there is no way for me to make a legitimate claim to the throne of Sparta and the Union. Not now. Not after what I have done. Hell… I don’t want to.”


“Would you believe me if I told you there is a legitimate way for you to reclaim your throne of Sparta and the Union?” Keleru said. “And once that is done, we can combine our two empires into a single entity and destroy the High Coven for all time. We would rule the universe Pusintin my friend.”


“However tempting it may be… I don’t see how it is possible.” Pusintin said shaking his head again. “I have no blood claim to the throne any longer.”


“You would not be making the claim per say.” Keleru spoke with a smile. “Though the blood of a son of Leonidas would be.”


Pusintin’s eyes grew a little wider. “Karun?” He gasped.


Keleru smiled and shook his head. “Let me show you how we would do this Pusintin. This will not work without your agreement… but it could very well put you back on the throne you lost millennia ago. The throne that is rightfully yours anyway. And who knows… you might actually take some pleasure from it.”


Pusintin looked at his father for a moment. Cukoum shrugged. “It might be interesting to hear.” He spoke.


Pusintin turned back to Keleru. “Ok… let’s hear what you have.”

TALBOR SEVEN RESORT MOON

THE WILDS


Anton watched as Cihera cut her way smoothly through the blue green waters of the enclosed lagoon. He never tired of watching his mate or looking into her beautiful amber eyes when she wasn’t wearing false lenses. They had arrived with nary a problem, entering the main resort like gushing newlyweds. It was an easy enough role to play since they had never had such an experience after becoming joined. The resort’s employees could only smile at the almost childish way they acted with each other, not enough to draw undue attention to themselves, but enough to dispel any suspicions from those who may or may not have been monitoring the resort. The first night and days they had spent enjoying the many facilities the resort offered, even attending the play as Anton had told her they would. Upon returning from the play they had enjoyed a night of loud, blistering sex; something that neither of them had to fake in the least. Anton was the largest man Cihera had ever been with, and she was unable to keep her cries of passion from escaping her lips as they made love. They did not need to act in that regard.

Now they sat on the main promenade around the enclosed lagoon, the sun beating down brightly on the several hundred men and women of all species that lounged around the lagoon. Anton got to his feet with a towel in hand as Cihera pulled herself from the lagoon. He stepped up to her and draped the towel around her shoulders as he dropped a soft kiss to her shoulder as any loving husband would.


“You look delicious as always.” He stated softly.


“You aren’t so bad yourself you know.” Cihera said as she turned to look at him and he pulled her close to him heedless of her wet body.


“Our target has arrived.” He said keeping his face locked in an expression of unfettered love.


Cihera didn’t acknowledge his soft comment immediately and instead slipped her arms over his shoulders pressing even closer to him. Her face also was locked into an expression of passion and desire, something she did not have to fake when it concerned her husband. “Location?” She asked.


“Across the lagoon.” Anton answered as he hugged her. “Third table from the door. Just as the Evolli had described. A fat Kochab.”


Cihera laughed as if he was whispering something seductive in her ear. “No one has ever accused them of being smart Anton.” She spoke.

Anton began to guide them back to their two chairs. “How true. No security that I can see, but that does not mean he doesn’t have it somewhere.”


Cihera nodded as she settled into her chair. “Seeing that he is based on a resort moon, I would think any security he has would stick out quite glaringly.” She stated.


“I agree.” Anton spoke.


“Perhaps we should have a look into the resort’s computer system tonight.” Cihera stated. “This may be The Wilds… but flight plans and embarkation points still need to be logged. Talbor Seven is used by many prominent officials from the Union and they would need to keep everything as legal as they possible could or incur the wrath of our King.”

Anton nodded as he held out the large crystal glass to her. “Yes… and we both know that to incur his wrath is not healthy in the least.”


Cihera chuckled. “My mothers have told me of those who have tasted the full brunt of his anger. They said it wasn’t pretty in the least.”


“My father has told me the same thing.” He stated. “We should proceed cautiously however. This Kochab has been an unknown until now. That can only be because he has just recently risen to his position, or he is very careful about whom he does business with.”


“Considering how fat he is I would think it is the latter.” Cihera chipped as she sipped her drink. “Though why he would expose himself by entertaining anything from the Evolli is beyond me.”

“And I would tend to agree. The Evolli do not exactly inspire trust and reliability in me.” Anton answered with a grin. “A soft probe tonight. Nothing more just yet. We don’t want to spook him.”


Cihera nodded in agreement. “Yes… if we spook him, his heart might give out because he is so fat.” She said with dark humor. “We wouldn’t want that until we get the information we want.”


Anton chuckled. “You are positively Drow in nature my beautiful wife.” He stated.


Cihera looked at him with love in her eyes. “You just remember that and everything will be fine.”

GYTHEIO
CRANAE ISLAND

ANDRO AND SADI’S VILLA



“…Eliani will insure there are ample amounts of both real and cloned blood available for the riders back at the main base. I assume you more than likely have something similar to what our vampire troops have with their injection system?” Andro was speaking as he looked at Narice, Toria and Carisia from across the large waist high table set up on the huge sea patio of the villa. The large awning stretched over the top of the table and half a dozen chairs which they had pushed out of the way so they could crowd around the table. On the table was an exact miniature duplicate of the base they were going to in the morning as well as the nearby elven city.

Narice nodded her head. “Shatter and crush proof cases… yes.” She answered. “Three small injectors per case. Enough to survive most major wounds.”


Narice watched as he nodded his head. To say the last four hours had been an amazing experience would be the understatement of any century that she might live through of that Narice was very sure. 
For years they had been led to believe Lycavorians were nothing more than animals in men’s form. From her mother on down to many of her instructors, all of them had said these men and women had no manners, no honor and especially no breeding. They were inferior in every way to the members of the High Coven and most especially to any pureblood vampire. It made Narice wonder why they would say these things when purebloods and all vampires in general were also taught from a very young age that they should fear nothing more than a pureblood Lycavorian wolf.

Narice now wore a light blue bikini that conformed to her lush figure like it had been painted on. Toria sported a black bikini that was very similar, while Carisia wore a bright yellow bikini. None of them had worn clothes of this type before, most certainly not openly, yet among these men and women, it felt like the most natural thing to all of them. Narice and Carisia had slightly darker skin tone than Toria because of their Asian genes, but all three of them relished in the feel of the sun’s warmth upon their skin. They were cautious to not remain in the direct sunlight for too long, and they took notice of how Nyla Sinthe moved so easily in and out of the villa   yet did not seem to be mindful of the sun on her skin. This action they took however, was not something that Androcles or his brothers and sister took notice of in the least. Narice had taken notice of how Arrarn Leonidas had moved chairs for Toria and herself further into the shade of the awning covered patio, even while still carrying on a conversation with his brothers about air currents over the base in the south. Like it was the most natural thing in the world for him to do. Androcles’s brothers did not make sly comments or look upon them in any other manner except respect. It took only a few moments for Narice to realize that they were considered fellow riders, and they would be afforded the respect and status of such until they proved otherwise. Narice also found herself looking at Toria in an entirely different way now, and the thoughts racing through her head were thoughts she had never had before. The black bikini that encased her body was cut in such a way that it left little to the imagination, and Narice not only found herself wanting to see what the fabric covered, but to taste it as well. 
And then there was Arrarn Leonidas. 
Narice had never seen a more beautiful man in all her life. His six foot one frame was almost as heavily muscled as his brothers Androcles and Denali, and he shared the incredible muscular definition of them both. The rippled lines of his abdomen and chest had Narice’s heart doing small flips whenever she would steal a glance at him. This was not something she had ever experienced before. Many of the purebloods who wanted to court her were handsome men, some would say even beautiful. They were lean and muscular and all of them were excellent soldiers. Arrarn Leonidas however… he had what all of those men lacked... and that was an aura of confidence, command and respect. It showed in his actions with herself and Toria, pulling out their chairs so they could sit, insuring their glasses were always full and even offering suggestions of what to eat in a humorous manner, usually joking with whichever of his siblings made the selected food. It seemed that even though he was a pilot by trade, he kept his body Spartan fit. His deep tan and dark blond hair was riveting to look at, as were his dark brown eyes and the two inch high elven ears. He had an almost constant smile on his face and whether consciously or not, his actions were more often than not directed at making sure she and Toria had everything they wanted. Toria as well noticed this attention, and at one point she had brushed up against her with a knowing smile, causing delightful quivers to course through Narice. For the first time in her life, Narice found herself almost overpoweringly attracted to a man. And not just any man, but a son of King Leonidas. A werewolf. She also found herself equally fascinated by the woman who shared her mother’s bed. All of this combined for many racing thoughts within her head, many of which Narice had never once considered.
Shortly after arriving and changing into the skimpy bikinis, all of them had sat down to an incredible meal of at least eight different dishes of food. All of the dishes were food from the time of ancient Greece Androcles had told them, and four of them he had prepared himself while Lisisa and his younger sister Zarah had made the other four. Eliani and Nyla Sinthe, she discovered, had brought the fresh fruit and greens for both the fruit salad and green salad that was served. It appeared that all of the Leonidas children were well schooled in cooking these incredible dishes and Narice realized it had to be because of the Feravomir of their people. Their First Oracle had been alive in those times of ancient Greece and she discovered listening to Eliani and Zarah talk that she had instructed all of them to cook throughout the years. This was another misconception of her mother and sister that was quickly shattered. It was reported and told to all of them that the First Oracle rarely left the main villa by the King’s home, and that she had long since stopped teaching at the new School of the Oracles on Apo Prime. It was reported that she hardly ever saw visitors of any kind. Listening to the Leonidas children talk of what their First Oracle had taught them, they referred to her as Helen Narice now knew, it was apparent that the First Oracle was much more of a fixture in the lives of the Royal family and the Lycavorian people than their intelligence had ever assumed. She was still very much active in the School of the Oracles as well as other things. What Narice also discovered is that whenever the Leonidas family made their exodus to Earth each year, the Feravomir of their people accompanied them as well.
Narice found Zarah Leonidas to be witty and incredibly bright and intelligent. She was a very beautiful young woman, with a firm, lean body and long dark hair and eyes. She sat next to Androcles for most of the dinner, she and her brother sharing looks throughout the dinner at odd times, almost as if they were communicating within Mindvoice, but Narice felt no tremors to indicate such a conversation. She simply dismissed it as knowing glances between siblings. 
All three of them found the food to be exceptionally delicious, especially Carisia, who sampled all of the dishes several times. Since none of the Leonidas children were in the least bit shy about eating, they too helped themselves to portions of all of it, Nyla Sinthe even feeding Eliani fruit playfully at different times during the meal. They kept glancing out onto the large open portion of the patio that had a massive metal contraption that was smoking. The smell of cooking meat was plainly obvious and Narice wondered how they were supposed to eat more when so much food was already present. Her answer came when halfway through their meal, Androcles and his brothers got up just as Elynth and Tharua led the six dragons around to the sea patio side of the villa. Narice ran over in her head what had occurred for they had all heard the conversation in its entirety.
Narice turned quickly to Eliani and Lisisa. “What are they doing?” She asked as she watched the three brothers’ move towards the obvious cooking machine. 
“It’s a special recipe Andro and father discovered from ancient texts on Elear.” Lisisa replied. 

“Recipe for what?” Carisia asked with great interest.

“A special mixture of herbs and spices that we saturate the meat in.” Eliani answered. “It’s a delicacy among dragons… but they don’t eat it often since the fat content is enormous. Whenever we get together like this, Andro makes two or three slabs. More if Torma is here. He and Jeth can put away the stuff like its candy.”

“You… you cook specifically for your dragons?” Narice asked very surprised. “I did not think they liked cooked meat.” 

“They are just as much part of our family as any of us.” Lisisa replied with a soft voice. “And like Eliani said, this is a rare delicacy for them.”
They watched as Arrarn and Denali pulled a massive tarp out of a small in-ground storage bunker and quickly spread it out on the granite stone closest to the beach. Andro was using a small control panel to lift the cover of the huge metal cooker. With a billow of smoke and the smell of mint and cinnamon spices, the massive slabs of meat were revealed.

It smells delicious Andro my brother. Elynth’s voice filled their heads. As always.
I have been waiting all day for this! Jeth declared.

You will allow our guests to have first choice Jeth. Elynth scolded.

Jeth turned his eyes on her in mock indignation. I do have some modicum of common sense sister! He snapped. And it only gets better now that I have Tharua to correct me.
 Thank the gods for that. Arydun spoke with humor as she rounded the patio with Tharua and nudged Jeth in the side with her head. She has her work cut out for her.

Tharua leaned heavily against her new mate and affectionately brushed her snout under his thick neck scales. Not as much as you might think. She said lovingly.

All of them watched as Andro, Arrarn and Denali used long poles to stab the slabs of meat from over the fire, their muscles straining as they lifted the three hundred pound slabs and transferred them over to the tarp. They did it quickly and efficiently and then the dragons were staring at three slabs of the thick cooked meat.

Andro stabbed his pole into the ground as Arrarn and Denali headed back to the table and he looked at Elynth. Make sure no one gets sick sister. He stated.

Elynth nodded even as her golden eyes looked at the meat with greedy intent. Anthar… Deneth… please… as our guests I offer you first choice. 

It smells incredible. Anthar spoke moving his snout closer to one of the slabs.

Elynth leaned closer to him, her eyes focused on his thick neck muscles and the lines of his jaw. It is a special treat for us since we do not very often eat meat that is cooked. She told him. This is something that Andro and his father discovered. It is very high in fat content, so we do not have it often, but it is utterly delicious.

Anthar turned his magenta colored eyes on her. Do you… do you like it? He asked.

Elynth nodded quickly. Very much so. She replied.

Then I offer my first choice to you Elynth. He told her. 

Andro smiled and turned away to walk back to the table even as Elynth’s eyes smiled in glee at Anthar’s actions. To offer your first choice to another was a sign of respect and honor for a dragon. To offer your first choice to a female dragon could very well be construed as a message of interest and intent.

It wasn’t long after that where Narice felt herself becoming very comfortable here. They were not treated as oddities or pariahs as her mother and sister said they would be. It almost seemed as if they were being treated as friends and equals. The conversation was open and friendly, mostly centering on their dragons and the things they had experienced together. There was not much she and Carisia had done that even came close to these men and women. All of them had ridden their dragons into battle. Arrarn supporting them from the air in his STRIKER, while Carina provided valuable ground recon and support. It appeared as if Zarah Leonidas had quickly surpassed her older sister Carina in terms of abilities, though she had yet to be tested in battle. Carina Leonidas had already begun directing more of her focused attentions to tactics and operations for it seemed she had an incredible gift in that area.
Once it appeared as if everyone had finished all they were going to eat, they rose from the table and Andro had directed them to the miniature of the base and the table. He held the glass of Spartan wine in his hand, all of them bringing over their drinks. As they crowded around the table Narice was very conscious of the press of Arrarn Leonidas on one side of her and Toria on the other. It made for some luscious sensations that she had never felt before.

Narice brought her thoughts back to the present fully.

Andro nodded as Narice answered him. “Nyla?” He asked.

“We carry the same.” She spoke. “I’ll make sure all of them have a med kit similar to mine once the training starts. It’s got five full vials of blood and a smaller injector system like their portable ones. The chances for us sustaining larger injuries from the back of a dragon are slightly higher than normal ground troops. All the riders carry a similar kit in case one of us happens to be among those called to service.”

Narice looked at her. “There are… there are more of you correct?” She asked. “Pureblood vampires that have bonded with dragons like us?”
Nyla nodded with a smile. “Twelve of us.” She answered easily. “Six more are in training right now on Apo Prime and Elear.”

“Nyla was the first however.” Eliani said with a great deal of bias in her voice as she looked at her lover.

“Only by two months ussta-che.” Nyla replied with a smile. “Any later than that and I would not have met you.”
Eliani shrugged as she leaned up against her and looked into her green eyes. “We would have found each other eventually.” She spoke kissing her.

Nyla responded to Eliani’s soft kiss with equal feeling. “Yes we would have ussta-che.” She said. “Yes we would have.” 

At least the intelligence reports about that were accurate Narice thought. Though she doubted the extent of the feeling and love between these two women would hardly have been described truthfully if what she saw was accurate.
“Are you two done?” Andro asked with a humorous tone looking at them with a smile.

“Hey!” Eliani barked. “Piss off big brother!” She snapped picking up a small piece of the miniature model and throwing it at him as Nyla gave him a shove in the shoulder.

Toria Dellion watched this exchange with great interest and she noticed that Narice did as well. Toria had been stealing glances at Narice all day, not to mention Arrarn Leonidas. She had come to the conclusion after first seeing Narice in the skimpy bikini Sadi Leonidas had given her that she was far more desirable than her mother Aikiro. That she found Arrarn Leonidas so handsome also told Toria that the times having to endure Tesand as well as Dante and Javier had not completely stolen her interest in men. Toria had caught herself twice this day already daydreaming of the three of them in a bed together. It sent delightful feelings through her at this. 
Andro and the others laughed as Eliani leaned even closer to Nyla and nibbled on her arm in affection. 

Sadi came out of the villa carrying a tray with several glasses on it, which she set down on the table near the edge. She lifted one of the glasses to Nyla who took it immediately, then held out one for Narice and Toria.

“What is this?” Narice asked softly as she looked at the yellow/orange liquid in the clear glass.

Eliani smiled as Nyla drank down the glass without question. “The food you ate today has many more spices and proteins than what you will find in High Coven territory. Our mother Isabella and those that came with her discovered this right away. Over the years they have discovered that a glass of this neutralizes many of the acids and will not make you break out in hives.”

Carisia accepted the glass from Sadi with a bright smile as she leaned close to her side opposite Lisisa. “What is it?” She asked.

“Orange juice.” Eliani replied with a chuckle.

Carisia didn’t hesitate as she lifted the glass to her lips and drank it down completely. Her eyes were wide as she lowered the glass. “Narice… it’s… it’s delicious!” She gasped with wide eyes.

Narice looked at the glass for a moment longer; feeling Toria’s own apprehension and then felt Arrarn lean over close to her shoulder. “You two are far too beautiful to poison.” He whispered to her and Toria. “It would be a complete waste of considerable beauty and brains. And since Toria Dellion will be joining me and Sadi as part of a flight crew, it would be exceptionally counterproductive to injure one of my flight crew don’t you think.”
Narice stepped back slightly from Arrarn Leonidas and the closeness to her that he had achieved, her dark eyes wary. He was far more forward than she was used to, for no pureblood vampire male would have ever dared gotten so close to her without fearing repercussions of some kind because of her mother or her station as Princess of the High Coven. Narice fell into her defensive mode almost immediately and without conscious thought. The same mode she used to dismiss those vampire purebloods who were courting her. “You assume much Prince Arrarn Leonidas.” She stated with her cold professional voice. “Perhaps far too much if what I have heard of your interaction with females of your own species is correct.”

Arrarn’s face changed from interested smile and warmth to one of frigid emotionless in the blink of an eye she saw, and almost as quickly Narice regretted speaking her words. Arrarn stepped back in the next instant and nodded his head. “Message received.” He said softly.

Andro jumped in quickly before anything else was said for he had detected Arrarn’s intense interest in Narice from the moment he saw her step onto the sea patio. He glanced quickly at Eliani and Nyla who shrugged slightly. “Narice… I’m putting your sister in your section. I doubt very much she would take directions from Carisia.”

Narice had to pull her eyes from Arrarn’s suddenly quite emotionless face while she silently derided herself for her actions. She turned and looked at Androcles. “Yes… I assumed as much.” She replied glancing at Arrarn once more before she downed the glass of orange juice in several gulps. She kept her face neutral even though it did taste incredible as it slid down her throat just as Carisia had said. She saw Toria doing the same thing out of the corner of her eye. “I suggest doing the same with my nieces and nephews.” She spoke as she lowered the glass to the table. “There will be no conflict this way.”
Andro nodded slowly. “That can be arranged.” He spoke. His azure eyes fell on Carisia. “The others will follow your orders?”

Carisia nodded. “Yes.”

“The first few days will be nothing more than light training to assess the strengths of your bonds and the skills of you as pairs.” Andro continued after looking swiftly at Arrarn. “Zarah will be handling most of the hand-to-hand training. Denali, Eliani and Lisisa will conduct the majority of the second phase which will entail flying maneuvers and landing and exiting the STRIKERS and TYPE IIs we will be using.” He motioned to Arrarn. “Arrarn and Sadi will have your pilots to train. I’m sure you are already aware of Arrarn’s qualifications… and Sadi has the most time in a STRIKER outside of the normal combat pilots. She has completed her academy requirements and taken an early commission as Arrarn’s normal co-pilot. Since this is supposed to be very low key and under the radar tasking so to speak, we can’t pull active pilots from their STRIKERS without questions being asked somewhere along the chain of command.” Andro looked at Arrarn. “Arrarn?”
“We’ll allow your people to choose their bunk mates.” Arrarn picked it up in a very professional tone of voice as he stepped away from Narice fully now and moved around to point at the model on the table. “The pilots and riders can intermingle in the barracks here, and the other base facilities, but no one will be allowed off the base property and into the nearby city without permission from one of us or a senior Durcunusaan officer. Nyla and Moneus Simpson, who you met the first day, will be the senior Durcunusaan officers present on the base for the duration of the training.”
“You don’t trust us?” Toria asked in a neutral tone of voice.

Arrarn shook his head. “No that is not it… we just don’t make assumptions based on information that may or may not be true.” He stated quickly looking directly at Narice. “King Anotan of the Moon Elf Clan is a die hard supporter of dragons and would do anything for them. He will protect your identities with his life if need be. We will allow access into the city later in the training if we deem it feasible… but we also will not take unnecessary risks in exposing what we are doing to the overall public.”

“There are many vampires that call the Union home.” Carisia spoke. “Many live right here on Earth. Why… why must we hide?”

Lisisa nodded at her statement. “Yes sister... however… they do not ride dragons.” She answered. “This is as much for your protection as it is ours. Especially with this false Kavalian delegation that will be arriving tomorrow. They will undoubtedly attempt to learn why all of you are here, and that is something we can not allow.”

Narice looked at Andro now. “Your father… your mothers… even you to an extent. You do not care for the Kavalians very much. Why is that?”
Andro nodded. “No we do not.” He answered. “The why is slightly more complicated in explaining and you’ll forgive me if I keep that to myself for now.”
Narice noticed that even his own brothers and sisters looked at him rather oddly when he said that.

“We are at war with them.” Toria spoke with a neutral voice once more. “I would think that would make you pleased to some extent. The High Coven has always been an enemy of the Union.”

Andro met her eyes and smiled somewhat. “As my father has said, we have not engaged the Coven in battle for twenty-five years. Regardless of the reasons why, the tensions between our peoples has eased a great deal through those years. Or did you not notice this on the streets of Sparta while you have been here?”
“The man in the store.” Carisia spoke softly looking quickly at Narice and then back to Andro. “He did not look upon us differently.”

Andro nodded slowly. “You might be surprised Narice, that what you have been told and what you actually find to be true in most respects, it is no where close to being accurate. In regards to any of us.” He told her. Andro saw her dark eyes cut to where Arrarn stood beside him quickly and then back to his face. “As my sister told you when you first arrived… if there is to be trust among us… it can start with us. Or did you think I invited you into my home because I had no where else to hold a meeting like this?”

Narice could not help the light blush that came to her face at his words. She dropped her eyes quickly. “Your father… your father said he would just as easily take our dragons from us as he would train us.” She said looking back up to him. “Do you feel the same way about us Androcles Leonidas?”

Though he would not come to realize it for many weeks… Andro’s next words forever set him on a path of his own making. Whether for good or ill, he had begun his own trek into the unknown on this day.
“I may look like my father… act like him to some degree… even think like him in large part.” Andro spoke evenly. “I am not my father however. You are here… in my home. I will act as I see fit. I have not fought you or your people Narice… and with my grandfather’s blessing and continued guiding hand, I will never have to. I do not harbor the same misgivings that my parents do in many respects towards the High Coven. Towards you and your people. I think you will find none of us do. That is kind of hard to do when some of your siblings are half vampire. It’s hard to do when many of your friends and fellow Spartans are either pureblood vampires or those who have been turned. It’s very hard to do when your sister has a pureblood vampire that shares not only her life but her heart.” Narice’s eyes went to where Eliani pressed her body against Nyla’s in a very possessive way, Nyla returning the gesture without pause. “Nyla is a member of this family… our family. She is not looked at differently because she is a pureblood. And only someone with blinders over their eyes would not see the love she and my sister share for each other. 
“I invited you here to try and express to you that no matter what has happened in the past, there can be a future.” Andro’s azure eyes went to where Sadi and Carisia stood close to one another. “A future for all of us.” He turned back to Narice. “If I have failed in that… or you feel you do not wish to attempt to improve what our parents have not tried to improve… then by all means, you and Deneth may leave. I have told your mother and you that I will train you and your riders to the best of my ability. I will not attempt to separate a pair unless I see that there is no trust and caring between them. It has been a pleasure sharing your company Narice, however you are free to leave whenever you wish and there will be no repercussions in the least. You will still be a section leader like Carisia and I will keep you informed of everything I intend when it comes to the training of your riders.” 
Narice stared at him for a long moment. No one that stood around the table spoke a word as they let what Andro had just said sink in completely. “You certainly do not mince words, do you Androcles Leonidas?” Narice finally said.

Andro shrugged. “What would be the point?”

Narice found herself looking at Arrarn quickly before answering. “I believe I will stay… if that is alright?”

Andro smiled. “And you would be very welcome.” He replied sincerely. “Now why don’t we finish this little round of details and then we can go relax on the beach by the water while the moon comes up? We are going to have a busy few months.”

MJOLNIR’S HAND


Athani was amazed at how quickly he thought on his feet. Even as they were moving down the corridor, Resumar ducked into one entrance of the mess lounge as they passed it by and came out the other entrance with a mug of coffee and one of tea. He smiled as he held it out to her. 

“Just to be safe.” He had said as they walked.


They covered the distance to the landing bay easily enough and were entering from one door just as For’mya was entering through the hatchway closest to the dragon pens. Jalersi was with her as was Qurot and Karun, Resumar saw as he and Athani closed the distance to them even as the alarm claxon began to sound indicating a ship was approaching. Jalersi was not the only one glaring at Athani as they approached.


“Athani… where were you!” Jalersi demanded. “I checked your quarters immediately after Queen For’mya contacted me!”


“I woke early sister.” Athani almost snarled back knowing she needed to maintain the distance that had come between them in the last few days. She would not risk losing what could well be her future by doing something stupid or acting differently. “I could not return to sleep so I began walking the ship where we are allowed. I found my way to the mess lounge and saw Prince Resumar there. He invited me to sit with him for coffee. I chose tea instead.” She held out the mug. “We had just begun talking when the bridge or someone contacted him over the COM system.”

“I rise early to use the gym and training rooms before they become crowded.” Resumar added. “Do you know a Senior Commander Pian?” He asked.


“Pian?” Jalersi gasped. “Why… why would he be the one my father sent here?”


Resumar handed the data pad to For’mya. “The Admiral sent this to my pad as we were coming here mother.” He turned to look at Jalersi. “He was picked up from your ship sixteen hours after you were by one of our Diplomatic Envoy ships. They have been trying to catch us ever since. They made one brief stop on Beklan Two to deliver diplomatic pouches and then continued on to meet us.”


For’mya looked at Jalersi. “This is rather odd, isn’t it?” She asked. “You were aware of this?”


Jalersi nodded almost sheepishly. “Forgive me Queen For’mya. Just before our meeting yesterday, my father told me he was sending additional personnel in case the request for an embassy was granted. I failed to inform you of this during our meeting or dinner because I thought things were progressing rather well. My sincere apologies. I can order them to return, if you like?”


For’mya gazed at her for several moments. “Komirri checked their flight plan Res?” She asked.

Resumar nodded. “Yes mother.”


“Very well… allow them to continue.” For’mya answered. “I won’t let it be said that we were the ones who allowed a missed communication to interfere with what we have begun here with these talks. I do wish we had more warning however, I’m not much of a morning person.”


Jalersi almost found herself laughing at the joke For’mya made but reined that in and only smiled. “Thank you Lady For’mya. The additional personnel will not be a trouble, will they?”


For’mya shook her head quickly. “We are used to carrying passengers on MJOLNIR’S HAND. We will find quarters for them.” The sounds of the landing bay’s massive doors opening drew their attention.

MENLKA TRANSPORT ARRIVING! MENKLA TRANSPORT ARRIVING!


The female voice filled the entire landing bay and drew everyone’s attention as they MENLKA-Envoy Class transport made its way slowly through the landing bay doors and the atmospheric force field. The single powerful tractor beam operating from the ceiling of the bay gripped the ship the moment the exterior beam released and began guiding it slowly to the open pad near where For’mya and her party were gathered. Athani glanced at her sister quickly while sipping her tea, noting that she was watching the ship being guided in, Karun standing beside her. As Athani’s eyes swept across where Qurot stood, she saw him glaring at her with cruel intent but she ignored him. Cemath had already been in the landing bay within the pens and he now made his way closer to where his bonded brother stood. Aurith was still coming down from the dragon cave on deck ten and this early in the morning there was hardly any crew members down near the receiving end of the bay.

Res? He asked as he approached confidently.


More quests. Resumar answered sarcastically as he turned to look at him coming across the landing bay deck.


Res… not now. For’mya spoke softly. I… something is not right.


Resumar turned to look at her, detecting the different tone of her voice as the tractor beam slowly lowered the ship to the deck. They all heard the hiss of sealed air as the ramp of the ship began to come down. Mother… what is it?


For’mya met his eyes. I feel death. She stated quickly looking at him. And it’s coming from that ship!


Resumar spun back around instantly tossing away his mug of coffee. Cemath! He shouted out as he activated their psychic shield with barely a thought.

Athani, Jalersi and Qurot could only gaze in stunned shock as the light blue psychic shield suddenly encompassed Resumar Leonidas entirely and then faded quickly from view. As the ramp of the transport touched the metal deck plating Resumar was already moving as he heard his mother call for Aurith and activate her psychic shield as well and step toward where Jalersi stood with blinding elven and wolf reflexes.


Resumar’s wolf eyes detected the moving shadows even before they had cleared the ramp and he was stepping in front of Athani just as a dozen vampires unwrapped the shadows from around their bodies just as they opened fired with their weapons.

The landing bay echoed with the sounds of weapons fire as the vampire commando unit laid down an impressive field of concentrated projectile fire at their intended targets. Resumar had scooped Athani into his arms, shielding her body with his own even as the psychic shield encompassing him surrounded her as well. For’mya had used her momentum to push Jalersi to the deck; Qurot stumbling down as well as her psychic shield surrounded Jalersi. As Qurot fell to the deck from the force of For’mya’s shove, he felt the sizzling in the air above him of several projectiles passing over his head and knew they would have hit him had he still been standing. Karun had thrown himself down behind several nearby crates the moment he saw the shadows moving.

Resumar kept Athani securely wrapped in his embrace until Cemath’s huge body arrived and interposed itself between them and the transport. They could both feel the striking of the projectiles off their psychic shields as Resumar turned to look at his bonded brother. 


“Protect her Cemath!” He snapped over the din of weapons fire. “At all costs! Burn anyone who comes close to her brother!”


Athani’s eyes were wide at this as he positioned her between Cemath’s front and back legs and Cemath’s huge wing came down over the top of her like a bubble.


Consider it done! Cemath announced sensing the concern from his bonded brother for this Kavalian female.


Resumar vaulted over the back of Cemath and landed on the deck facing the two rows of vampire commandos. His eyes had changed now, black rimmed orbs as his dual fangs extended and he began walking towards the vampire commandos.


“You picked the wrong ship to pull this stunt on!” He screamed over their weapons fire and he broke into a sprint directly at the commandos.


“Dragon!” The commando screamed as he held back the trigger on his weapon. “They have a dragon!”


“Vith the dragon! Kill the Kavalian dogs!” The commando leader screamed.


The twelve commandos were pouring weapons fire at the small group of men and women to no avail. It had been easy enough to hijack the transport and kill all but the flight crew. They wanted no problems with the Lycavorian Union and their orders had been specific… kill the Kavalian delegation but do not harm to any Union personnel. The back of the transport had grown ripe with the bodies of eleven raped and murdered Kavalian females and the large Kavalian male they had beaten to death. They knew this would be a suicide mission from the start, for there was no way they would ever escape from the Union Fleet’s flagship. They hadn’t known what ship would meet the Kavalian delegation until it had arrived, but they were already far too committed to cancel the mission once it was discovered it would be MJOLNIR’S HAND they were assaulting.

Three seconds sooner was all the time they would have needed. Three seconds faster with lowering the ramp and the Kavalians would be dead. Now… now they would all die as the dark green scaled dragon imposed its huge body in front of their intended targets, its psychic shield dancing all along its length with the multiple impacts of their projectile rounds as they bounced harmlessly away.


Two things happened that announced to all of them that their mission was not going to meet success in any way. 


The Lycavorian male with elven ears leaped over the back of the green scaled dragon protecting the Kavalians; his wolf fangs clearly bared in anger and the livid trumpeting bellow of the sapphire scaled dragon that was barreling towards them at a dead run from what appeared to be some sort of elevator.


“Kill as many as possible!” The commando leader screamed out just as he turned back to see the half elf half Lycavorian and entirely pissed off Spartan descend upon them.

“I don’t think so!” Resumar screamed before waving his arm in front of him like a club and sending the four hundred pound crate hurtling into the first row of vampire commandos from the side, crushing three of them instantly.


For’mya! Aurith shouted within Mindvoice as she ran towards where Resumar had just crushed three of the commandos with a massive transport crate.


Cemath is protecting the Kavalians! For’mya screamed out. Aurith help Resumar!

The nearby hatchway suddenly filled with Durcunusaan soldiers as if out of thin air, the door not even opening to allow them entry into the landing bay. This was something that no one but Karun noticed even in his dazed state. He began scrambling towards where the elven queen was on top of his mother.


“Mother!” He yelled crawling along the deck as rapidly as he could.


For’mya looked up at him just as half a dozen Durcunusaan nearly buried her with their bulk. “No!” She screamed. “Get them out of here!”


“My Queen… we don’t know how many of them there are!” The Durcunusaan troop screamed.


For’mya tore his Nehtes from his thigh holster and then snatched one from another of the troops. “You will get them out of this bay and lock down the entire section!” She barked the order. She turned almost as an afterthought and heaved the Nehtes into the air towards the transport. Resumar… incoming! She screamed within Mindvoice as she extended the second one and looked at the Durcunusaan officer. “You have your orders!” She snapped. “Get them into the adjoining corridor and protect them!”


The Durcunusaan soldier nodded quickly. “As you order my Queen.”


“My sister!” Jalersi screamed out.


For’mya shook her head. “She is safer where she is! Now go!”


The Durcunusaan troops scooped Jalersi and Qurot up with barely a pause, one of them grabbing Karun by the back of his collar as he attempted to get to his feet. For’mya’s eyes had changed by now and her wolf fangs were fully extended as she sprinted directly for Cemath and used his hind leg as a spring board to vault over his powerful back.

The Commandos had scattered the moment that crate smashed into their ranks. The commando leader had seen where they stuffed one of the Kavalian whores under the wing of the green scaled beast and he wrapped the shadows around himself in a mad sprint to at least attempt to accomplish part of their mission. Resumar had heard his mother easily and extended his hand without hesitation calling the Nehtes to him. He was extending it as he brought it down and sent it plunging through the chest of the vampire commando directly in front of him. As he was wrenching it free he saw his mother dart in from the side, her Nehtes extended as well. Her first thrust was directly through the throat of one commando, and she did not pause as she spun in the same motion, wrenching the Nehtes free, blood showering the area around her and slashing it viciously across the chest of another commando.

One commando was lifting his rifle to take aim and fire on For’mya. He dismissed the growl to his right as his finger tightened on the trigger. There was a flash of sapphire scales and then his arm and his weapon was gone. His cobalt blue eyes grew wide as he looked at the stump of what used to be his arm, blood spurting in an arc from the cleanly severed limb, his eyes turning to see Aurith spit his bloody hand and arm from her maw. She let out a bellow of rage, the commando saw a tuft of blue air from her snout and then the superheated breath of the hybrid dragon melted him into cinders with uncanny precision.


For’mya slashed her way to stand beside her son.


“They’ve wrapped the shadows around them!” She barked. 

“Switch to grayscale mother!” Resumar shouted back.


For’mya nodded and with nothing but a simple blink of her dark brown eyes she shifted her visual color scale to gray. It was something that Martin and Daniel Simpson had discovered during the Battle for Earth. Vampires were easily seen using grayscale vision, even when they were wrapped in the shadows. It was information that was not well known outside of the life of someone in the military for there was no real use for grayscale vision in normal day to day life. Now it would pay dividends.


“I have two!” For’mya announced.


“As do I.”


“They must not get loose on the ship Res!” For’mya snapped. “I have locked the bay down!”


“Then let’s go hunting mother!” He spoke slapping the COM badge on his wrist. “This is Resumar. Admiral… the lights and power in the starboard landing bay! Cut it!”


The reply was instantaneous. “Done!” Komirri’s voice answered.


Three seconds later the entire landing bay was dropped into blackness as everything lost power.


“Good hunting.” Komirri’s voice sounded. He had been around the King and Queens for twenty-five years, he had seen the children of the King grow and become superior warriors; even his daughters were far more skilled than the scum who had snuck aboard their ship. Now the vampire assassins would know what it was like to be hunted.


“Now the odds are even mother.” Res spoke softly. 


“You go right. I’ll take left.” For’mya spoke in a whisper. “Try to take one of them alive Resumar. I would like to know how they got this close and why exactly they came on board your father’s ship on a suicide mission.”


“No promises mother.” He spoke before slipping off into the darkness. “But I will see what I can do.”
Athani finally was able to push the front of Cemath’s wing out far enough to squeeze her lithe frame out from under the surprisingly soft membranes of his wings. When she managed to get all the way out, everything was completely black and her eyes immediately shifted into their vertical slits to allow as much light as possible in. Cemath’s head whipped around upon feeling her squeeze out and he gazed at her with his gray eyes. Unable to form words he began turning towards her and did the only thing he knew how.

YOU MUST STAY!
 He shouted out within Mindvoice.

Athani winced painfully and grabbed for her head as she heard the deep male voice in her mind boom out its command. So staggering was the force of the command that she immediately went to her knees, her ears ringing and her eyes tightly shut.

“STOP!” She screamed out heedless of the danger her voice would attract.

Cemath blinked in complete and utter shock. You… you heard me? He gasped out much more gently.

Athani’s eyes were wide now as well. The searing pain was gone, and in its place was only a dull throbbing of her temples. Her blue/green eyes, more than capable of seeing in the darkness easily, looked up at huge head of the dragon now very wide eyed in equally stunned surprised.

You hear my words to you? Cemath spoke once more, moving his head closer to her and gazing at her with a combination of shock and puzzlement.

Athani nodded slowly, still not believing what was happening to her and the ease with which she was hearing this Cemath’s voice. Her head was throbbing still, but there was no longer any pain. “How… how is this possible? How…”

Resumar has cut power to the landing bay. The vampires have wrapped themselves in the shadows. He ordered me to protect you at all costs. You must remain close by. Cemath quickly explained to her.

“My sister… my…”

With your mind Athani of the Kavalian people. Think your thoughts and I will hear you. Cemath told her. Quickly… we must shift our position before one of the remaining assassins targets us from your voice. Climb onto my back Little One and we will move to a more defensible location.

Athani looked up at him. I could… I couldn’t do… Athani shook her head stunned at the ease with which she just projected her thoughts outward.

You need not fear me Athani’Puat. Cemath told her. My bonded one has charged me with your protection.

I… I have fought vampires before! Athani snapped almost too harshly. I am not a pitiful helpless female!

Cemath chuckled. Then think of the damage you can do from high on my back Little One. We must move quickly. Do not fear me. Embrace what you do not know and let it fill you with strength.
Athani looked at him and even in the pitch blackness of the landing bay she saw him shift his massive bulk around with the grace of a Naltharian Puma. His gray eyes were bright to her keen feline vision and he gazed at her expectantly, and in those eyes she briefly saw a part of her future. Athani’Puat didn’t hesitate and in that moment, she became the only Kavalian in the history of her people to actually ride a dragon in battle. The fact that this battle was taking place in the landing bay of a Lycavorian ship did not matter to her in the least.

For’mya was a pilot with few equals. Endith, Tina and she had put their STRIKER into more hot zones and places that should have been impossible than any other flight crew in Union history. Her piloting skills were unmatched. It was her other skills that most either did not think she had, or wrongly assumed she was poorly adequate at.


You do not become a mate and wife to Martin Leonidas and not have him take many hours insuring the women he loved more than his own life could defend themselves better than anyone they would ever face in battle. For’mya could not recall the number of hours she and her fellow Queens had spent studying under perhaps the most lethal man alive anywhere in the Union, and perhaps even the universe. The vampire commandos wrongly assumed they had the advantage when the power and lights to the landing bay were cut. The bloody spearhead of the Nehtes protruding from the commando’s chest rapidly proved him wrong. As his mouth opened and closed in silent gasps, For’mya lowered him to the deck, collapsing the Nehtes with a feather light touch on the button. The spear shaft made no sound except the wet squish of her yanking the head from between his shoulder blades and that sound did not carry more than a meter. She squatted over the rapidly cooling body, her dark brown eyes adjusted to grayscale as she searched the expanse of the landing bay in front of her.

Res? She reached out within Mindvoice. I have eliminated the two I went after. West end of the bay near the TEMPEST rows.


I’m sorry mother… Resumar’s voice held exertion in it for a split second and then it returned to normal. My second target proved rather elusive.


Neutralized I take it?


She didn’t see Resumar look at the body of the commando as he slumped slowly to the floor, his blood staining the bulkhead behind him from Resumar’s downward slash of the Nehtes spearhead.


You could say that. He answered.


There is still one more Res. She spoke.


I do believe he is after me. Cemath’s voice cut into their conversation.


Brother? Where are you? Where is Athani? Resumar questioned rapid fire.


I have moved to the pens Res. Cemath answered. Athani’Puat is with me. She can hear us brother. I have touched her thoughts.

The last one is after you? Resumar gasped.


We meant to move to a position to give me a better defensive angle. He must have assumed this is what I would do and he got here first. Cemath replied. I see well enough in the dark brother… but even I can not see him if he is wrapped in the shadows in this darkness.


You won’t until he attacks! For’mya snapped. I’m moving towards you down the west side Cemath. Aurith where are you sister?


Ten meters north of Resumar’s position. Aurith replied instantly. I will move about and draw his attention Cemath my brother. Can you make for the elevator?


If I do he will be upon us. I have lowered our psychic shield so he can not detect the shimmer from the emergency lighting.


Where is Athani? Resumar demanded.


She is on my back maintaining a very low posture. Her eyes are unique brother… she sees better in the dark than we do.


Athani’s head turned slightly when she heard Resumar chuckle quite clearly in her head. She did not speak out for fear of actually talking out loud, wanting to snap back with a reply that she was very capable of defending herself. Resumar’s next words made her so very happy she did not.

Do not discount her skills Cemath my brother. She has fought vampires far longer and with considerable more frequency than we have. Resumar spoke. Use her eyes… but tell her to do nothing to get herself killed. That would not make me happy in the least. I am moving towards you on the east side. Aurith… can you see the pens from where you are?


Yes.


When you see me reach the entrance, start banging into some crates and barrels as if you are the clumsiest creature in creation. Resumar told her.


That will not be hard for her. Cemath interjected.


I will show you clumsy when this is over my fool brother! Aurith barked out.


Mother? Res asked.


Half way there. For’mya answered. I want him alive Resumar. Cemath… if what you say is true and this Athani can hear us within Mindvoice, make sure she knows I want him alive. If she gets to him before we do, she can injure him as much as she wants but he is no good to us dead. 


Cemath slowly turned his head to look at Athani stretched out nimbly on his back and saw her nod her head slowly. It is understood mother For’mya.


Sixty seconds brother!

Cemath felt Athani’s body tense upon the scales on his back. I don’t think we have that long brother.

Nubous! Resumar barked out as he surged to his feet and began to run.

Athani saw the vampire commando step around the edge of the entrance to the pen with excruciating slowness. Whatever the reason, he had unwrapped the shadows from around his body as he made his way into the massive dragon pen. Athani may not have been able to see him in the darkness while he used the shadows, but she most certainly could see him right now. His cobalt blue vampire eyes were staring at the back of Cemath’s massive body, unable to comprehend the odd shape upon the dragon’s back. Athani’s body heat was contrasting with Cemath’s much cooler scaled body, but still not a distinct heat shape for him to act upon. He truly did not want to begin shooting into the rear of this dragon and only succeed in hitting that armor like scaled skin. Some of his rounds might penetrate that thick hide, but he knew the majority would not. He moved with deliberate slowness, every step measured and even. He was superbly trained; his body coiled like springs to leap out of the way or to wrap the shadows around him once more. He knew he was a dead man. There was no way he was leaving this ship alive. He cursed his luck that it was the elven Queen and second oldest son who had come to greet the Kavalian dogs. There was almost nothing known about the second elven Queen, but the second son was said to be nearly as skilled as his brother and father when it came to combat. It was just bad luck that they had chosen this time to execute their attack.

He knew his men lay dead or dying, and he didn’t doubt they would take the implanted poison were they only injured. They knew better than to be taken alive. If there was one thing their leader had made very clear to them it was not to get caught alive, for no matter how strong they were, the Empress would get the information she so required out of them. Then they would be responsible for the deaths of every member of their insurgent group, including the most vital and important member. Their leader would not be happy in the least to know that this mission had not been approved by them personally, but the risks at the time of the decision were taken into consideration and reviewed and it was decided to proceed. 

As he took his next step toward the green scaled beast the silence shattering sound of crates hitting the floor reached his ears from behind and to the left of him. His head turned quickly to try and determine if this was a threat. Instantly he knew what it was and as he turned back to begin bringing up his weapon, his peripheral vision picked up the movement. Whatever had been resting upon the dragon’s back was now coming through the air at him with blinding speed. 


Athani’Puat was no stranger to combat, no stranger to death. As she leaped through the air from Cemath’s back with all the speed and grace of her feline genes her eyes saw the commando bringing his weapon up. She twisted in mid air and sent her right foot snapping out with incredible power and speed. It slammed into the barrel of the weapon with enough force to rip it free of the vampire’s grasp. Athani twisted once more in mid air and landed on the balls of her feet, her tail snatching the blade from her collar as she squatted behind the commando and hissed in anger. He turned quickly and gazed at this female, while pulling the long bladed knife from his leg.


“At least I will have the pleasuring of killing you like those whores on the ship!” He snarled out his voice echoing in the bay.


I don’t think so! Cemath’s voice erupted in Athani’s mind.


She watched wide eyed as his massive tail came from the darkness beside the commando, connecting with the vampire’s midsection with a resounding thud and crack of breaking bones. One instant he was in front of her, the next his body was being tossed through the air like a ragdoll. Athani was nearly blinded as the lights and power came back on in that instant. Just in time to see the commando’s body slam heavily into the unyielding bulkhead forty meters away with the sound of more cracking and shattering bones. Athani turned when she saw Resumar’s bulk closing on her from the side. He scooped her into his arms and practically tossed her back onto Cemath’s back.

“Don’t move from there!” He ordered her.


Athani knew a protective order and tone of voice when she heard one and she quickly nodded her head. Resumar dashed towards the fallen commando just as his mother was reaching him and the landing bay was being flooded with every Durcunusaan soldier stationed on MJOLNIR’S HAND.


For’mya knelt in front of the commando. That his jaw was broken was obvious, his legs twisted under his body at odd directions. Blood leaked heavily from his mouth and nose but his cobalt blue eyes were still open. For’mya could see the life fading from him fast and she looked at Resumar as he knelt next to her.


“Poison.” She stated. “He either bit down on a capsule intentionally or from the impact.”


Resumar reached out and careful to avoid the bubbly foam from between his lips pried open the closing eye lids. “Fast acting too.” He stated. “Faster than anything I’ve ever seen.”


For’mya looked up as the senior Durcunusaan officer approached. “My Queen?” He asked quickly.


“Check the others Monid.” For’mya stated as she got to her feet. “I would imagine they are the same as this one… but let’s make sure.”


The man nodded his head and motioned to his detachment that quickly began to disperse throughout the landing bay. He had been protecting For’mya as part of his regular duties for over a decade now, a Spartan who had fought the High Coven both on Earth and before discovering their King was alive. He knelt next to the body and examined it expertly knowing she would want his input later.


“ATHANI!” Jalersi’s voice echoed across the bay as she skidded to a stop, her eyes open in horror upon seeing her sister on the back of the dragon. Karun half shielded her body with his own.


Qurot rushed forward angrily, forgetting himself and intending to snatch her from the dragon’s back. Cemath’s head whipping around and the snap of his huge jaws coming together stopped Qurot in his tracks, his own eyes now filling with fear as well as he staggered back. His own head whipped around when he felt the trembling of the deck plates from Aurith’s weight as she suddenly appeared to his side, her eyes looking none too friendly.


“It is over!” For’mya barked out as she moved towards Jalersi. “Everyone relax!”


“Athani get down!” Jalersi snapped. “Get away from him sister!”


Athani’Puat drew some deep set glee from seeing the terror in her sister’s eyes. “I am fine Jalersi!” She declared proudly. “Cemath would not hurt me.” She stated confidently as she tossed her leg over his back and began sliding off his back. Resumar reached her quickly and his hands gripped her waist as she dropped the entire way to the deck. Knowing there were eyes on them, he removed his hands quickly but he saw the flash of desire in Athani’s blue/green eyes. Desire which he returned in his own gaze. He stepped out of the way as Athani began moving around him.

Resumar looked at Cemath. [Thank you brother.] He spoke.


Cemath nodded his large head. [She affects you Res.] He stated. [More strongly than I have seen a female affect you before.]


Resumar nodded. [Yes she does. There is quite a bit more to her than meets the eye.]


[Proceed carefully brother. Something tells me the others of her people would not be happy if they discovered she is just as interested in you as you are in her.] Cemath spoke.


Resumar nodded. [I will.]

Jalersi scooped Athani into her arms, running her hands over her body as if looking for injuries. Athani endured this silently before speaking. “I am unhurt Jalersi.” She stated coldly. “As if that really concerns you sister.”


Jalersi snapped her eyes up and glared at her younger sister. “We will speak of this later!” She barked.

Athani shook her head. “No… we are done speaking of it. You and mother have made your decisions knowing that is not what I wanted. There is nothing more to speak of.” Athani pulled her sister’s hands from her arms and stepped back. “I believe we owe Lady For’mya and her son a great debt for saving our lives.”


Jalersi turned as For’mya walked up to them her dark brown eyes unreadable. “Queen For’mya… I can not thank you enough for…”


For’mya shook her head quickly. “I am far less concerned with your thanks than I am with why you have brought your war with the High Coven into our borders, and onto my mate’s ship. Martin Leonidas is not going to be happy about this in the least I assure you.”


“Milady… we…”


“Prince Resumar!” The voice shouted from near the transport. “We have a live one here!”


Res turned immediately and ran for where the Durcunusaan troops were gently moving the body of a Kavalian male from inside the transport. The two Union pilots were unconscious near the ramp but appeared otherwise unhurt. Res came to a stop as they lowered him to the deck. His body was saturated with blood from dozens of lacerations, his fur caked with grime from the transport’s deck.


“Pian!” Jalersi gasped as they came up and she moved right up to where he was lying unconscious on the deck.


“Medical team!” For’mya barked quickly as Monid stepped up to her.


“The two pilots have been knocked out.” He spoke softly. “Probably when the tractor beams took control. They are unhurt otherwise. Eleven females inside… altered females just like the ones already here. All of them are dead. My Queen… they… they were raped and beaten brutally from first glance.”


For’mya stared at him. “Find out who they were Monid.” She whispered.


“I can tell you that they are not regular High Coven troops.” He spoke quickly taking her arm and drawing her gently away from the gathering of people. 


“What do you mean?” For’mya asked.


“Their uniforms. Weapons. None of it is front line Coven equipment.” He stated.


“That makes sense if they were commandos Monid.” For’mya spoke.


“They are all clones my Queen.” He stated shaking his head. “I only checked four of the bodies but all of them have a barcode branded into their arms. All of them have tried to burn it off. I will check the others, but I’m certain I will find the same.”


For’mya met his eyes. “Coven Insurgents?” She gasped softly.


Monid nodded. “That would be my guess.” He spoke. “Though why they would attempt such an attack in Union territory is beyond me. They must have known they would not succeed when they realized what ship they were coming to. The Kavalian delegation was the target no doubt.”


“I am more concerned with how they accomplished it.” For’mya spoke. “This ship stopped at Beklan Two before continuing to intercept with us. Contact Armetus and have him send a team there. I want to know who on Beklan Two is supporting High Coven Insurgents.”


Monid nodded quickly. “The Kavalians?” He asked.


For’mya looked at where Jalersi was kneeling next to the inert body of this man her father had sent. “No changes as of yet.” She stated. “I want to find out more of what is going on.”


“Permission to at least increase security on the family deck Milady. And the dragon cave? For the remainder of our trip back to Earth?”

For’mya nodded. “Of course.” She replied. “Whatever you feel is necessary Monid. However let’s keep it as low key as possible.”


Monid nodded. “Of course my Queen. Low key.”


For’mya smiled at him. “Go.” Monid began to turn away but her voice stopped him. “Monid?”


He turned back to face her. “Milady?”


“The bodies. I want the bodies moved to a secure location. The leader appeared to have some poison in his mouth that he used. Very powerful and very fast acting.” For’mya spoke. “I want to make sure we discover what it was.”


Monid nodded. “As you order. May I suggest we…”


The grunt of a powerful blow sounded and they turned quickly as Qurot’s body was seen rolling across the deck away from several of the dead commandos that had been crushed by the crate Resumar had tossed on them.


“Step back!” Resumar snarled at him.


Qurot quickly gathered his feet under him, anger flashing in his eyes. “You dare strike me child!” He screamed. He stepped toward Resumar with harmful intent blazing in his eyes but froze after three steps with the metallic sound of the Nehtes extending in Resumar’s hand and the bloody head of the spear pressing to his broad chest.


Karun stepped away from his mother to assist but he too froze when Resumar’s left arm came up and with a brilliant flare of silver/white light, the Shi Viska appeared humming on his arm.


“I wouldn’t if I were you cousin!” Resumar spoke harshly to Karun though his eyes never left Qurot. “Not if you want to keep your head attached to your shoulders.”


“Res!” For’mya shouted stepping around Karun and glaring at her son. “What are you doing?”


“We do not desecrate the bodies of the dead Kavalian!” Resumar growled ignoring his mother. “Not even those of our enemies and most certainly not on my father’s ship!”


For’mya turned her eyes to Qurot as Jalersi got to her feet. “What…”


“His left hand mother.” Resumar spoke calmly. “And know that if you make one gesture of defiance or harm towards my mother Senior Commander Qurot, I will run you through without a second’s pause.”


For’mya stepped forward quickly and held out her hand. “Give it to me.” She demanded.


“He is dead!” Qurot barked. “He will have no need of it! And we can use the information on this to discover who they are!”


“I will not ask again Commander.” For’mya spoke. “You are in Union space on board the Union flagship. Do as I tell you… or I will order my son to plunge his Nehtes through your chest and we will let the chips fall where they may. You however will be quite dead. And do not think for an instant that I will not give that order.”


“Do it Qurot! Damn you! Or I will kill you myself!” Jalersi hissed viciously from where she knelt beside Pian’s inert form.


Qurot held out the small data pad, his eyes glaring at both her and Resumar. For’mya took the pad and held it out to Monid who lowered his P190A3 from where it was leveled at Karun’s head and retrieved the pad from her hand. For’mya looked at Jalersi. “I must insist that the members of your delegation take into account that our laws are very different than yours Jalersi.” She stated. “Another altercation such as this will bring this delegation and the hopes of trade talks to a screeching end. That much I guarantee you.”


Jalersi nodded. “I will see to it myself Lady For’mya.” She barked firmly.

For’mya turned and met Resumar’s eyes for a brief second. “I need to contact Martin Leonidas and inform him of what has happened.” She stated. She looked at Jalersi. “I suggest everyone return to their quarters and regain control of their emotions. We can gather for lunch to discuss what has happened and why.”


Jalersi nodded her head. “Of course.”


For’mya nodded and then headed for the hatchway, Monid and Aurith falling in on either side of her. Resumar brought his left arm back, his Shi Viska quickly disappearing in another flash. He pulled the Nehtes back with a slower pace as Qurot glared at him.


“We will… we will come to blows one day son of Leonidas.” Qurot stated. “Then we will see how good you are with your toys.”


Resumar smiled. “I look forward to that day Qurot. It just might come sooner than you think.” He spoke in reply.


Jalersi stepped forward and pulled on Qurot’s arm, drawing him away from Resumar. “We will do as Queen For’mya has asked us.” She stated. “We will return to our quarters until our emotions have cooled. And we need to check on Pian’s condition. Come Qurot.”


Resumar watched him as he allowed Jalersi to pull him towards the hatchway, Karun following all the while keeping his eyes on Resumar and pulling Athani by her arm. Resumar glanced quickly at Athani as Karun drew her away, saw her blue/green eyes smiling at him and then he turned to the Durcunusaan troopers still milling about.


“I want the bodies secured under guard.” He ordered. “Get the flight crew to medical and let’s get this mess cleaned up. We still have a ship to run.”


Resumar did not see the small smiles of the Durcunusaan troops and the crewmembers or the nods that passed between them.


Yes… Resumar Leonidas was going to make a fine Commander.

SPARTA
ROYAL SPARTAN ESTATE


“…eleven dead Kavalian females. They appeared to have been raped repeatedly and then murdered Martin.” For’mya told him from the holo disc on the floor of his office in the villa. “The male survived, though he was gravely injured. I do not know how he got them to believe he was dead in order to keep them from beating him.”


“The attackers were High Coven commandos For’mya?” Isabella asked from where she was perched on the edge of Martin’s desk. The light robe hid her naked body underneath even as Martin wore only pants.

For’mya shook her head. “No. Monid does not believe they were regular Coven troops Bella.” She spoke. “He discovered clone brands on all of them Martin Leonidas.”


“What does he think they were Kinsoaurgai?” Martin asked leaning forward in his chair.


“He seems to believe they are insurgents of some kind.” For’mya answered evenly. “The brands… the lack of correlating uniforms and weapons. Their training was superb however and they moved very well. A few seconds earlier and they would have caught all of us in the open. I had the bodies locked in a cold storage for Anja to examine when we return. They took some kind of poison that worked insidiously fast and was extremely deadly. Whoever they were… they had to know this was a suicide mission Martin.”

“Beklan Two is very near the border of The Wilds Martin.” Isabella spoke. “But still within Union space.” 


“I had Monid contact Armetus to have a team sent there.” For’mya spoke. “They had to have boarded the Envoy ship there.”


“You are on your way back now?” Martin asked getting to his feet.


For’mya nodded. “Komirri is not wasting any time. He does not wish anymore surprises to happen while we are out here without our Strike Wing.”


“The Kavalian delegation?” Martin asked.


“I got them out of the landing bay once Cemath blocked the attacker’s line of sight. Res and I dealt with them.” For’mya spoke. “I wasn’t going to mention this until we got back but the delegation leader is your brother’s mate Martin Leonidas. His oldest son with this woman is also among them. Both she and her sister are the daughters of this Prefect Keleru.”


“Pleistarchus’s mate?” Martin gasped looking at the holo image. “Are you sure?”

For’mya nodded. “Oh yes. She has made no attempt to hide that fact. And she is very determined to have a meeting with you, though her reasons escape me. Their purpose for coming here has nothing to do with trading their berries, Stenys and I both agree. They are pushing to establish an embassy for the very reason we thought they would.”


“So they can watch what is taking place with the Coven.” Bella spoke. “Do they think we are fools?”


“I don’t believe they care what we think.” For’mya said. “This Senior Commander Qurot is a loose cannon as Anja says so much and his actions so far to date indicate they do not care for us in any way, no matter what this Jalersi says. He is arrogant and pompous in his perceived superiority. As is your nephew. The only one who seems remotely normal is the younger one Athani, but there is something about her as well.”


“In what way?” Bella asked.


For’mya shook her head. “Not anything directed at us. I sense she is here for purposes that are entirely her own and they have nothing to do with what her sister or this Qurot character want. She was caught further away when the attack began… Res gave her to Cemath to protect. Martin… she is able to Mindvoice. She and Cemath were talking with each other during the attack. He apparently made contact with her when she tried to break from his protection. He convinced her otherwise. She actually rode on his back without fear Martin. Res… Resumar seems quite protective of her for some reason.”


“Resumar is protective of everyone.” Bella spoke. “It is the part of his nature that he gets from ussta she-elf.”


For’mya nodded. “Yes.”


“Have they given any indication that they know the Coven brought their dragons here?” Martin asked.


For’mya shook her head. “No. I am reasonably sure they are only trying to discover why, after so long, we have decided to sign a Cease Fire with them. The Trade Delegation was their only means to have a conduit into the Union, but Deia as we know was avoiding them.”


“And Laustinos walked blindly into their net.” Martin spoke shaking his head.


For’mya nodded. “It would appear so.”


“For’mya did you…” Isabella began.


“Oh yes Bella. In very strong terms.” For’mya answered with a smile. “Whether it makes a difference only time will tell.”

“Ol inbalus alur... whol ukt zai'th.” Bella muttered in the ancient vampire language. (It had better… for his sake.)


For’mya chuckled. “Siyo... Usstan qua'l.” She replied in the same tongue. (Yes… I agree.)


Martin looked at them. “What is that about?” He asked.


Bella looked at him. “It’s a woman thing.” She stated. “Not something you need to worry about.”


Martin shrugged as he stepped closer to the holo image. “Ok.” He looked at For’mya. “You’ve told me what you’ve seen… now tell me what you sense Kinsoaurgai.” 


For’mya met his eyes. “They have a hidden agenda Martin Leonidas.” She said evenly. “That is without question. Whether all of them are part of it I can’t say. This Athani… I don’t believe so. As I said… she seems to have something entirely different in her mind. I sensed indecision in her when she first arrived onboard, but something has changed. In the landing bay… she seemed more confident. Almost as if she had found the answers to something she had been seeking. Jalersi… I sense quite a bit of simmering hatred inside her… as well as her son. It is hidden deep... but it is there. There is some fear… of what they are doing… if they will succeed and a lingering sense of indecision in them as well, but not for the same reasons as Athani. The females they brought with them have all undergone this biogenic treatment that it appears Jalersi and Athani have.”

“The better to blend in naturally.” Martin said.

For’mya nodded. “Yes. Commander Qurot is simply a brute. More than likely they sent him along as some sort of visual reference to their military prowess. He is not as important a part as he is portraying himself to be. She has asked that she be allowed to contact her father in regards to what happen Martin Leonidas.”

Martin shook his head. “She can contact him when you are back here.” He stated. “Not before. I want no more surprises Kinsoaurgai… not for you or Resumar. This is far more than we bargained for to begin with. The Kavalian delegation is one thing, but a commando strike against my ship to kill this delegation and conducted by vampires?” Martin shook his head. “I don’t like it.”

“We will arrive in seventeen hours my love.” For’mya spoke. “Perhaps then we will have a better idea of what is happening. This Qurot fool tried to remove a data pad from one of the dead commandos. Resumar stopped him. Monid is going through it now and trying to decipher the encryption.”
“I’ll have Anja standing by to examine the bodies when you arrive.” Martin said.

“And this Athani?” Bella asked quickly. “Kavalians are not supposed to have the ability to Mindvoice m’ranndii.”

Martin nodded. “Siyo... Usstan zhaun.” He said softly. (Yes… I know.) “Kinsoaurgai?”
For’mya shook her head slowly. “It is another reason I believe her purpose is directed at something other than us Martin. To my knowledge… she made no effort to inform her sister or the others that this ability was suddenly available to her. And her interaction with her sister says there is something else going on as well concerning her. Something not related to the talks or us. I believe it has something to do with this Qurot.”

Bella looked at Martin quickly. “Kavalians are not known for their stellar treatment of their females’ rights m’ranndii. It has never been part of their history. Perhaps this Athani wants more than what she has with her people.”

Martin shook his head. “No way. I sympathize with her if that is the case… but allowing her to defect or seek political asylum is opening ourselves to another whole box of worms. I want these talks to go quickly… and smoothly. No more curve balls. I’ve talked with Deia, Tarifa and Selene in regards to an embassy. If it allows us to keep better tabs on them… then yes I will allow it as much as it burns my ass to do. I trust them less than I do Aikiro and the Coven.” He looked up. “Speaking of which… I believe it’s high time I discover what Aikiro has been keeping from me. If the Coven has insurgent groups inside their ranks who are willing to board my ship on a suicide mission to kill a Kavalian delegation… what else are they prepared to do here on Earth?”

“The Union pilots were not injured Martin.” For’mya was quick to point out. “It appears they were knocked unconscious as soon as the tractor beams on MJOLNIR’S HAND secured the MENKLA transport… but they were not harmed in any way.”

“Ok… so they went out of their way to not hurt our people.” Martin said. “Why? And will that happen again? Just bring yourselves home For’mya.”

For’mya nodded. “We will see you soon my love.”

Martin turned to look at Isabella as the holo image faded. “Outside of For’mya… who is best at reading people Bella?”

“I would have to say Dysea.” She replied immediately. 

Martin shook his head. “No… I want Melda Min and Anja to remain as far outside of what is happening with the Coven as possible. I have too many of my family intertwined with them now as it is. You, me and Andro I’m not concerned with. You and I because we are of one mind when it comes to the Coven. Andro because he has spent more time with Selene and Lynwe than any of our children, and his closeness with Zarah… it…”

Isabella nodded. “Yes… it gives him a better sense of what vampires will do.” She stated as she stood up and moved closer to her husband. “Then I would have to say Aihola, Tarifa or Charles Turner. What is wrong Martin?” She asked tracing her long finger down his cheek. “You are troubled by something and I don’t need to probe your thoughts to see that.”
He met her hazel/green eyes. “I just can’t shake the feeling that the shit is about to hit the proverbial fan Bella. And there isn’t a damn thing I can do to stop it.” 

CRANAE ISLAND


Andro had made no move to chase Lisisa and Denali away and send them to the southern base. He knew that Lisisa had waited for this moment for a long time and he had no intention of cutting short the first hours she would have with her sister. Zarah had told him this during a brief shielded conversation after dinner. She had said it was Lisisa’s time with Carisia and she wanted her to have it. She had volunteered to go to the southern base early in Lisisa’s and Deni’s place. Zarah may have been free-spirited and reckless, but she was also exceptionally intelligent and very perceptive for one who was only twenty-one. He and Zarah shared a special bond that no one among their family knew of and if they had any say in it, no one ever would. That bond gave them a closeness Andro and Zarah did not share with their other siblings. They could communicate in ways that no one else could, developing a unique coded language all their own. They knew why they shared this bond, but Zarah knew no matter what, she and Andro would always be closer than most. 

They had moved to the beach and spread out several large blankets on the white sand. Elynth and the other dragons were fully occupied only a few meters away gnawing on large bones and speaking with each other within Mindvoice. Andro was stretched out on his side, Sadi sitting lotus style in front of him and leaning against his body. Nyla was sitting with her long legs curled underneath her, Eliani’s head resting in her lap, as their hands stroked each other’s skin without conscious thought. Arrarn sat next to Deni while Carisia sat beside Lisisa. Toria and Narice sat to Carisia’s left. Sadi could sense Andro’s eyes gazing on Carisia throughout the evening at different times, just as hers were. They watched how she laughed and smiled, the sound of her voice and her unique rose petal scent; a scent that both of them had already burned deeply into their memories. Lisisa was regaling them of deeds they had done completely unrelated to war and fighting. She spoke of her time watching Andro and her siblings growing up and the trouble they always found themselves in.

Andro glanced at his brother, noticing that Arrarn had remained quiet for most of the evening, which was unlike him. He watched him for several moments seeing his dark eyes dart back and forth between Toria and Narice several times. He watched him chuckle at what Lisisa was saying as she finished the story she was telling Carisia and the others.


“…so what does Arrarn do?” Lisisa spoke. “He and Deni find some thick straps made from some material I have no idea where they found. Normya is piloting the DT as they come swooping in over the mountain hanging from this contraption they had made. They are several thousand feet up mind you, traveling in the blistering cold of the high mountains. Normya brings the DT in over our camp and these two bone heads leap from this netting thing they had made, wrap Jeth in it and we ride all the way back to Tuya hanging from this netting under a DT.”


“Hey… it worked didn’t it?” Denali stated.


“Our father ranted at them for over an hour for doing something so crazy.” Eliani said from where she was.


“So you rode hanging from this netting?” Carisia asked stunned. “With your dragon? Under the Dragon Transport?”


Lisisa nodded. “A ninety minute flight.” She answered. “By the time we got back, I think we all spent several hours in hot pools because we were damn near frozen through.”


“I had icicles in my nostrils.” Arrarn laughed. “I was pulling flakes of crystallized ice out of my hair for two days. I’ll never go to another cold weather climate as long as I live. And I won’t listen to anymore of Deni’s insane ideas.”

Deni looked at him. “The net was your idea.”


“The operation was your idea!” Arrarn quipped back. “It’s all that pure blood you have in you. Andro too. Makes you both certifiably nuts at times.” He said. “Now me and Eliani… we have Elven and Hadarian blood in us. Makes us much calmer and in control of our emotions.”


“Sibfla!” Andro barked with a grin. “It wasn’t Deni or I who flew our DT into a Class Nine Ion storm to rescue a family we didn’t know. That was you brother! All you! Certifiable. That’s what you are!”


“A Class Nine Ion storm?” Toria gasped. “How did you keep control?”


Arrarn grinned. “It’s all in the touch.” He said.


“Touch my ass!” Eliani blurted. “You about crapped in your uniform shorts!”


“And he found true love!” Lisisa stated with a glint in her eye. “The daughter of the family fell in love with him and his cute elven ears the moment he set down on the plateau. He stole her heart.” She said giving him a shove as he looked on embarrassed. “And he fell in love with her too.”


“My ears are not cute!” Arrarn snapped playfully. “They are distinguished. That is what Taleena saw in them.”


“Yeah… distinguished full of sibfla ears!” Deni popped.


“Do you often break the hearts of females who fall in love with you?” Narice asked the question.

Arrarn looked at her across the blanket his dark eyes unreadable. His jaw twitched in anger and it was obvious he was holding back a rather vile retort to Narice’s blunt and unfeeling question.  “That’s me. Love them and leave them Leonidas.” He stated coldly getting to his feet. “I’m going to go for a run.”


“Arrarn…” Andro called as he started to get up. There was a soft flash of white/blue light and the large dark blond wolf was suddenly in front of them. The dark eyes were the same, yet in front of them now was a muscular male wolf easily two hundred pounds of coiled muscle and bone. His dark eyes stared at Narice for a moment longer before turning and sprinting off into the darkness. “Anse!” Andro stated as he came to his feet. “KertaGai?”


Sadi looked up at him. “Go!”


Carisia, Toria and Narice all gasped at the same time as with another flash of soft white/blue light the immense raven black wolf stood in front of them. Natural instincts caused Narice and Toria to lean back quickly in fear, only Carisia staring with wonder at the huge black apparition. Staring with both love and desire in her maya blue eyes. In his natural wolf form Androcles Leonidas was nearly three and a half feet tall at the shoulders and just less than three hundred pounds of muscle and teeth. His black fur was thick and shiny, but there was no mistaking the rippling steel muscles under that fur. His azure eyes were almost mystical to look at surrounded by the night black of his fur as they were. He was only slightly smaller than his father in size, and they watched as his large muzzle leaned close to Sadi’s face and licked her cheek eliciting a giggled and a smile, before he too sprinted off into the night.


Lisisa turned to Denali. “Deni… go.” She stated.


A third and final white/blue flash and the dark brown haired wolf was there and turning to follow his brothers. Denali and Andro were almost the same size in wolf form, larger than their brothers Arrarn and Resumar only because of their pure Lycavorian blood. He stood just a tad over three feet high at the shoulder and two hundred and eighty pounds of similar muscle and teeth. As large as they were, even though Arrarn and Resumar were not pure Lycavorian, they were still larger than most wolves in the Union. No one saw the utter passion and desire in Lisisa’s eyes as she watched Denali sprint after his brothers.

Carisia turned finally and looked at her Aunt. “That was not called for Narice.” She snapped harshly.


“I only asked a question!” Narice found herself defending what she had said, though not with very much heart in her actions. The moment her statement escaped her lips she regretted it. Narice was not acting like herself around this Arrarn Leonidas; his presence was making her feel strange to say the least. It had all day. She was reacting defensively to him and she did not understand why. “The intelligence reports… they said…”


“Intelligence reports?” Lisisa asked keeping her voice calm and even.


Narice nodded quickly. “Yes. We assumed them to be accurate since most of them were taken directly from your own Netnews intercepts and channels.”


Eliani sat up fully now. “This is why Andro brought us here tonight.” She said softly. “To begin to learn of each other ourselves and not what others say. Narice… Taleena was five years old when Arrarn rescued her and her family. That was only two years ago. Her older brother was killed as they tried to get to the plateau where he finally found them. Arrarn took it upon himself to fulfill the role of her brother because he could not get to them in time to save him. He has felt guilty about that ever since. He has acted in her brother’s stead since that day.”


Narice, Princess of the High Coven, supremely skilled and highly intelligent, suddenly found herself in a very unfamiliar position. She suddenly felt miniscule in size and completely ashamed of herself. She had prided herself on always looking beyond what was told to her… yet for some reason with Arrarn Leonidas she did not do this. She wanted to believe what the intelligence reports said about him. Narice felt Toria’s hand squeeze her arm as she leaned forward.


“He did this freely?” Toria asked.

Eliani and Lisisa nodded. “That is who our brother is.” Eliani answered. “Not the ridiculous way they portray him on the Netnews.”


“The reports we gathered from the Union Netnews… they made your brother out to be… well…” Toria stopped.


“A ladies man?” Lisisa said.


Toria met her eyes. “Well… yes.”


Lisisa smiled. “Yes… I thought as much. Arrarn does have a way of attracting females wherever he goes.” She said. “I can see where it would be easy to assume that from just the Netnews.”


“It’s been like that for years.” Eliani said. “Ever since he finished his Agoge.”


Narice turned her head and looked at Eliani surprised. “He is a pilot.” She said. “I did not think they were required to go through your ritual training.”


“Every Leonidas male is expected to go through the training.” Nyla spoke now. “I don’t think any of them would shirk from that duty. To them it would be like smearing the name of their grandfather… and that is something none of them would ever do, even upon pain of death. Arrarn Leonidas is just as lethal with a Nehtes as he is behind the controls of a STRIKER DT. Even Deion is already talking of his Agoge and he is only ten.”


“Arrarn is considered the best looking of our father’s sons…” Eliani said with a smile. “The most beautiful if you will.”


Sadi, who had remained silent until now, chortled. “I beg to differ on that.” She barked.


Lisisa laughed and reached over to push her gently. “Your opinion does not count. You and Andro have essentially been a couple since he was eight months old.”


Eliani laughed as well and looked at Narice. “Arrarn is most definitely not a ladies man.” She stated. “He’s had only three…”


“Two.” Lisisa stated quickly. “Arianna does not count. She was a upaee and only wanted to be with him to flaunt him to all her high class friends. Similar to what Ulana wanted with Andro.”

“Ulana?” Sadi asked quickly even though she already knew the answer to her own question. Andro had hidden nothing from her, and she had spent hours roaming the halls of his mind since they had been together. She knew exactly who Ulana was. “Who is this Ulana?”


Eliani chuckled. “Oh I’m sure you’ll meet her some day.” She said. “She’s just stupid enough to try and steal Andro back from you, as if that will ever happen. He already told her she was a pompous bitch wench… but she won’t listen.”


“Bitch wench Ussta-che?” Nyla asked with a smile. “That is a new one.”


“Do I get to rip her eyes out if she tries?” Sadi asked with a wicked glint in her jungle green eyes.


“Just wait until we are there to see it.” Lisisa stated. “That will be priceless.”


“Anyway… Arrarn’s only had two relationships.” Eliani said. “Neither of them lasted very long and they parted as friends. It takes a special woman to win the heart of one of our brothers. Andro has found Sadi… Arrarn, Res and Deni… well, they are still looking.”


Lisisa felt a warm flush through her skin that was hidden in the moonlight for she knew that Deni had already found that woman in her. As he showed her every time they were alone together. And it also told her they were doing an excellent job of hiding their love for one another until the time when they could reveal it.


“I’m… I’m afraid I am guilty of doing exactly what I told myself I would not do.” Narice spoke softly. “I said I would come here with an open mind… and I did not do that. I… I am sorry.”


Eliani waved her hand. “Arrarn is like Andro and father. He has thick skin. By morning he’ll be back to his old self… you’ll see.”


“I should apologize to him.” Narice said quickly.


Lisisa shook her head. “No. Never apologize to a Spartan male for being a woman. And most definitely never to a Leonidas. To them, it would be an insult. Our father has instilled in our brothers that while we are women and fellow warriors, we are also treasured pieces of our own future. We are to be treated with equal respect and honor as well as devotion. It is the way he treats our mothers, and he made sure all of our brothers knew it. If it was seen by any of our brothers, and I dare say any Spartan man, the striking of a woman by a man, that man would soon learn what pain is like.” She said. “We are what we are… and that is why they love and desire us so!” She said with a brilliant smile.


Eliani burst out laughing and fell back on Nyla’s laughing form as Sadi couldn’t contain her own loud giggling. “Oh… oh that is a good one Lisi!” Eliani exclaimed. 


The laughter was infectious and soon all of them were laughing, though Narice’s dark eyes were staring off into the darkness where the dark blond wolf had disappeared, and very much wondering if Arrarn Leonidas desired her.


Arrarn didn’t budge from where he had shifted back and now sat on the beach on the far side of the island. He felt his brothers end their sprint and move up on either side of him before shifting back into their human forms and settling to the sand beside him.


“I don’t want to hear it.” Arrarn spoke.


“Hear what?” Andro asked.


“What you are going to tell me.”


“What makes you think I’m going to say anything?” Andro said with a smile.


Arrarn smiled and looked at him. “You’ve always got something to say. You are too much like father sometimes. I can hear him now… ‘Are you crazy boy? The daughter of the High Coven Empress? Have you lost your mind? An intelligence officer from the Venorik Elghinn? They aren’t your mother and sisters! They are High Coven!’” He stated trying to impersonate his father’s voice. 


“He’s got a point about that Andro.” Deni spoke with a grin. He elbowed his brother. “Not a bad impression of father either.”


“Just let me wallow in self pity for a while.” Arrarn spoke. 


Andro chuckled. “You got it bad brother.” He said looking at Arrarn as he lay back on the sand. “Both of them?”


“Why is it that vampires think they don’t have unique scents?” Arrarn demanded to the star filled sky. “I have had nothing but the smell of fresh pineapples and cherries in my nubous head all day and night!”


“Which one is which?” Deni asked with a grin.


“You expect me to say that it is wrong Arrarn.” Andro spoke softly. 


“That is what father would say.” Arrarn retorted. “They are supposed to be our enemies you know.”


“I am not father Arrarn.” Andro spoke. “And they are not my enemies until they prove otherwise to me. And I will not scorn you for feeling the exact same thing I feel for Carisia.”


Arrarn sat up quickly and joined Denali in looking at him wide eyed. “What?” Arrarn gasped.


“I knew I smelled it today.” Deni spoke. “From Sadi too. For her.”

“That’s what that was coming from her as well?” Arrarn asked. 


Andro nodded. “Sadi and I have been having dreams of her for a long time.” He said. “Individually and together.”


“How long?” Deni asked.


Andro chuckled. “A long time.” He told them. “Today after she first arrived… Sadi and I were talking in Mindvoice. Shielded. We included her in the connection without as much as a passing thought. Like it was the most natural thing in the world for us to do.”


“Anse!” Arrarn said. “Does father know?”


Andro shook his head with a smile. “No.”


“Andro… you can’t just dismiss that.” Arrarn spoke. “You and Sadi… you were… you were chosen for each other. We all know that. But if this… if Carisia… if she affects you both in this way… to that extent. You can’t just let it go.”


Andro nodded. “We don’t intend to.” He stated. He looked at Arrarn and Deni. “They may be from the High Coven… but they are not our enemies. The Empress, Yuri… some others that I have seen yes, but not these women here tonight. And not their dragons. With the exception of Yuri and her idiot son Dante and that fool riding the female who carried eggs, I sense nothing but concern from these men and women for their dragons. Believe me… I have tried to find something else too. They just not have been able to express it as they should. Yuri’s other two children… Javier and Lucia… they are wavering on the edge but I don’t think I care to catch them to be honest. Not unless they show me something else.”

“The history between our people is…” Deni began.


“It is not our history Denali.” Andro said. “It is father’s history. Our mother’s history… though I dare say they would be more open to the future if not for his feelings. We make our own history brother. Just as grandfather Leonidas did. Just as grandfather Resumar did. Just as father has the past years… but that is not our history. We make our own history by the paths we choose to take.”


Denali shifted on the sand to look at him fully. “What are you saying Andro?”


“We have an opportunity right now to make our own history and with that, our future.” Andro spoke. Andro shook his head slowly. “The High Coven as our father knows it will… it will not survive the future. They are not the threat we should be concerned with.”


“The Kavalians?” Arrarn stated.


Andro nodded. “The Kavalians are worse than the Coven ever thought of being, and with our uncle helping them, it makes them that much more dangerous to the Union. I’m not saying the High Coven is innocent in their past actions or even their future actions… but I know you both saw today that Narice, Toria and Carisia are not like Yuri and Aikiro. Father is right in that they are here for something other than us to train their dragons and riders.”


Arrarn nodded slowly. “Yes.”


“That’s obvious in the way they have acted.” Deni said.


Andro settled and shifted on the sand. “The question is… are their ulterior motives the same or different from Aikiro and Yuri? And how many of them feel the same way?”


“You think they are different?” Denali asked.

“Have either of you smelled a lie coming from them today?” Andro asked. Arrarn and Denali shook their heads quickly. “They are just as curious about us as we are about them. Deni I know your sense of smell is almost as good as mine and father’s noses. Arrarn… you may be half elf… but your nose is better than some purebloods. Are you going to tell me you didn’t smell the interest Narice has in Toria? Or the interest Toria has in Narice? This is all as new to them as it is us. And not just concerning us. They have been under the thumb of Yuri and Aikiro for years… and I’m guessing this is the first time any of them have interacted with us or each other out of very controlled circumstances.”


“Well… their intelligence about us really sucks.” Deni said. “Armetus has made it very difficult to operate intelligence agents within the Union. At least those that can do us harm. Wherever they got theirs… well they need to discard that source.”

Andro nodded. “Yes he has. I believe they got most of their information from our own Netnews channels.”

Deni rolled his eyes. “Well that would explain a lot. Those idiots couldn’t find their midas with both hands, their noses and a searchlight.”

Andro nodded as he chuckled. “That’s not to say they don’t still have some sources… but for the most part they came here blind.” He looked at them intently. “You are my brothers… blood before all else… you know I follow that phrase more closely than most. I would never do anything that puts any of you in danger. Ever! I believe however, I believe this is our chance to change the future. That is why I am not going to fight what Sadi and I feel for Carisia. And that is why Arrarn… I’m not going to tell you to fight what you seem to feel for Narice and Toria. They are both beautiful beyond measure. If that is what you wish, then I say go for it. No… this time… this time I’m going to follow what my gut tells me. Not father’s instincts. I’m going to trust in my instincts… and my instincts tell me this is our time.”

“And if you’re wrong Andro? Then what?” Denali asked.


“Then I will take every single one of their dragons from them.” Andro replied. “Those that do not leave peacefully I will bury.”


Arrarn and Denali looked at their brother for a long moment in silence with nothing but the breeze whispering across the sand and the sounds of the Laconian Gulf splashing gently against the shore.


“You know brother… you nubous scare me sometimes.” Arrarn finally blurted out.


“Man you ain’t kidding.” Deni agreed. “You been hanging around Helen too much.”


Andro laughed gently. “I scare myself sometimes.” He said.


Arrarn smiled. “You know… I’ve never chased the tails of pureblood vampires.” He said. “That might be kind of fun. They don’t seem too impressed that I am a Prince and that makes it even more challenging.”


“Well… from what I saw today… you won’t find much finer looking tails than those anywhere in Sparta.” Deni spoke with a grin.


“Man… ain’t that the truth!” Arrarn said.

“You just have to work past the part where they are interested in each other as well as you.” Andro spoke.


Arrarn looked at him eyes wide. “You smelled that in them?” 


Andro stood up. “C’mon… let’s go back and work on some things I have floating in my head to speed the training. When Res gets back, we can really throw the training into high gear.”

Arrarn and Denali got to their feet as well. “Wait a minute… you have to tell me if you smelled that Andro. You can’t leave me hanging.” Arrarn complained.

Androcles and Denali laughed and three sons of Leonidas began walking back down the beach the way they had come.

MJOLNIR’S HAND


Resumar had not wanted to leave a meeting so badly as he did the one with Qurot and the other Kavalians right now. He had spent the five hours prior to the meeting in the landing bay with the crew of MJOLNIR’S HAND helping to put everything back together as well as conduct some sort of preliminary investigation. The bodies had all been taken to a secure storage room near engineering; none of the vampire commandos had any sort of identifiable markings except for the clone brand on their arms. All of them were healthy and well groomed and they could just as well be any vampire walking within the Union borders right now. The computer cores were downloaded and secured, and the last thing he had done was interview the two pilots before going to the meeting. Resumar was no stranger to the adrenalin rush of combat and the after affects, yet the reason his thoughts kept drifting was not the battle, but the tangerine scent of Athani’Puat who sat three chairs from him. What had taken place with her had stunned him and Cemath, and even as they moved about the landing bay talking of this, they were trying to discover how she had suddenly developed the ability to Mindvoice. He also could not shake the very real feeling that he had undoubtedly enjoyed having her supple body in his arms. The crush of her breasts against his chest, the feel of her arms around his shoulders and the taste of her lips; these were the things that occupied Resumar’s mind right now.

“Res?” For’mya’s voice broke into his thoughts.


Resumar looked up. “Huh? I’m… I’m sorry mother. What did you say?” He asked quickly. He saw Qurot roll his eyes in disgust even as Karun snickered softly.


“The bodies?” For’mya asked again.


Resumar nodded. “The bodies… yes.” He said. He held up the data pad and gently slid it across the surface of the table to where Jalersi sat. She ignored it and looked at him. “All of them are clones.” He stated. “They all had the same clone brand on their arm. Aside from being well fed and in excellent physical condition, there’s nothing discernible as far as where they came from or how they got to Balkan Two. I agree with Monid however, they are definitely not regular High Coven troops.”


“What do you mean?” Jalersi demanded. “How would you know that?”


Resumar turned to her. “Your people do not have the corner on doing battle with the High Coven Lady Jalersi.” He stated calmly surprising her with the respect in her voice. “You have been at war with them for twenty-five years… before that, not for a thousand years. My people, with the exception of these last twenty-five years, have battled the High Coven for centuries. We do know something of what they are capable of. One of our senior Durcunusaan officers believes these men are insurgents of some kind.”

“Insurgents?” Jalersi asked.


“Yes.”


“What of their weapons?” Karun asked from where he stood.


“A mix of older High Coven projectile rifles… Limian hand toasters and Kavalian Mark Three assault rifles.” Resumar spoke looking at him.

“Kavalian weapons?” Karun asked as he stepped closer to his mother and reached for the pad she had not picked up. 

“I have spoken with Martin Leonidas. “For’mya spoke now. “Based on what has recently occurred, we are making straight for Earth with no other stops or delays. Jalersi… considering this commando team was undoubtedly after you and your delegation, until we are in more secure surroundings within Sparta, Martin has refused your request to contact your father Keleru’Puat. He does not want any transmission you might send to be intercepted. He said he will make a secure transmitter available to you when we arrived on Earth.”

“That is not acceptable!” Qurot spat leaning forward in his chair.


For’mya turned her dark brown eyes on him. “Senior Commander Qurot… what you find acceptable does not concern me in the least.” She stated calmly. “This was supposed to be a Trade Delegation. The Union has taken no part and no sides in your ongoing conflict with the High Coven. Now however, now a vampire commando team has boarded my mate’s ship and attempted to assassinate your delegation. That they did this within Union space; that they knew what ship they were boarding, and that they knew they would never leave this ship alive does not bode well for continued relations between us. Your issues with the High Coven, whether real or perceived, do not concern us, and Martin Leonidas will not allow us to be drawn into your conflict, nor will he allow your war to spill over into our borders.”

“Lady For’mya…” Jalersi began.


For’mya turned her eyes on her. “He has agreed to meet with you Jalersi, as you have requested. And he has agreed to entertain the thought of an embassy. Beyond that I can say no more. Our investigation will continue and if it is found that the High Coven is behind this attack we will deal with them I assure you. Since we are now on a direct routing to Earth, we will arrive in just under fourteen hours. I suggest we try and put this incident behind us and move forward. I will insure you are kept abreast of what we find Jalersi. I give you my word. Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos and First Secretary Stenys will see to whatever it is you may need until we arrive on Earth.” For’mya motioned to Laustinos and Stenys as she got to her feet quickly. “We are done here.”

For’mya turned quickly and walked out of the lounge followed quickly by Resumar.


Jalersi held up her hand before Qurot could speak. “Your words have made this mission infinitely harder Qurot… you will remain silent from now on.” She stated. “If you find yourself unable to comply with that directive because I am a woman, please let me know and I will have my son insure you are incapable of speaking any longer.” She got to her feet. “I must check on Pian’s condition.” She spoke softly.


Athani looked at her sister as she turned and headed for the exit. Her blue/green eyes narrowed somewhat at the tone of voice Jalersi had used in reference to Pian. She began to think quickly about why this was so… but her thoughts were interrupted by the voice of Resumar Leonidas in her head.


[Athani’Puat?]


Athani turned her head back and forth as if to insure no one else heard his voice. Qurot and Karun were speaking in hushed whispers with Jiss and Matuarr. [Resumar Leonidas?] She answered tentatively.


She heard him chuckle in her mind. [No one can hear us Athani.] He spoke. [I have put up Mindvoice shields to keep our conversation private. Shields that no one can crack. It is something my brother taught me.]


[Where… where are you?]


[Waiting for you.] He stated plainly. [I can’t seem to get you out of my head Athani’Puat. As much as I know it isn’t right… I find myself wanting to get to know you very well. I find myself wanting to continue what we started. If that is your wish as well.]


Athani fought to hide the flush in her skin at his words, or the desire that skipped across her senses at his confident tone of voice and the pleasures it promised. Her reply was that of a woman who desired a man, and not of someone looking for an escape of the life she was being forced to live. [Oh… it is. So very much.] She spoke honestly.


[I will meet you in the corridor outside your quarters. Five minutes.] Resumar told her. 


[We will be seen.] Athani said quickly.


Resumar laughed again and Athani found herself loving the sound of his deep voice and the baritones when he laughed. [My brothers and sisters and I used to run all over this ship when we were small. We know every square millimeter of it. Trust me… no one will see us. Four minutes now.]


Athani hid her smile as she got to her feet, calmly stating she was returning to her quarters. She ignored the men, as they ignored her and she walked into the corridor. Every step she took brought Athani closer to what she wanted, as well as closer to something she did not think she would ever find.

