CHAPTER ELEVEN
GYTHEIO

CRANAE ISLAND

Narice’s eyes fluttered open slowly as she felt the warmth of the sunlight on her face. It had been a very long night, the seven of them sitting on the beach until the early morning hours talking of this and that. She had sensed Arrarn Leonidas’s heartbeat almost from the moment he re-entered the villa from the opposite side, but the three brothers had gone directly into a large room and had not returned to the beach. She could tell Toria had registered his heartbeat as well for she kept turning to look into the villa, perhaps hoping he would return to the beach with them. It was a hope that Narice found was filling her as well. They could hear the laughter sometimes from the brothers from within the villa and this always caused their heads to turn, something that did not go unnoticed by the others. She and Toria were given one of the large guest rooms together, and by the time they had made their way to this room, both of them were far more tired than either of them had been in a very long time. Due to their fatigue, it was not debated who would get the single large bed in the room, both of them changing into their night clothes and collapsing onto the soft sheets. Their night clothes amounted to simple oversized shirts that they both wore after stripping out of the borrowed bikinis, though neither of them took notice of the fact they were completely naked under the shirts at the time. Within minutes of laying their heads on the large soft pillows, both of them were asleep.


Narice lay in the bed unmoving now, mainly to get her bearings and thoughtfully reflect on the previous night. She, Toria and Carisia had experienced a small glimpse into the lives and history of perhaps their most ancient enemy. As her mind replayed the events from last night Narice incredibly recognized the fact that Lycavorians as a whole were no longer considered the most hated enemy among her people, not after what the Kavalians had done in the last twenty-five years. That was a sudden realization to Narice as she laid in the bed, for no matter how brutal and savage the battles between the High Coven and the Lycavorian Union had been, never in their history had the Union resorted to the base tactics and horrific acts the Kavalians had committed on her kind, even as her father ordered it done to them. Her mind was thrown back several years to the day she had sat hidden in the military tavern not far from High Coven headquarters and listened to half a dozen senior officers discuss in whispers the Union victory over the Kavalians many years before. Their words did not carry the usually hatred and contempt that she heard so much from her sister and mother growing up. Their whispered words contained respect for what they had accomplished. And as she lay on the bed now… she realized their words had contained awe as well.

Narice doubted very much that anyone within the High Coven had ever been so close to so many Leonidas family members for so long a period of time. In just the few hours they had spent with them, they had learned far more than twenty-five years of what she now knew to be false and fabricated intelligence reports had given them. Androcles Leonidas and his father were far more powerful than they had first suspected. Together with his new bride Sadi, Androcles radiated within Mindvoice like two points of bright light. When combined with her niece Carisia, those two points quickly became three and were absolutely blinding. She didn’t know what it meant, but Narice knew with almost complete certainty that sooner rather than later Carisia would become part of their lives in a very permanent way. And there would be nothing her mother or sister, or that fat slob Thast could do to stop that. Their connection was almost a flagrant thing really, at least within Mindvoice, and since none of them had anything but rudimentary shields up for the majority of the night, it was impossible to not notice. Narice also took note of the fact that throughout the evening, Carisia and Sadi Leonidas had grown closer and closer together on the blanket. When they finally decided to retire for the evening, Narice had seen them release each other’s hands discretely from behind their backs. She had never seen Carisia so animated and relaxed. Her face had become radiant even in the moonlight, her maya blue eyes bright and alert.

Martin Leonidas may not have been as refined as her mother in what he could do or his control, but if what she felt radiating against his shields was any indication, he was nearly an equal in the power he could wield and Aricia Leonidas was far more than she had yet shown to any of them. They masked their true abilities far better than Narice had ever seen, and she knew with almost complete certainty that while Yuri could probably hold her own quite well against one of his other Queens, she was no match for Aricia Leonidas.

Narice did not know what to make of the feelings and actions she had exhibited the previous evening. Upon first seeing Toria Dellion in the skimpy black bikini Narice had felt her stomach contract in what she knew without question was desire. Narice was no stranger to desire and pleasure. She had taken two lovers into her bed in her twenty-eight years, and neither of them ever shared her bed again. She had wanted to experience the feelings of physical contact in the form of sex, and she had not been impressed with either of her partners regardless of their boasting. They had been more concerned with their own gratification and both of them had wanted to feed on her blood, bonding them to her as her husband. That had been something Narice was in no way willingly to allow. She had given herself pleasure through the years in a variety of different ways and had been content with that. Her reaction to Toria’s presence and her extreme beauty shocked Narice to a large extent, for she had never considered sharing a bed with another woman. It was just not something that had ever entered her mind until that first night on the ship in Toria’s quarters. The young woman’s strength of will even after having to endure so many hours with her perverted nephews was amazing, and it was then that Narice realized there was far more to Toria Dellion than she knew. She had strength of purpose that Narice found beguiling, for it almost seemed as if Toria Dellion knew something that no one else did and it made her confident and pure. And Narice found herself wanting to discover that part of Toria with increasing need.


And then there was Arrarn Leonidas. 

 
From the moment she had been introduced to Arrarn Leonidas there had been something about him that strummed within her entire body. She admitted now that he was without a doubt the most physically striking man she had ever laid her eyes on. His incredible good looks and the exquisite definition of his muscular body had actually caused Narice to flush and become moist at her center, something that had never happened before, even with the two lovers that had shared her bed. His dark eyes were intoxicating to gaze into, and his voice was deep and even, flittering across her nerves like a soft musical concerto. As the hours passed however, she discovered there was far more to him than just his looks, and she had made a complete fool out of herself with her actions because she realized now she desired him in the worst possible way.

Narice’s eyes grew a little wider as she admitted that to herself. She actually wanted to feel his arms around her, to feel his naked flesh against hers, and subconsciously last night she had realized this fact and struck out in the only way she knew how, trying to convince herself that was not the case. She acted harshly and without regard for her words or the pain they might cause. What had stunned her even more were the images that flashed in her mind of both her and Toria intertwined within his embrace. It was a picture she could not chase from her mind for the latter portion of the evening after he had run off into the darkness, and Narice found it was an image that she did not want to lose. Narice knew she was nothing like her sister Yuri. She did not have Yuri’s cruelness within her, and she knew it was because of Deneth. From the day she had bonded with him, she had been different. She thought differently, acted and talked differently, and remained as far away from her sister as well as her mother as she could in terms of how they thought and moved to accomplish goals. It was also the reason why she had decided to...


Narice felt the gentle sigh and the warm breath on the back of her neck and froze. She felt the burning touch of warm flesh against her back even through the shirt she wore and for the first time since she had woken she realized that something was gripping her left breast tightly. Narice almost groaned as she felt Toria shift slightly, her long leg pressing between Narice’s thighs and her knee pushing firmly against Narice’s bald pussy, even as Toria’s delicate hand tightened around her breast resolutely and pulled her closer in response to whatever dream she was having. She felt Toria’s face now, buried in the long raven colored locks of hair that fell along Narice’s shoulders and neck, as well as her soft warm breath on her skin. Narice froze… unsure of what to do, and undecided if she wanted to do anything at all. The sensations racing through her supple body were unlike anything she had felt before, tiny slivers of excruciating delight shooting through her belly and communicating directly with the pleasure receptors in her brain. Narice felt her nipples harden instantly, the hardening nub of her left breast pressing into Toria’s palm firmly as her hand gripped Narice’s full breast almost possessively. This was not something Narice had expected and her mind raced back to the feelings she had of Toria’s equally luscious body pressed up tightly against her back as they flew here on Deneth. The feel of her large breasts pushed against her even through the new body armor was enough to cause lovely sensations of delight. 

Narice was aware Toria shared her mother’s bed, albeit rather unwillingly now since Tesand was almost never far from her side. She had heard her mother comment to Yuri how skilled Toria had become in pleasing her in that fashion, and also how much she seemed to enjoy their trysts. At least until Tesand became involved. Then if she protested in any way, as she had done on the ship coming here to Earth, they would give her to Dante and Javier as punishment. Narice always wondered why Toria would allow that. She was a strong woman, very skilled and exceptionally intelligent, as well as being trained by the Venorik Elghinn. Why she would allow herself to be given to her perverted nephews was not something Narice understood and this made her angry. Angry that Toria had to endure that, angry that her mother treated Toria as nothing more than a common whore and angry that it was not her delving into and enjoying Toria’s obvious delights. That is what shocked Narice the most as the awareness hit her of what had just crossed her mind. 

Narice wanted Toria Dellion for herself.
Almost imperceptibly Narice detected the shift in Toria’s heartbeat and breathing. Her breaths changed from the shallow, even intakes of sleep to slow deep breaths that were trying to calm her racing heart. 

Toria Dellion was awake… and her heartbeat gave away the fear coursing through her as she realized who she was next to on the bed and how intimately she was grasping the Princess of the High Coven. Not until Narice had come to her quarters that day had Toria ever truly looked upon her in the way she now did. She may have resisted what her Empress wanted her to do initially, but over time Toria had come to enjoy pleasuring her Empress a great deal. While she learned quickly that Aikiro would never return such attention upon her, Toria had devised ways to stimulate herself even as she used her tongue and lips and fingers on her Empress. After that night on the ship when Narice had come to her, Toria found herself looking at her in another way. Narice was far more beautiful than her mother as far as Toria was concerned. Her lithe body was so much more firm and muscular, with larger breasts and fuller lips. Seeing Narice in that blue bikini for most of the day and evening had driven her mad, imagining what she looked like underneath the fabric. What her passion tasted like, and even what her blood tasted like. Combined with the very powerful attraction she had for Arrarn Leonidas… it had made for a frustrating night.

She did not know when she had gripped Narice in such a way, but the feel of her breast in her hand and the warmth and slight moistness against her thigh was unmistakable and almost overpowering. That she had done this excited Toria to no end, but it also frightened her immeasurably. She did not know how Narice would react to such blatant actions, and in the little time she had spent with her, Toria found she wanted to very much be friends with her, as well as lovers. The Empress had showed Toria a different side to herself that she had never known existed, and while it may have been forced upon her at the start, Toria now embraced the fact that she found other women attractive and would size them up as she would any man. This however… this was not how she had wanted to express herself to Narice.

Using all the patience and force of will the Venorik Elghinn had trained her with, Toria began to remove her hand ever so slowly from where it was and inch her legs and hips away from Narice.

Narice for her part was having difficulty maintaining her composure as she felt Toria begin to withdraw herself. She could feel Toria’s horror at what she had done by the beating of her heart and the sudden taste of fear in the air. She could sense tremors within Mindvoice that were coming from Toria, as well as very powerful shields that were now radiating at their full power in her fear and she did not even realize it. How was it possible that she was this strong within Mindvoice and her mother had not known? Surely her mother had sensed her abilities easily. Or was it that Toria was just far more than what she appeared. That had to be it Narice decided. Her mother was the most powerful Mindvoicer alive, and if she did not detect Toria’s presence within Mindvoice as Narice now did, Toria Dellion was hiding something. It was a fact that surprisingly did not make Narice react as she should have. Toria’s reaction was not one of concern or bemused intent at her position right now, her reaction upon waking was one of horror and embarrassment and fear. And as her hand and body withdrew Narice quickly found she did not like the feelings of emptiness that were filling her. It was a very easy decision to make, and later Narice would joke at how right it felt. 

Narice’s right hand came up as quickly as a striking rock spider and she grasped Toria’s hand pressing it back to her breast, while her left hand whipped back to clamp firmly on Toria’s ass cheek to keep her from moving. Her next words began her down a path she had not foreseen in her future, but one that she would not dismiss because of what it made her feel.
“No Toria.” She spoke softly. “I… I don’t want you to move.”

Toria’s sky blue eyes were wide as she realized that Narice was awake. Had been awake this whole time. “Princess… Princess I can not…” Toria gasped as Narice rolled over quickly; turning to face her even as she stretched her lush body splendidly against hers and Toria felt the flash fires of desire increase even more. She gazed at Narice’s face, drinking in her dark eyes and exotic features. “Princess… forgive… forgive me… I…”
Narice stared at Toria’s striking sky blue eyes and only lifted her finger, placing it on Toria’s soft lips silencing her apology. “You have no fears with me Toria Dellion.” Narice said softly yet with far more confidence than her racing heart belied. “I am not my mother.”

“Narice… I… I did not intend for you to… to awake with me groping your body.” Toria stated quickly. “I was… I was dreaming and…”

“Were you dreaming of me Toria?” Narice asked turning her head slightly and gazing at her face. Narice allowed herself to gaze at Toria, truly gaze at her for the first time. Something she was quite sure her mother had never done. The gentle slope of her nose and the way her eyes glittered in the sunlight. The shape of her eyebrows and the smooth texture of her skin and the light tan coloring. And then there was the soft pink color of her full lips, lips that at this very moment Narice wanted to taste in the worst possible way.
“I think… I think that is painfully obvious Narice.” Toria stated as she regained control of some of her composure. “If… if your mother or sister finds out what I have done they will…”

“Do nothing.” Narice said confidently. “They will not find out for I have no intention of allowing them to find out. About this… or anything else we share.”

Toria’s eyes met hers. “What… what do you mean?”

“Do… do you desire me Toria Dellion?” Narice asked.

“Narice I…”

“It is a simple question Toria.” Narice spoke.

“It is not a simple question.” Toria answered. “My… my relationship with your mother may have… it may have expanded my horizons in this fashion. In such a way that I find you almost irresistible… but I… Narice I do not wish to trade being a pet for your mother and Tesand to… only to become one for you. Though you have no idea how much that appeals to me.”

“I am not like my mother Toria Dellion.” Narice said softly. “Though I do understand why you would think in such a way.”

“Narice… I…”

Narice shook her head rapidly. “No. I am not angry in the least at your words. After what you have experienced I would speak similar words I imagine.” She looked up quickly at the window in their room. “It is the air on this planet. It is so pure and clean. The people here so carefree and passionate about life… about everything.” She turned back to look at Toria slowly. “In just the few days we have been here I find myself entertaining thoughts of things I would never have considered before now. It is these people… this family… it is… it is Arrarn Leonidas. It is you Toria.”

Toria’s eyes grew wider. “You… you desire him don’t you Narice? That is why you treated him as you did. Those… those feelings frightened you.”

Narice nodded her head. “Oh yes. More strongly than I have ever desired a man in my short life. I can not explain it. I am… I am drawn to him in a way that… it does frighten me. It frightens me because of whom he is… what he is… and what I fear he could make me feel in his arms. You… you are so much older than I Toria… is it supposed to feel so odd? The tightness in your stomach… watching his every move… how his eyes sweep across the horizon? His breathing… his heartbeat?”
“I don’t know Narice. I may be three hundred and seven years old but I have never felt these things. Until now.” Toria answered.

Narice looked at her once more. “For him?” She asked quickly.

Toria nodded. She was already set on her path and nothing would change that now, not even her admission to feeling as she did for Narice. “For Arrarn Leonidas yes… and… and for you Narice.”

Narice gazed at her longingly and she finally smiled gently. “For me?” She asked.
“Do you wish me to lie about that?” Toria asked. “After waking up with you in my arms I would make a fool of myself if I attempted to deny what I feel coursing through me for you. For him.”

“You are no fool Toria Dellion.” Narice said reaching up to stroke her cheek with her fingers now.

“I want to taste you Narice.” Toria admitted. “I want to taste your passion… your blood… your desire. I want to explore every part of you… but I don’t want to surrender myself to you and then have to endure your mother and Tesand. And Dante and Javier when I don’t please them enough or do what they say. That would be too much.”

“And if I told you I would not allow this?” Narice spoke inching her face closer to Toria’s. “If I told you I want this to happen just as much as you and I will not share you with anyone.”

“You are a Princess of the High Coven Narice but even you can not override an order from your mother.” Toria spoke. “Even you can’t…”

Narice lowered her lips to Toria’s and kissed her silencing her words. The two pureblood lovers Narice had taken into her bed were not interesting in kissing her. They had shared brief kisses, almost painful in nature as they wanted only to plunge their shriveled cocks into her. The moment Narice’s lips came together with Toria’s it was different. They were softer, tender and tasted faintly of the juice they had drunk last night. What surprised her was the groan of desire that escaped Toria’s throat, and her hands wrapping around her back to grasp Narice’s ass cheeks pulling her tighter. New sensations rippled through her as Toria crushed her body against hers, deepening their kiss and plunging her sweet tongue into Narice’s mouth. It danced across her teeth, and the insides of her mouth, playfully wrestling with Narice’s tongue but easily overpowering her more inexperienced one. Narice was lost in these new feelings, Toria’s fingers burning her skin where they gripped her ass tightly, their breasts crushed against one another even through the fabric of the shirts they wore. She relaxed her body as Toria drew her tighter, drawing her long bare leg up alongside Narice’s hip and sending desire skittering across her exposed flesh.

It all came to a rather abrupt end with the screaming sound of powerful engines sweeping in over the top of the villa.

Their lips tore away from each other at the sound and both of them scrambled from the bed and moved to the window. They saw the STRIKER DT sweep in over the edge of the villa slowly, its engines causing some of the taller trees to sway madly. As their eyes fell closer to the villa they saw Arrarn Leonidas standing on the front patio wearing a standard flight suit with the same additional body armor coverings as those they wore as riders. A combat vest carried an assortment of items, while Narice’s keen eyes detected a dual holster which held the newer model of the Lycavorian Union’s K12A Kinetic Magnum strapped to his right leg. It was a very powerful and accurate weapon modeled after the semi automatic handgun of Earth’s ancient past Narice knew. It fired a Kinetic energy round that could punch through six inches of solid Vanadium armor and it had become the standard sidearm for Union troops. Strapped to his left leg was a Spartan Nehtes with intricately carved shaft handle which had writing on it that she could not make out from where she was. He looked very imposing and businesslike, and so very handsome. He held the small portable computer console in his hands and was obviously directing the DT in via remote control because he kept looking up to check the position of the ship as it swept in low over the beach, its landing gear extending just before it came to rest in the sand of the sea patio beach.

Narice looked at Toria, pulling her close in her arms. “We will continue this Toria Dellion.” She spoke.

Toria met her eyes and smiled. “You may find something you can’t live without Narice.” She said confidently.

Narice leaned over and kissed her softly. “I sincerely hope so.” She said.

They both turned quickly when the door to their room slid open and Carisia appeared already dressed in her black body armor, her long black hair tied into a tight pony tail. She paused briefly seeing the physical closeness of Narice and Toria, but a flash of recognition filled her eyes and then it was gone just as quickly as it had appeared. Narice thought she almost saw a tiny smile purse Carisia’s lips as well.

“Narice… come quickly.” Carisia stated then. “Something has happened. Andro wants you and I to accompany him to Sparta while Arrarn and Sadi take everyone else to the new training base.”

Narice did not miss the almost casual way Carisia had spoken Androcles’s name or the names of the others but she stepped towards her dismissing that for now. “What is it? What is wrong?”

“There has been an attack on the Kavalian delegation while they transited here Narice. An attack executed onboard his father’s ship.” Carisia spoke quickly.

Narice stepped even closer and took her hands. “How do you know this Carisia?” She demanded. “Who would attack the flagship of the Lycavorian Union? That is madness!”
“Andro told me. I was having coffee with Sadi and Lisi when his father contacted him.” Carisia answered and again Narice noticed the familiarity of the way she spoke the names. “That is why he sent me to get you.”

“He revealed this to you.” Toria asked coming forward.

“Yes. The attack failed Narice… but it was conducted by… Narice it was conducted by vampires.” Carisia explained. “Cloned vampires.”

MJOLNIR’S HAND


Athani’Puat was in no way concerned about cloned vampires in the least, nor was she even remotely thinking about the attack against them only six short hours ago by those same cloned troops. She was far more concerned with the raging firestorm of wonderful vibrations that was rapidly consuming her entire body from a simple kiss.


Resumar had indeed met Athani outside her quarters, and then he took her hand and they disappeared into a myriad of dark corners and tunnels and hatches until they appeared outside his quarters. He had the door open in seconds and even as it was closing behind them, he had lifted her into his arms once more and covered her lips with his own. Athani could sense the simmering want and desire in the aura he was projecting to her, wrapping around her, yet as before he was only hitting her with enough to delight her senses, exciting her and leaving her in complete command of her actions. Athani’s actions had been simple really. She surrendered to his kiss with blistering want and desire of her own, releasing what small amount of a female aura Kavalian females could project, and directing it solely at him. Resumar Leonidas hadn’t pinned her to a bulkhead this time as his lips consumed her being. With her legs locked securely around his waist he proceeded across the large quarters he occupied, twice bumping into furniture as his hands pulled at her jumpsuit fervently, and exposing her satiny skin to his warm lips and tongue. Athani gasped loudly as his lips engulfed the nipple of her left breast, suckling on it gently, teasing it with his tongue as he walked. She was not inactive however, her hands pulling at his clothes with equal urgency, nearly tearing the fatigue top off his shoulders before yanking the lightweight black t-shirt over his head. As his lips and tongue sent pleasure zipping through her nerves, Athani allowed her hands to explore his broad shoulders and incredibly muscular chest, marveling in the definition of what she was beholding. She felt him finally pull the top of her jumpsuit from her shoulders and yank it gently down exposing her entire upper body for his eyes to see, and she could not help but grasp his head and watch as his eyes drank in her nakedness.

He did not gaze at her flesh for long and a small disappointment flashed through her at this. Until he crushed her to him, her firm conical breasts smashed against his iron like chest and he kissed her once more. Athani could do nothing but groan out her delight at this, the feel of his skin against hers almost too much for her to take, even as his tongue plundered and dueled with her own. His hands were everywhere, stroking her shoulders and arms and back. When his hands and fingers dropped to her lower back and his fingers grazed the sensitive portion of her skin where her tail entered her spine Athani groaned loudly and her hips ground against his in unabashed bliss. This did not escape Resumar’s notice and he brought his fingers back up over the same portion of her skin ever so gently, Athani’s reaction the same as he did this. A groan of delight and pressing of her hips tighter against his. Her tangerine scent was driving him made as he finally entered his bedroom and his booted feet banged against the solid frame of the bed. Though not as powerful as that of a Lycavorian female, Athani’s female aura was hitting him with everything she had. It really wasn’t needed, for her scent was enough to energize his entire body. Discovering the sensitive area at the small of her back was an added bonus so early in his seduction. Resumar wanted her to feel more pleasure than her mind could take and any advantage he could get would only allow him to complete his promise to love her senseless.


Athani was already beyond the point of trying to figure out how he had discovered her sensitive area so quickly. Twice he had caressed that portion of her body, causing the most delicious pleasure to ripple through her, and causing her to ground her hips against his enabling her to feel his thickening cock even through his pants. The second time she had felt his cock, her eyes had opened wide in the midst of their kiss. He was easily equal to or larger than Pusintin and she had not even seen him without his pants.
 This only caused her body to grow hotter and when he banged into the bed she released her legs from his waist and dropped the few inches to the bed, frantically trying to get the rest of her jumpsuit off even as he was pulling at the remainder of his own clothes. When Athani finally succeeded in kicking the last of her clothes to the floor and she looked up at him beside the bed she gasped in absolute ecstasy. His six foot one body looked as if it had been sculpted from clay by a master artist. His skin was deeply tanned, every muscle in his arms, chest and abdomen pulsing with life. As her stunning blue/green eyes fell upon what he offered her, standing proudly at attention, Athani could not help but feel wetness seep from her center. He was larger than Pusintin, and so much thicker, his cock throbbing with life and desire and want. Athani licked her lips and moved closer to him on the bed, her tail twitching madly off to the side as she lifted her eyes back to his face. She saw his eyes then, his wolf eyes. Dark brown and rimmed in the deepest black she had ever seen. She saw the tips of his dual fangs protruding from his lips. Lips that had set her lithe body on fire. Athani pressed closer to him, her stiff nipples brushing across his chest as her hands came up to grasp his thick cock. She felt his body tense when she wrapped her small hands around his shaft, feeling the heat his cock was producing, almost as if it was pulsing with a life all its own.

“Turn around Athani.” Resumar’s voice spoke with a deep tremble.


Athani met his eyes then, the seductive smile slowly leaving her face, and her hands stopping their stroking of his enormous cock. “What… what are you…?”

Resumar leaned over faster than she could follow and his nose and lips were firmly nuzzling her neck and cheek then. She was not Lycavorian, and this kind of contact should not have affected her in such a way, but she could not deny the intense swell of pleasure that shuddered through her. “Turn around Athani.” He said again in a more commanding tone.


Disappointment coursed through Athani as she turned and faced away from him, stretching out on the bed and suddenly regretting her decision to come here. He was going to take her just like Pusintin. Use her for his own pleasure and she would be no closer to her goal. She felt his weight climb onto the bed with her and she closed her eyes, not wanting to surrender to the feelings and sensations his aura was producing from her, but now too far gone to stop herself. She felt a small tear spring from the corner of her eye as she lowered her head to the bed to accept him, resigning herself to the fact that all men were the same. Her mind was still her own she knew, but his aura had ignited fires inside her that she now needed to quench. She would need to…

Athani gasped loudly when his lips descended to the small of her back where her tail extended from her spine. His fingers had caused shivers to jolt her when he had been holding her and he did this, but his warm soft lips right now were causing waves to crash through her. Waves of incredible pleasure as he gently nuzzled and kissed the supremely sensitive part of her body. She turned her head quickly, her eyes wide and saw him nuzzling that spot, even as his fingers stroked the backs of her thighs and up across her firm ass cheeks. His face moved lower now and his lips gently caressed the flesh of her ass, nuzzling her skin even as he settled butterfly kisses across both her firm cheeks, working his way even lower.


“Res… Resumar… what… what are you doing?” She gasped out the words even as the heat from her pussy began to rise anew.


Res lifted his face from her skin and looked at her with those eyes. “I told you I was going to love you senseless Athani’Puat. And I’m going to do just that.”


Athani yelped as his hands grasped her hips and effortlessly flipped her over on the bed. Before she could react he had stretched out his body on the bed, his head between her thighs and his powerful hands gripping her hips. Athani looked down between her legs over the top of her heaving abdomen.


“Resumar… you… I… what… what are you going to do?”


Resumar only smiled at her, his eyes glittering and her lowered his lips to her incredibly aroused pussy. Athani’Puat hissed out her stunned surprise and her eyes flew open as the most enrapturing feelings immediately enveloped her when she felt his tongue drag gloriously across her entire engorged center, reaching the now exposed and painfully hard bud that was her clit. The muscles in her neck strained outward, her mouth open in a breathless scream and the most powerful orgasm she had ever experienced in all her fifty plus years of life raged unchecked through her body. A kaleidoscope of colors exploded in her eyes as her hips rose off the bed, serving only to drive his warm tongue completely inside her spasming pussy.

Athani’Puat descended into a world of ecstasy that she would not come out of for several hours.

SPARTA
DURCUNUSAAN BASE CONFERENCE LOUNGE

“Bullshit!” Martin snapped as he whirled around and glared at Aikiro and Yuri, his voice echoing in the small room.


Aikiro and Yuri sat at the table; Moran, Tesand behind them while Thast stood behind Carisia’s chair. Narice and Carisia sat to Aikiro’s right. Andro sat between Isabella and Aricia at the other end of the table, Deia sitting in the chair next to Aricia with Aihola immediately next to her.


“You expect me to believe you don’t know about them!” Martin barked.


“You asked if I had something to do with this… which I did not. You did not ask if I knew about them.” Aikiro replied calmly. “Which I do.” 

“What the fuck is the difference?” Martin snarled.


“King Leonidas!” Deia spoke quickly knowing she had to harness in her nephew’s famous temper if they were going to discover anything useful. “We should allow Empress Aikiro to speak.”


“You didn’t think it prudent to inform us that there are insurgent groups within the High Coven operating out of Union space and willing to attack the flagship of our fleet on a suicide mission?” Aricia asked in an equally calm voice now. “All to kill a few Kavalians.”

“As you have just told me… these were not just a few Kavalians.” Aikiro spoke. “The two daughters to the KFI Prefect and several of their senior military officers. I would say that is a very high profile target. As for informing you of insurgent groups within the High Coven, that is honestly not your concern.”


“Not my concern?” Martin demanded fighting to keep his temper in check. “It most certainly is my concern when this group of soldiers boarded my ship and attacked the Kavalian delegation with my mate and son onboard.”

Aikiro nodded. “Yes Martin Leonidas… not your concern.” Aikiro stated plainly. “They are not the reason we are here, and they most certainly do not represent me or my government. The majority of them are groups of men and women who believe we should surrender to the Kavalians to end the war. They want us… me… to allow the Kavalian to govern us! To rule us! They can’t seem to get it through their heads that the Kavalians want us all dead. That is their ultimate goal.”


“The majority of them?” Isabella spoke.


Aikiro nodded slowly. “The largest one… the largest group wishes to usurp me and take control of the Coven.”


“To surrender?” Isabella asked.


Aikiro shook her head. “Their goal is to begin prosecuting our war differently by actively seeking assistance and changing how we govern those we rule.”

“You mean give back freedom to the people you have conquered in the hopes they will actively help you in your fight.” Deia said.


“If that is how you wish to interpret it yes.” Aikiro answered. “This has no bearing on why we have come here!”

“These groups are poorly funded and ill-equipped. They are no match for the vaunted Lycavorian Union.” Yuri spat.

Aihola slid the data pad across the table at her never taking her amber eyes from Yuri’s face. She knew well who Yuri was for Aihola was a product of one of Yuri’s experiments in trying to breed better clones. When that experiment did not meet with her approval she allowed sexually deviant experiments to be performed on those she deemed failures. If not for the skill and knowledge of Anja Leonidas, Aihola would still be afflicted by that experiment. Aihola, as Lynwe and all the remaining Drow within Union space, they had no love for the High Coven in general, and Yuri in particular. Martin had asked her to attend this meeting in the hopes that she might be able to read more out of what the Coven wanted than what they were actually telling them. Over the years Aihola had developed into an exceptional judge of character, and as her strength within Mindvoice grew so did this talent. She had finished tops in the class of those attending Charles Turner’s Political Academy. It was a school meant to form and train those with skills in politics, but unlike the schools of the past, this one also taught its students how to become incredibly accurate in reading body language and voices and actions. When combined with Aihola’s Mindvoice abilities, it made a very potent combination. She was not as skilled as For’mya by any means… but her Drow and vampire skills, as well as the wolf blood within her thanks to Isra her mate, it all made her quite skilled in this regard.

“Excellent weapons and equipment. Superior physical condition and exceedingly well trained according to Resumar Leonidas and Queen For’mya’s Captain. Not exactly ill-funded and ill-equipped if you ask me.” Aihola spoke staring directly at Yuri.

“They did not hurt your flight crew.” Yuri snapped meeting her eyes. She knew exactly who Aihola was and was angry that she was even here in the same room. It rubbed Yuri the wrong way to know that those she had ordered experimented on held such high positions within the Union government. 


“Is that supposed to be some sort of consolation?” Aihola asked. 


“They raped and butchered eleven Kavalian females on a Union ship in Union space!” Deia snarled. “Then they conducted a covert operation against a Union warship putting a Union Queen and Prince Resumar in danger! What exactly does the High Coven call that?”

This news made Narice and Carisia look up quickly.


“Luck.” Moran answered sarcastically.


“Why does it seem like you feel for these Kavalians that were killed?” Aikiro asked softly. “I was under the impression you do not care for them anymore than we do. Has this position changed recently?”

Martin looked at her. “You know damn well why I’m pissed off Aikiro.” He barked. “Do not take me for a fool. This attack happened on my ship within Union space. What’s to keep the Kavalians from trying to hit back? Your people attacked them… they’ll come after you. Only problem with that is when they try to attack you it will be while you are here! In my city! And my people could very well die! The Kavalians aren’t real worried about collateral damage if you get my drift.”


“My people did not do this.” Aikiro spoke. “Why would I attempt to draw you into this war when I am trying to obtain your assistance in training the dragons we have so that my people will finally have an advantage in this war?”


“Why don’t you tell me Aikiro?” Martin spoke crossing his arms over his chest. “Cause if I don’t hear something really good… you can pack your bags and go home now.”

“You would just forsake these forty-two dragons?” Aikiro said. “I thought you said that was something you would not do.”


“I will not let you or the Kavalians drag the Union into your war!” Martin snapped. “And if I have to sacrifice forty-two dragons to save ten times that I will not hesitate.”


“What do you want of me Martin Leonidas?” Aikiro asked. “This attack was not of my doing. In any way whatsoever. Your people have the ability to tell when someone is lying… am I lying to you now.”

“When the person being asked the question is such an accomplished liar to begin with… it is infinitely harder to detect a lie.” Aricia spoke softly. “Something which you are very aware of Empress Aikiro.”


Aikiro lost her temper then and she came to her feet surprising Yuri and almost everyone in the room. Her eyes changed immediately to cobalt blue, and her fangs burst forth as she glared at him from across the table.


“You arrogant animal!” She snarled loudly. “Do not play with me Martin Leonidas! You are still a child when compared to me. You have no idea what I am capable of!”


“Are you so sure about that Aikiro that you want to bet your future on it.” Martin asked standing there unfazed by her outburst. “If you are so confident in your abilities, there is the door.” Martin motioned to the side of the room. “Andro?”

Aikiro watched Androcles get to his feet. “I’ll make arrangements to have a TYPE II return their dragons to their flagship.” He said as he began moving for the door.


“Thast!” Moran snapped.


Thast moved for Andro with near blinding speed as he blurred in motion. He may have been quite heavy, but he was still a pureblood and possessing all the skills of a pureblood. Though his realm was usually on the bridge of a ship, he was a competent and skilled warrior. Something he thought he was going to prove to the younger son.

He could not have been more wrong.


Thast was still blurring when Andro moved with a combination of speed and power that no member of the High Coven had ever seen from a Lycavorian before. Even Aricia and Isabella were stunned while Deia and Aihola sat back quickly in their chairs. Andro’s large hand snapped out like a pit viper and snatched Thast around the throat before he had even slowed from his motion. Andro’s hand however brought him to a screaming halt and with his azure colored eyes now changed and his dual fangs fully extended Andro heaved Thast into the air bringing his body over the top of his head and ramming him down onto the top of the massive marble and granite table that filled the conference room directly in front of Carisia and Narice. The sound of his thick body slamming into the table and the air leaving his lungs in a massive rush filled the conference room.


Andro lowered his face to within inches of Thast’s throat his lips drawn back and his vicious looking fangs fully exposed. “I grow tiresome of you fat man!” Andro snarled. 


“ENOUGH!” Aikiro bellowed. She glared at Martin incensed now and saw that his eyes had changed and his fangs protruded from his lips. “You are the most arrogant and despicable man I have ever known Leonidas! I hate you and all of your kind! It is beneath me to even be among you! You killed one of my sons! You stole the other from me! If I could I would strike you down right now and not care that I would not survive!”


Martin’s face was unreadable to everyone in the room, but all eyes were on him and they saw the small smile begin to break across his face.


“Finally.” He spoke softly. “Finally we get a little truth.” Martin reached out and placed his hand on Andro’s shoulder. “Let him up son.”


Andro glared at Thast’s hate filled eyes for a moment longer. “We will have a reckoning one day soon Commander.” Andro spoke with a whisper. His voice was loud enough for everyone to hear though only Aricia knew what it was truly for, her azure eyes going to where Carisia sat looking on with adoration in her eyes. “And on that day I will make you pay for everything you have done.”

Andro released his throat quickly and stepped back next to his father, watching as Thast pushed himself off the table and regained his feet. Martin gazed at his son for a moment before turning back to Aikiro. She had regained her composure, though her eyes were still changed.


[I do not know where your hatred of me or my people comes from.] Martin spoke to her. Aikiro’s vampire eyes went a little wider when she realized that he was speaking only to her. She could see the looks of surprises from everyone in the room because they could not breach the shields he had erected. [I have studied our scrolls dating back to the time of my grandfather and I have found no purpose for it. Would you care to enlighten me Aikiro?]

[No I would not.] Aikiro spat.

[And that is part of our problem. Before you began your conquest of Lycavore we did not even know you existed. At least not to my knowledge. Now… after all this time and you are not willing to share why you hate my people so, or what drove you to do what you did. Fine… then I do not care. It is what it is. The vampires living in the Union… my love for Isabella… that should show you we have grown as a people while you have remained the same. I killed Xerxes… yes. Your son was a demented pig who took my father from me. That same day I let go of the hatred for your kind that is inbred in our species and I gave you back your daughter.] Martin spoke seeing her eyes grow a little wider. [Vonis made his own decision. I did not steal him from you regardless of what you think or have been told. I will help you now because the Kavalians are the bigger threat. To both of us. I am not so dense that I can’t see that. If I get pulled into this war… it will because of my actions and decisions, not those of others.] Martin stepped closer to her ignoring the looks of Yuri and Moran and everyone in the room. [You are not here just for me to train your dragons Aikiro. I know that. You know that. Yuri might even know that… though where her hatred of me comes from I have no idea.]
[You expect me to believe you do not know.] Aikiro demanded.

[I don’t have a fucking clue.] Martin answered. [And I don’t care. I will train your dragons Aikiro but it will be by my son’s rules. And I will find out what your real intent is in coming here.]
[You assume I have some ulterior motive Leonidas.] She snapped.

[I don’t assume… I know you do. I can smell it.] Martin spoke. [Do what you have to do Aikiro… but if another one of these insurgent groups of yours attacks within the borders of the Union…]
Aikiro met his gaze. [I give you my word I had nothing to do with that. There are five insurgent groups… we know who most of them are and only one is able to mount this type of attack. It is the largest group and the only one with access to weapons and training. It is also the only one that we can not discover who the leader is. And believe me we have tried. They are well funded, primarily from within The Wilds. Whatever ulterior motives you think I may have… this attack was not my doing.]

Martin stared at her for a long moment. [You realize the Kavalians will attempt to hit back? And this supposed Cease Fire Accord we are supposed to be signing would be the perfect time for that?]

Aikiro nodded. [Yes.]
[Yuri and the others will be safe where they are going. I will not limit your ability to move around Sparta or Earth but from now on you will have a Spartan Guard Force wherever you go.] Martin told her. [If that is not agreeable to you then I suggest you leave before they arrive.]

[You would protect me?] She asked. [Why?]

[Helping you in the end helps me.] Martin said. [Regardless of what you might think… I will honor the Cease Fire we will sign. I will honor it until the time you break it… and then all bets will be off.]
[Tell me why you hate them so.] Aikiro spoke quickly. [We have a reason… but you… what is your reason for doing what you are doing? If they discover you are training the dragons we have… they will act.]

[What does it matter to you? You are getting what you came here for.] Martin said.
[The Intelligence we gave you?] Aikiro asked.

[We’re still confirming the validity of it.] Martin answered.

Aikiro stared at him for a long moment. [You have known all along that they would do something like this haven’t you? You have been expecting it. You are comparing what we have given you to what you have discovered yourself. You are using the Coven as a shield Martin Leonidas, and I do not like that.] Aikiro stated.

[And you are using me for whatever other purpose you hope to gain while you are here. As well as putting me smack in the middle of your little war.] He answered quickly. [That makes us even. I want whatever information you have on this insurgent group. They are within my borders now… I will deal with them.]
[So you can use them against us? I think not.] Aikiro said shaking her head. [I may have come to you for aide… that does not mean I trust you in the least.]

[Fair enough. We’ll find them ourselves.] Martin stated. Martin stepped back from her and looked at Andro. “Load them out Andro. I’ll be down in a few days with the Empress to see how everyone has settled in.”

Andro nodded. “Understood.” He spoke looking at Carisia and Narice and motioning to the door. He turned to look at Yuri. “Princess?”

Yuri looked at her mother. “Mother?” She asked as she got to her feet.

Aikiro nodded and looked at her. “Go Yuri.” She said. “King Leonidas and I have come to an understanding.”

Martin smiled. “Just a little one.” He stated looking at Yuri with a smirk.

Yuri glared at him for a moment before turning to head for the door. Martin watched her for a moment then looked back to Aikiro. “Remember what I said.” He told her.

“I will.”

Martin motioned to the door. “Feel free to see them off.” He said.

Aikiro met his gaze for a few moments longer and then she turned and headed out of the room followed by Moran, Tesand and Thast. Martin waited until the door slid shut before turning to look at those still seated at the table.

“Little Drow?” Martin spoke looking at Aihola as he settled into the chair next to her.

“Whatever her purpose here… it isn’t for us to train their dragons.” Aihola answered looking at him. “While we probably already knew that… their body language only confirmed it. Especially Moran’s. Did you notice that only this Narice and Carisia reacted when Andro got up and headed for the door? The Empress… Yuri… the others… none of them even blinked. The dragons are secondary to whatever else they have in mind.”

Martin nodded his head. “There is something about those two… but whatever it is… their commitment to their dragons is pure.”

“What did you speak about Beloved?” Aricia asked.

“I tried getting some answers… but I’m only left with more questions.” He answered as he leaned forward. “Bella… when we are done here head over to Armetus’s office. She said there is only one insurgent group with the resources to pull off a stunt like on MJOLNIR’S HAND. I want to find them.”

“Are they insurgents M’ranndii? Or are they resistance fighters.” Bella asked. 

Martin met her eyes. “That’s what I want you and Armetus to find out.” He said. “She said they know almost all the others and their members… but this one group they have no clue. And they can’t determine who the leader is either. Let’s see if we can.”

Isabella nodded. “Very well.”

“Tenna… you need to concentrate on these Kavalians.” Martin spoke. “Pull whatever resources you need… but I want to know when they take a dump and what color it is the entire time they are here. Keep Stenys involved as well.”
“And Laustinos Mandri?” Deia asked. “He is skilled… setting aside his obvious stupidity and behavior.”

Martin nodded slowly. “If you feel he can help… but keep him away from me. I can tolerate quite a bit Tenna… but if he so much as blinks at Melda Min again I will remove his eyeballs from their sockets and feed them to him. If she doesn’t do it first.”

Deia smiled knowingly. “Don’t worry… I have just the task for Laustinos.” She told him as Aricia and Isabella glanced at one another with twinkles in their eyes.
[He is so very possessive of us Aricia?] Bella spoke to her.

[Yes he is… and it makes my hormones giddy.] Aricia answered.

[Mine as well. We will have to reward him tonight.] Bella said.

“Will you meet with the Kavalians as they have requested Mandri?” Deia asked.

Martin met her eyes. “Yes. I want to see if I can sense what it is they are really after. Pleistarchus would not send his mate and son here without a reason. Aside from discovering why the Coven is here that is. They go no where near my mother!” He turned to Aihola. “Little Drow… I want you, Lynwe, Vengal and me to have another meeting. When can you fit that in?”

Aihola looked at him. “I have defense meetings the next two days. If I miss them it will be noticed. I can get us all together by the end of the week.”

Martin nodded. “Good enough.” He got to his feet. “I’m hungry. Let’s go find some food.”

MJOLNIR’S HAND


Resumar Leonidas knew.


He knew the moment her sweet juices had flooded his throat the first time that she was the one. Athani tasted just as she smelled, like sweet tangerines and whether it was due to her own natural scent or the biogenics treatments she had undergone, Resumar did not care in the least. Her scent was driving him mad. He had been with women before, but this was so very different. Athani’s body was like a temple that he wanted to explore over and over again, and for the last two hours that is what he had done. He did not grow tired of caressing her skin or allowing his hands to roam freely over her supple flesh, exploring every crevice to its fullest extent. His father had once told him that when he found the one he desired above all others, it would not matter how intimately he knew her body, for every time would be better than the last and there was always something new to discover. Resumar was discovering that to be very true.
The skin of her abdomen was soft and like satin, the velvety folds of her pussy so hot and incredibly enticing and delicious. Her breasts were superbly firm and her nipples sweet nubs that he had teased and nibbled endlessly. The silk like skin where her tail extended from her spine was tremendously sensitive and he had spent quite a bit of time watching and feeling her shudder as he stroked and kissed that portion of her body. His wolf senses were more alive and acute now than at any other time that he could remember in his life. Athani was like a drug that had gripped his very being completely. Her powerful thighs had remained locked around his head, unwilling to release him even as he was unwilling to release the grip his lips had of her mouth-watering pussy. He had told her he was going to love her senseless, and he had meant every word. Twice she had begged him to stop with her words, but refused to release him with her legs. Her orgasms were incredibly powerful, causing her whole body to surge off his bed and make her scream out in blissful abandon, even as he thanked the gods the rooms were soundproof and he feasted on her essence as it spilled from her in waves. His eleven inch cock was painfully hard, throbbing with surprising heat but Resumar had refused to surrender to his overpowering desire to take her until he could no longer stand it. He knew he was large and he had no intention of allowing his size to alter this experience for either Athani or himself.

Now was that time however.


As the sweat glistened from her body and she drew in deep gasps of air, he began his trek up her unbelievable body, stopping as often as he could to nibble on her flesh or use his tongue to trace her skin. Her nipples were like hard points, topping her firm globes and begging his lips for attention, which he eagerly gave to them. He held his upper body above hers, just brushing his hard chest against her nipples and seeing her react to this. And then he was holding himself above her and he simply stared into her beautiful face watching the contours of her lips and how her eyes kept blinking as if trying to focus.


“Athani?” He whispered her name and saw her stunning blue/green eyes instantly adjust and meet his wolf eyes.


Whatever preconceived plans and intentions Athani’Puat had made before this day had been tossed to the wayside the moment that first orgasm had crashed through her body. As her muscles threatened to tear through her skin, her teeth clenched and his lips securely fastened over her erupting pussy, Athani’Puat knew she had found her future. His wolf aura swirled around her, never ceasing to keep her senses stimulated and so very aroused. It was so unlike Pusintin’s domination of her with his aura. Where Pusintin unleashed his full male aura on her, forcing her body to react to him even as her mind screamed not too, Resumar Leonidas was using just enough of his aura to keep her on the edge of the pleasure abyss. Her mind and heart was still very much her own, and since that first will shattering orgasm, both her mind and heart had done nothing but scream for this Lycavorian Prince to have her. Four times he had driven her to the edge with exasperating precision, his soft lips and warm tongue working in seamless conjunction with his maddeningly tantalizing caresses. He had discovered so early the most sensitive area of her body outside of her drenched pussy, and his fingers and lips had attacked that area of her body with breath stealing exactness. Athani had been concerned that he would be put out by her twitching tail, instead he had gently wrapped her third appendage around his body in ways she had never imagined and showed her tail just as much gentle attention as he did the rest of her body.


Her entire being called for this man in a way she had never imagined it could and as she focused on his wolf eyes, dark brown and outlined in black, Athani knew he would claim not only her pureness this night… but her very being. She had thought to use this man… this Prince of Wolves… and instead she found herself utterly vexed by him. He held himself above her easily now, the muscles in his arms and shoulders not in the least bit strained at the position he was in. Twice she had attempted to urge him upward so that she could exercise her own talents on him and both times he had refused, instead continuing his unbridled torturing of her pleasure receptors.


“Res… Resumar.” She said breathlessly.


“I’m… I’m going to love you senseless now Athani’Puat.” He stated confidently.


Athani’s eyes grew a little larger and she looked down between their bodies, saw his huge cock throbbing with need, and she felt desire surge in her again. She looked back into his eyes and nodded quickly beginning to roll slowly onto her belly instinctually. It was the usual position for males to take females. This was how Kavalian males showed their domination over females, and it was how Pusintin had always taken her. Resumar however leaned over quickly, nuzzling her neck as she began to turn and sending electric jolts of pleasure through her. Resumar knew what she was doing and he would have no part of it. He lifted his head and grazed his lips across hers as she looked at him.


“No Athani’Puat, I want to see your breathtaking face when I make you mine.” Resumar whispered softly.


“But you… you are…”


Athani’s words were silenced when Resumar covered her lips with his and filled her with one soul robbing plunge into her depths. Athani’s eyes flew open; her head falling back onto the bed, tearing away from his fervent kiss as she felt every searing hot inch of his tremendous cock impale her completely. Never had a man taken her in this way, Pusintin was only allowed to have her ass and mouth, and the pleasure ripping through her now was without description. The times with Pusintin were quickly shattered into billions of tiny pieces and then cast away as Resumar Leonidas’s huge cock plunged deeply into her velvety warm pussy with barely any resistance. He had made her come so hard and so many times before this moment that having his cock fill her so easily left her to experience nothing but cataclysmic bliss. As her arms wrapped around his broad shoulders, her slim ankles locking at the small of his back and her tail madly convulsing, Athani’Puat howled in devastating pleasure until he bottomed out inside her and she felt the press of his large balls against her asscheeks. She had heard Jalersi talk of how Pusintin filled her so completely, yet her descriptions did not begin to express what Athani had sizzling through her veins now.

And then Athani’Puat surrendered to what was scorching her mind and body. Her arms slapped down on the bed, her back arching upwards and his hand slipping quickly to the small of her back to tickle that spot. Athani screamed as her hips undulated, driving his enormous cock even deeper into her depths if that was possible and she came. She came with the force of a meteor tearing through the atmosphere of a planet, destroying everything in its path and reshaping everything it left behind. And then he began to move within her, making conscious thought impossible as he pulled her head up and claimed her lips once more. He lifted her body onto his as he sat back, piercing Athani even more completely on his massive cock, hearing her groan against his kiss unwilling to release his lips, her arms wrapping tightly around his head.


Resumar knew he would not last long the moment he felt the extreme tightness and heat of Athani’s depths surround his eleven inches of throbbing cock. The heat was unlike anything he had ever experienced, and her pussy wrapped his cock tightly within a scorching embrace that milked his shaft agonizingly. The pleasure was far too much for him and he dropped his hand to her tail once more, caressing the small of her back and gripping her tail tightly as he felt his cock swell and explode deep in her belly. Athani gasped out against his lips, gripping his head tightly, her eyes wide as she felt each eruption of his cock inside her. She felt the veins of his thick shaft stretch her and then his searing hot come was filling her… once, twice, three times. Four times and finally a fifth. Each eruption longer and more powerful than the last until finally she felt his arms crush her to him and he fell onto the bed on his back, clutching her smaller frame to his chest.

They lay there for several minutes, their skin slick with sweat and pressed tightly together while their hearts began to slow. Her breasts were pressed tightly to his chest, her still hard nipples burning points against his skin. Her arms were laced under his armpits, and after several moments of simply resting her head on his shoulder inhaling his male aroma Athani lifted her head. Her tail was still twitching madly, seemingly with a mind of its own as it slapped against his legs. She gazed into his handsome face for a long moment, his eyes closed. She smiled dreamily and began to lift her hips from his, groaning as she felt his still hard cock throb within her.


Resumar’s eyes opened quickly and his hands snapped around to cover her ass and he pressed her back down on his length causing her to groan louder in delight. “Where… where are you going?” He asked.


Athani looked at him. “I must… I must get towels. To… to clean you.” She stammered still very much aroused and out of breath.


“Clean me?” Res spoke with a smile and a small chuckle. “I’m not dirty. A little sweaty is all.”

Athani looked at him oddly. “You… you wish to stay like this?” She asked clearly very surprised. “Our… our males… they do not consider this… I have made a mess of you and the bed.”


“I like it just fine. And I think both of us are guilty of messing the bed. I don’t want you to move.” Res answered with a smile as he reached up to push some of her sweat soaked hair from her cheek. “Even if your tail is still twitching and hitting my legs.” Athani started to reach behind her to grasp her tail and stop its movements but his hand on her wrist stopped her. “Athani’Puat… it is part of you. A very fascinating and erotic part if I do say so myself. It doesn’t bother me in the least.”


Athani looked into his eyes which had returned to their normal dark brown. “You… you are very different Resumar Leonidas.”


“Well… I hope that is a good thing.”


“Oh yes. A very good thing.” Athani answered with a bright smile. She reached up and traced his lips with her finger. “You… you are my first Resumar. My… my purity is yours.”

Resumar looked at her and brought his hands up to take her face on either side. He stroked her cheeks softly with his thumbs. “Athani… you will always be pure to me.” He spoke before kissing her softly. “What just happen between us? It was… it was…”


“It was wondrous… yes I know.” Athani said with an adoring smile and a purr of contentment.


“It was unbelievably incredible!” Resumar exclaimed. He kissed her hard, holding her face in his hands until finally he withdrew.


Athani looked at him with her blue/green orbs relishing in the feelings his kiss sent hurtling through her. “Can… can we do it again?” She asked shifting her hips slightly and feeling him still pulsing with life within her. “I… I would like that very much Resumar.”

Resumar’s eyes were bright and he rolled over quickly. “I thought you would never ask.” He said before lowering his lips to hers once more. 

It was the most exquisite and complete feeling Athani’Puat had ever experienced as his lips claimed hers and she knew instantly and without fail that whatever future lay before her, it would be in the arms of this man.
TYPE II DRAGON TRANSPORT
OLD SOUTH AMERICAN CONTINENT


“…we arrive everyone will need to secure your personal equipment from the cargo hold below. From there we’ll go to the dragon pens and get our bonded ones settled in for the night!” Narice was standing in front of the forty-two High Coven riders as they were insuring their saddles flying equipment were properly secured. She had to speak louder than normal to be heard over the roar of the engines and the forty-five dragons who occasionally trumpeted. Though only slotted for forty dragons, each TYPE II could hold an additional ten if needed by stripping seats from along the walls. This had been done so that all the Coven dragons could occupy one TYPE II, as well as accommodate Elynth, Jeth and Aradace. Denali and Lisisa had remained behind at Andro’s request as Eliani and Nyla flew down with Arrarn and Sadi and all of their equipment. Andro stood near the ramp of the TYPE II which was locked in a half open position, remaining out of Narice and Carisia’s way as they moved among the riders, doing what it was that section leaders did. Denali and Lisisa sat at the very end of the webbed seating also remaining out of the way and talking to each other softly.
Andro watched intently taking everything in. No one appeared to give Carisia any trouble in the least. She was a Princess after all. Narice on the other hand had heated comments with both her older sister and her nephew Dante. Javier and Lucia stood by simply watching and not participating but making no move to follow their aunt’s instructions. He felt Elynth lower her head until her snout was almost touching his shoulder, and he reached up without looking to place his hand flat against the bottom of her jaw.

[They will cause issues for Narice the entire time Andro.] Elynth spoke softly. [It will detract from the training of the other riders. He has kept it harnessed these last days, but Vollenth’s hatred and anger simmers just beneath the surface. As does Yuri’s.]

Andro nodded as he turned back around and looked into her golden eyes before crossing his arms over his chest and staring off into the open ramp. [Yes… I know.] He replied. [We will need to deal with them sooner rather than later.]
[Andro…] She said softly.

Andro turned and looked at her sensing her indecision and confusion. Though dragons did not have expressions that one could tell emotions from, Androcles and Elynth were so closely bonded that they knew each others emotions and they had shared this as long as both of them could remember.

[He is a fine young dragon sister.] Andro spoke.

[I know why you felt anxiousness and fear on your joining day with Sadi.] Elynth said. [I do not… I do not wish to give of myself if our time together will be so short Andro. Even if it is destiny and fate that has brought us together. To know that he is out there fighting and I will not know what happens to him. I don’t know if I can endure that.]
[I don’t think you will have to Elynth.] He answered.

[What do you mean?]

Andro met her eyes. [I don’t believe Carisia and Anthar have any intention of leaving with the others.] He said. [And I can’t tell you how happy that makes Sadi and me.]

[You believe… you believe they intend to defect? To remain here with us?] Elynth asked.

[The pull between the three of us is growing stronger by the day sister. I know you have felt it.] Andro said. [Just as the pull between you and Anthar.]
Elynth nodded her massive head. [Yes.]

[I came within a hair’s breath of tearing that fat slob Thast’s head from his shoulders in the meeting this morning for what he has forced her to endure.] Andro spoke returning his gaze to the open ramp. [I want to tear him limb from limb knowing that he touches her. When she and Sadi touched at the villa… it triggered a much deeper connection than any of us thought. That’s why you intervened as you did. That is what you felt. She has been in our minds ever since sister. We include her in our thoughts as if it is the most natural thing in the world. And we do it without regard. I have to remember to throw up shields if I wish to talk privately with someone other than you.]

[Do you not trust her?]

Andro shook his head quickly. [No… that is not it. Sadi and I have seen inside her heart Elynth.  She is no more a threat to KertaGai or me than you are. And neither is Anthar. They have been planning this for a very long time.]
[Then why do you hold back?] Elynth asked him.

[For the very same reason you do.] He told her.

Elynth blinked several times and then nudged him in the shoulder. [Perhaps brother… perhaps it is time we take the same advice that you gave Deni and Arrarn last night.] She stated. [This is our time… and we are not our parents. Perhaps we should grasp what fate and destiny has in store for us and not look back.]

Andro smiled at her and stepped closer leaning up against her thick muscular side. [Perhaps you are very right sister.] He said.

The claxon sounded and the lights in the rear of the TYPE II turned red causing heads to turn all around. Andro smiled as he pushed off Elynth’s side. “Finally.” He spoke.

I itch to spread my wings. Elynth exclaimed.

Andro turned and saw Denali and Lisisa getting to their feet with smiles on their faces. He glanced up onto the passenger level and saw half the contingent of Durcunusaan and the High Coven pilots that had been chosen for Arrarn to train. Among them Toria Dellion. Malic stood close to the railing looking down into the lower deck intently and his eyes came to settle on Andro. Malic stood a little straighter then and he nodded his head sharply to Andro in acknowledgment. It was a gesture that Andro returned to him without hesitation. His eyes narrowed when they fell upon Thast but he quickly averted them as Carisia, Narice and Yuri walked up to him.
“Is there something wrong with the ship Androcles Leonidas?” Yuri asked smugly.

Andro grinned at her. “Not at all. We’re three minutes out.”

“Three minutes out from what?” Narice asked.

Their attention was drawn to Denali who had slammed his hand down on the ramp controls and their eyes watched as the ramp began to retract further into the belly of the TYPE II while the rear doors slid to either side. In seconds there was a gaping maw of nothing but blue sky in front of them. Even Yuri stepped back a few steps.

Andro was still grinning as he turned and climbed onto Elynth’s back seeing Denali and Lisisa doing the same. All of the Coven riders were watching them with wide eyes as Andro lowered his helmet onto his head. 

“Time to see how much trust you have in each other!” Andro barked out as he looked at them. “We are twenty-two thousand feet up! In another ninety seconds this ship will stop moving and you will exit! It will not begin moving once more until all of you have left the lower deck! If after thirty minutes any of you are left on board… the ramp will close and you will be expelled from further training. Trust in each other. We have not even got to the part that requires exiting while we are moving.” Andro looked down at Narice and Carisia from the saddle. “I will see you on the ground! Elynth!” He barked.
Elynth let loose with a trumpet of happiness and sprinted off the end of the ramp without further pause, followed quickly by Jeth and Aradace.
MJOLNIR’S HAND

Athani couldn’t contain the sound of her purring as she felt Resumar’s lips drag along her exposed ass and hip. She snapped her tail out and struck him lightly in the shoulder when his lips made to kiss that spot at the small of her back. He had made love to her for three straight hours and still he wanted more she mused. Never had she been so utterly fulfilled and content and divinely sore.

“No!” She gasped as she felt his hand grip her tail and wrap it gently around his arm in loving fashion. “I am worn out! You are a brute!” She told him playfully. 


She basked in the feel of his arms pulling her closer to his chest and his nose nuzzling the back of her neck and ear as he settled to the bed behind her. As he released her tail from his arm, Athani wrapped it around his powerful leg when he draped it over her thigh.


“You have to go soon.” He whispered into her ear and the disappointment in his voice made Athani’s blood sing out in joy. “I want to get you back before you are missed. It would raise too many questions and cause far too many problems.”


Athani nodded as she crossed her arms over his and drew him tighter. “I… I am not like my people Resumar.” She spoke softly. “I don’t wish to rule the universe. I only wish to be happy. And free.”

“I knew that the minute I smelled you in the gym Athani’Puat.” He told her with a whisper.


“I don’t want to return with my people.” She stated turning in his arms to look at him. “I want to remain here with you. I would be forced to become Qurot’s mate if I went back. That is truly something I do not want. And once it was discovered I have given my purity to you, my sister and father would be incensed. If I return I will be whipped and beaten and turned into a whore for our troops no matter my father’s station as Prefect. I will…”


Resumar put a finger to her lips stopping her words. “Stop Athani.” He said softly.


“Resumar I… I did not enter into this situation with you… my intent was to find a way to remain on Earth Resumar. I was willing to give myself to you to accomplish that goal.” She reached up quickly and placed her hand on his cheek. “What you have done to me. What you have made me feel… I…”

“Shhh.” He stated gently. “It is not going to be easy… you must know that. Your people are trusted even less than the High Coven by my father and many of my people.”

“Because of the attack?”


Resumar nodded. “I think that is a large part of it yes, but my people are very accepting Athani. You just have to be patient and show them that you are as sincere as you are expressing to me now. There is more to it where my father is concerned… but your people aren’t exactly the most open and friendly in the universe.”


Athani rolled her eyes. “That is not something you need to remind me of.” She said. “My father says he tries to change things… but the more he supposedly tries… the more they stay the same.”


“It will not be easy as I said. We won’t be able to be seen together at first.” Resumar spoke. “At least not during the day.”

“Even… even after I told you what I intended? You still… you still wish to help me?” She asked him stunned.


“Do you still feel that way?” He asked simply.


Athani shook her head instantly. “No. I… after what you have made me feel… it would be beneath me to try and trick you so. It would disrespect you because you are… you are being so honest with me right now.”


Res leaned forward and kissed her deeply, pulling her even tighter into his embrace and feeling her mold against him perfectly. He pulled away slowly and watched as her eyes opened dreamily. “Make no mistake Athani’Puat… now that I have found you… I have no intention of letting you escape me. If I have to pursue you and fight any male that shows interest in you I will do just that. I will show you that I am the one for you and that you will never need anyone but me. I want to explore what we have discovered here Athani. I want to explore and discover who you are. And I want you to see who I am.” Resumar told her.

“Where… where did you learn… to say such things?” She asked him.


Resumar laughed. “I may be a Spartan… but my father has told me and all of my brothers that when we find the one we want… never be ashamed to express to them what we feel.”


“And… I… I am the one you want?” Athani asked softly.


Resumar smiled and nuzzled her cheek. “From the very first moment I set my eyes upon you.”  


Athani’s eyes glowed brightly as she looked at him, his words filling her with hope and love for the future.

Love.


Athani did not even know what love felt like… but if it was anything like what Resumar Leonidas made her feel right now than it was surely going to be glorious to love him completely and have him love her back just as equally.


“You have no idea how your words make me feel.” She said softly. “If what I feel coursing through me now is any indication… you will never have to fight for me Resumar Leonidas.”

Resumar smiled at her words. “Come… you have to wash and get my scent off of you. And I promise not to assault you in the shower.” He spoke prodding her gently. “Then I need to get you back to your quarters unseen.”


Athani moved with all the speed born of her feline race and she was upon him in a single blink, covering his lips with her own, her tail madly flailing in the air in unabashed delight. She felt his arms crush her to his frame once more and her whole body hummed at his touch as he lifted her and began walking towards the large bathing room.

EARTH
SOUTHERN DRAGON BASE


Completed only two years earlier, the Southern Dragon Base, affectionately known by those among Mjolnir’s Hand as SODRAG, occupied two hundred square miles of mountains and rainforest carved out of the middle of what used to be the country of Brazil. It had become the main training and station base for members of Mjolnir’s Hand away from Apo Prime. The base was home to any number of Durcunusaan soldiers at one time. Though General’s Vistr and Vengal had originally trained only three hundred of these elite troops, they quickly saw the advantages to having a unique and exceptionally skilled unit that could respond quickly anywhere within the Union. The exact number of Durcunusaan soldiers was known only to a handful of senior military officers, and that is the way Vengal and Vistr liked it.

The base was broken into several sections, with several thousand elves and humans working on the base at the many administration buildings and fulfilling roles within the infrastructure needed to keep the base running. Those who worked on the base lived on the base with their families and the majority of them held the highest security clearances handed out to civilians. Since the majority of them were elves and humans who had come to this part of the planet to start over with the Moon Elf clan, they had a vested interest in seeing the base succeed and remain stable. They were all extremely protective of the dragons and the men and women who rode those dragons and called the base home. It was the largest reason that Martin had allowed the base to be built so far from Sparta and Eden City. The barracks were built almost like bungalows, semi-private with towering trees surrounding and even masking the buildings in some ways. They were comfortable without being extravagant with each bungalow having separate sleeping rooms for three and a small common kitchen. 
The dragon pens were behind the bungalows only a hundred meters distance, and to the dragons of the High Coven it was the most lavish accommodations any of them had ever seen. Each pen was shaped and formed like a small cave on the outside built right into the natural landscape, with huge amounts of fresh hay and a small drinking pool inside. The openings were wide enough even for Torma to fit through easily, and now that Jeth and Tharua were mated; they were given an extra large dragon cave for themselves. Each pen was situated closest to each individual pair so they would not be far apart. The dragons could come and go as they pleased during the evening, flying high above the base to hunt or even to explore the jungles and mountains all around.

There were several large bungalows that acted as mess halls for any soldiers at the base, the menus always full of different selections of foods for whatever tastes. Andro had made sure that Narice had given him a list of foods and ingredients that the Coven riders would be used too, and these were added to the menu as well. It was here that the Coven riders had come after insuring that their dragons were settled. They sat mainly together, not avoiding the other soldiers who were present but not going out of their way to interact with them either Andro saw. He watched all this from the door behind the kitchen, out of sight as the mess hall was filled with animated talk among the riders as they spoke of their first challenge. All of them had chosen to follow Carisia and Narice out of the TYPE II within moments of it coming to a complete halt, and while several stumbled out due to being unfamiliar with the ship, most made clean exits and were soon soaring above the base watching as Andro, Lisisa and Denali swept gracefully along several thousand feet below them. All of them had received instructions upon landing to take care of their bonded brothers or sisters and then make their way here after dropping their gear off in the bungalows they had been assigned.


Andro turned slightly when he felt Moneus come up behind him and squeeze his huge frame into the doorway. Andro looked at him. “You and Carina really got this place set up in record time Moneus.” He spoke.


Moneus grinned. “It wasn’t me.” He spoke. “This was all your sister’s doing. She told me what to do… and that’s what I did. She’s a task master.”


Andro chuckled. “And I suppose you positively hated the two nights you had her all to yourself.” He spoke.


Moneus shrugged. “I don’t know… is she still smiling?” He asked glancing into the mess hall.


“She hasn’t stopped smiling since you claimed her Moneus.” Andro spoke. “You have made her very happy my friend.”


Moneus nodded. “Well… she has made me very happy.” He spoke. “Happier than I ever thought possible.”


Andro looked back into the hall. “They all made it down ok.” He said. “A couple of stumbles… but they all got out. None of them hesitated. That’s an excellent start.”


“You think we can do this Andro?” Moneus asked. 


Andro nodded. “It damn sure isn’t going to be easy… but yes. As soon as they begin to trust each other completely… then we can really have at it.” He answered. “I will turn you and Resumar loose on them and we’ll see what they are really made of. Right now… at least for the next few weeks… baby steps. Do me a favor though?”


Moneus nodded. “Name it.” He spoke without hesitation.


“Enomotarch Malic. Watch him for me will you Moneus?” Andro asked.


“May I ask why?” Moneus spoke moving closer.


“He could turn out to be completely different than what everyone says he is.” Andro said softly. “KertaGai has said it… Eliani and Nyla too. He is not the man he projects to everyone. That could be a huge plus for us my friend. Famus told me his actions on Eleysi Three were not from any training he has received.”


“What do you mean?”


“It was almost as if he knew what surrounded him completely. He was aware of everything. Where everything was. Where the Evolli were.” Andro spoke. “It was instinctual Famus said. He directed his detachment to bring the most firepower on the enemy and he didn’t even have to think twice. And his Mindvoice powers are far more developed than even he knows or realizes.”


“What are you thinking Andro?” Moneus said.


“He’s different. And I want to find out just how different.” Andro said. 


Moneus nodded and slung his arm over Andro’s shoulder. “Consider it done. Now c’mon… let’s go get some food and join the others.”


It took them only a few minutes to grab trays piled with food and move to the table where the Leonidas family sat. Andro leaned over and kissed both Carina and Zarah on their cheeks as he settled to the table next to Sadi. He leaned over and nuzzled the side of her neck and cheek and Sadi’s eyes closed in bliss. Arrarn reached out and slapped him in the shoulder.


“Where you been hiding this woman Andro?” He demanded. “I let her take the controls over the Med and next thing I know I wake up here!”


Lisisa laughed. “That’s unusual for you how exactly?” She exclaimed.


Andro looked at Sadi with adoring eyes. “I take it he fell asleep on you.” He said as the others were laughing.


Sadi chuckled as she plucked a piece of meat from Andro’s tray and leaned into him. “Yes… but it was closer to the Atlantic when he actually fell asleep.” She said.


“It was definitely a smoother ride.” Denali announced.


“Hey… you complaining about my flying brother?” Arrarn demanded.


“No… just your inability thereof.” Eliani chimed in from next to Nyla.


Andro smiled as he gazed into Sadi’s jungle green eyes. [Have you spoken with her KertaGai?] He asked.


Sadi shook her head quickly. [Not since this morning. We decided to keep our shields very high. I believe she trusts Narice for the most part… but she does not know Toria Dellion very well. She is being very careful.]


Andro nodded. [That is probably wise.]

Sadi looked at him as he began to eat. She slid her hands under the table to grasp his thigh. [Andro… Andro my love are you having second thoughts about her? About the three of us?]


Andro looked at her quickly. [No!] He declared. [No. You were right Sadi… this is not something I… we… it’s not something we can just dismissed. I don’t want too KertaGai. Don’t think that. Arrarn… Denali and I… we talked last night. I told them we make our own future and that whatever has happened in the past is our parent’s past and not ours. I will not allow my father’s feelings to dissuade me from pursuing what I know to be right. What feels so right?] 


Sadi leaned further against him and smiled brightly. [A simple yes or no would have sufficed my love.]


Andro shook his head and pressed his forehead to hers kissing her softly. [We need to be careful KertaGai. I will not risk Carisia becoming injured or put her in harms way because we wanted her so badly that we got careless in our actions. At least until the time is right. I almost ripped Thast to shreds this morning because now that she is within our minds I have seen all he has done to her.]


Sadi nodded slowly. [I know. So have I. And it burns my blood Andro. She will not have to endure him here will she?]


Andro shook his head quickly. [No. I had Carina change the living arrangements. We need to keep her away from him… he affects her somehow… takes away her strength of will. And I don’t know how. I need to talk with mother, for she is vampire and I believe she will know. I’m just hesitant to approach her just yet.]


[Does Carina… does Carina know?] Sadi asked.


[We know each other well KertaGai… my brothers and sisters and I.] Andro said. [We also do not tell our parents everything we have done or will ever do. She knows. Or at least suspects. And I told Lisisa. Carisia is her sister… and that is not something I want to keep from her.]


[She doesn’t hate me does she?] Sadi asked.


Andro chuckled. [Hate you? Lisisa was thrilled! She thought I did not care for Carisia because Yuri is her mother and that she was Lisisa’s blood sister. When I told her what was building between us… the three of us… her face lit up like an illumination globe. They have much in common Lisisa and Carisia… and our feelings for Carisia will only help Lisisa to discover that much more about her sister.]


Sadi looked at him oddly. [How so?]


Andro grinned and popped a large chunk of steak into his mouth. [I’m very possessive of what I consider to be mine.] He spoke.


Sadi’s eyes twinkled and she nuzzled his neck. [Well I should certainly hope so.]

“Andro! Sadi!” Denali’s voice broke into their moment and Andro turned to his brother to see him motion with his head.


Andro looked up and saw Thast approaching their table, holding tightly to Carisia’s arm with Yuri on the other side of him. Carisia did not look in the least bit happy about the situation.


[Oh… this ought to be fun.] He spoke to Sadi as he lifted his mug of coffee. He looked up as they stopped next to their table. “Princess Yuri, Princess Carisia… and Commander Thast. What can I do for you?”


Thast tossed the two security key cards onto the table. “The sleeping arrangements need to be altered.” He spat.


Andro looked at the cards as he picked them up between his fingers. “What exactly is wrong with the sleeping arrangements Commander?”


“Commander Thast and Carisia are husband and wife.” Yuri spoke. “You have Carisia occupying a bungalow with Narice and Toria Dellion, while the Commander is staying with the other three individuals of the security detachment we brought.”


Andro looked at her and shook his head. “And this is an issue why?”


“As I said… Carisia is Commander Thast’s wife.” Yuri spoke once more.


Andro shook his head once more. “Not here she isn’t.” He stated evenly. “Here she is a section leader and a rider, not the commander’s plaything to chase away his boredom. She will need to be focused and concentrate on her duties. I don’t need her tripping over the commander at every turn. My sister Carina assigned her to the bungalow with Narice for a reason. As section leaders it will allow them to better share what they learn. They will become better leaders without distractions they don’t need.”


“Your wife is with you!” Thast snapped.


Andro looked at him. “I’m not the one going through the training Commander.” Andro answered as he looked at Yuri. “Is this going to be a problem?”


“Tell him!” Thast barked pulling on Carisia’s arm.


Carisia’s eyes pleaded with Andro when she looked at him but her words were different. “I… I ask that you allow me to stay with my… with my husband.” She stammered out.


“And I demand it.” Yuri spoke.


The mess hall had become silent now as everyone was looking at their table. The High Coven riders saw several of the older Durcunusaan troops at other tables shake their heads with sad smiles. They saw similar looks pass between Eliani and the other Leonidas children. All of them present knew without question that Androcles Leonidas was very much like his father in that he did not respond well to arrogance.

Andro leaned back in his chair, his eyes on Yuri and then moving to Thast. “I’m not particularly fond of demands Princess Yuri. At least those that do not come from my mate. This…” Andro waved his hand around the mess hall as he got to his feet. “This is my realm… my world. You are in my world now. You do not make demands here. As far as I am concerned you are no different that the rest of your riders here to be trained. I have allowed you to have your own bungalow because of who you are… but that is the limit to which my generosity will extend.”

“I am a Princess of the High Coven!” Yuri snapped.


“Here you are not a Princess. You are a rider.” Andro spoke still very calm. “I will treat you as such. Unless of course you feel I can teach you nothing… in which case I give you two choices. You may challenge me right now and show me that you can effectively fight from Vollenth’s back as your mother wants all of you to be able to do. When Elynth and I swat your tight ass from the sky… which I warn you, we could do blindfolded… you will still have the other option. You can return to Sparta and stay with your mother while I train those who want to learn. Vollenth of course will remain here and I will attempt to purge the hatred and anger you have instilled in him. Or at least attempt to anyway. The choice is yours… but I will not change the way the quarters have been established just so that you can think you are in charge or so fat man here can satisfy his overactive libido.”

“Why you Lycavorian dog!” Thast snarled. “I will…”


The growl that came from Androcles Leonidas was a supremely menacing sound that sent shivers rippling down the spines of everyone present who heard it, including his brothers and sisters. He turned on Thast, his eyes fully changed and his dual fangs bursting forth, even as his left hand closed once more around Thast’s throat. His right hand came up in a blink, the psychic knife exploding from his clenched fist with a silvery glow. Thast’s eyes grew wide, Carisia and Yuri staggered back stunned and Sadi leaned back in her chair with a smug smile.

Andro brought the tip of that shimmering psychic knife to within a hair’s thickness of Thast’s wide right eye. “Twice this day you have tempted fate Commander Thast. My patience is not infinite and with you, it is nearly gone. Speak the words on your lips little man and I guarantee you… half a second after they have left your mouth I will fry what little you have for a brain when I plunge this into your eye socket.” Andro looked at the psychic knife with a fearsome smile. “Beautiful isn’t it.” He said turning back to look at him. “You won’t feel it Thast… for the moment it enters your fool brain I will pour every ounce of my power through it and burn out your pain receptors. One second after that you will lose all motor functions… another second later your bladder will void and you will piss and shit your pants. And when I do this…” The psychic knife flared briefly, almost like a living thing that hungered for his flesh and Thast’s eyes suddenly filled with real palpable fear. “You will be quite dead.”

 
“Princess Yuri will not save you Thast… your Empress will not save you… those you think to be comrades will not save you. I will not hesitate… I will not pause… and your miniscule life will be over. This is my father’s base… and since he is not here, it is mine in his stead. Things will be done my way! Not yours Commander… and not according to Princess Yuri. The faster you learn that… the longer you will live. I told you we would have a reckoning Thast… do not hasten your death any sooner than it needs to come. You will not defeat me now… and you will not defeat me then.”


Andro released him instantly… stepping back and plunging the psychic knife into the metal table. The quarter inch diameter psychic projection sizzled, burning completely through the two inch thick metal table as if it was melting butter.


“The sleeping arrangements remain as they are.” Andro stated bringing his fist back up as the knife shimmered and faded into nothing. He turned back to Thast his eyes now back to normal and his fangs gone. “My brothers and sisters and I will train your riders to the very best of our abilities. They will come first… the training they and their dragons will receive. I don’t care for your status or your comfort Yuri. In my eyes you are no different than any of the others in this room. Now… is there anything else Commander… Princess Yuri… or may I go back to my meal?” Neither Thast nor Yuri had anything to say and Andro smiled. “Excellent… enjoy your meals.”

As Andro sat back down, Sadi grasped his arm with unabashed adoration in her eyes, his brothers and sisters quickly went back to the conversations they had been having before and Carisia Moran felt the desire and want for both Androcles and Sadi increase ten fold as she made her way back to her table.

And no one saw the thoughts that filtered through the heads of all the other Coven riders with the exception of only three as they went back to their food and drink.


Perhaps the Lycavorian people were not the terrible creatures their leaders had made them out to be.

MJOLNIR’S HAND


“I don’t know.” Pian stated from the medical bed. “They unwrapped the shadows from around themselves about an hour into the flight. It all happened so quickly I was unable to act.”



For’mya sat back away from the bed as Jalersi and Karun stood on either side. Pian’s injuries had healed for the most part due to the more advanced medical facilities on MJOLNIR’S HAND. Kavalian medical clinics were no where near advanced and capable, and For’mya took note that Karun seemed to be visualizing everything he saw as they made their way through the Med Bay into this small section.

“And they waited until the flight crew made their first transmission to Apo Prime Control?” For’mya asked.


“I heard them talking.” Pian spoke. “They thought I was dead and had stopped beating me. They were adamant about not killing the flight crew or they would not have been able to board your ship. And they did not want to anger the Union.”


Jalersi noticed that Pian was much more subdued than usual, his words more measured and controlled. Apparently as close to death as he had come seemed to have affected him somehow. Jalersi knew that neither Pian nor Qurot had ever come close to being defeated in a battle, and having your enemy beat you into oblivion would definitely make you more subdued in how you acted.


For’mya got to her feet slowly. “That agrees with what our flight crew has reported.” She said calmly. “Why exactly were you coming here Commander?” 


“Prefect Keleru ordered me to join with Jalersi’s delegation to give her additional points that we would be willing to negotiate, as well as provide more staff members for the embassy if it was granted. So that we may open it right away.” Pian asked. He looked at Jalersi. “The females?”


Jalersi shook her head. “None of them survived.” She stated almost offhandedly.


“What has the Prefect ordered?” Pian asked.


Jalersi looked at For’mya quickly. “We are not being allowed to contact my father with the news of what has happened until we reach Earth. Another hour if I understand correctly.”


For’mya nodded. “A security precaution.” For’mya spoke. “Nothing more. You will be able to contact your father when you have settled into your quarters in Sparta.”


“He will… he will demand he be allowed to send security of our own!” Pian stated quickly.


For’mya nodded. “Yes… I’m quite sure he will. However… that is a decision Martin Leonidas will make.”


“You would deny us our own security?” Pian demanded.


“If ultimately it means we have no more incidents while you are on Earth… yes.” For’mya replied. “You will be going down in a STRIKER AT Commander. Directly to Sparta’s main hospital. Anja Leonidas will then examine you and you will be released at her directive.”


“No woman will examine me!” Pian exclaimed.


For’mya smiled. “Anja Leonidas is the Union’s Chief Medical Officer Commander. I’m sure she can accommodate your desires for a male technician to conduct the examination… but you will not be released from the hospital without her order. There is nothing I or anyone can do about it. She has the power to overrule even Martin in terms of medical concerns. And Martin has never gone against her will when it involves medical decisions, not in the entire time we have been together.”


“A woman!” Pian spat shaking his head.


For’mya smiled. “Yes… well I’m sure we will see you in the future Commander Pian.” She spoke looking at Jalersi. “Our transport leaves in forty minutes. I suggest you gather your party and I will have a Durcunusaan detail escort you to the landing bay.”


Jalersi nodded. “As you wish Lady For’mya.” She said.


“I will see you on the transport.” For’mya spoke before turning and heading out of the medical bay.


Jalersi waited until she was gone before turning to look at Pian. “Why did my father send you here Pian?” She asked.


“After your report about Qurot… he was concerned he would become a larger issue. I was to replace him and Qurot was to go back.” Pian answered. “The rest is what I told the Union Queen.”


Jalersi shook her head. “Talk to him Pian.” She spoke softly. “He could ruin everything my father has planned. Leonidas’s second son already beat him down once for trying to take a pad from the bodies of the bloodsuckers. Were you able to determine anything before you lost consciousness?”

Pian shook his head. “You and the others were the target… that is all I was able to hear.” He answered. “They obviously knew who I was for they did not say anything while they beat me.”

Jalersi turned to her son who had remained quiet so far. “Karun… gather Athani and the Legislators. I will meet you in the landing bay.”

Karun nodded his head. “As you wish mother.” He spoke.

Jalersi waited until he too had left before turning back to Pain and meeting his gaze. “My father should not have sent you Pian.” She spoke.

“He didn’t send me.” Pian spoke. “When I discovered he was going to do this I offered to come. I told him it would enhance my political skills.” He focused his dark eyes on her beautiful face. “You know why I have come Jalersi.”

“Pian… it was one night two decades ago.” Jalersi stated quickly. “And while it was glorious… it will not happen again. Ever. I am Pusintin’s mate and that will not change. I love him.”

“You do not sound very convincing when you say that.” Pian spoke. “I could let it slip about what happen between us.”

Jalersi glared at him. “Who do you think anyone will believe Pian?” She snarled. “Do not threaten me… Pusintin would tear you limb from limb for even suggesting something like that. He would never believe you! And neither would anyone else!”

“I… I love you Jalersi.” Pian said softly.

“Love?” She barked softly. “You do not even know the definition of the word Pian. Our males are incapable of feeling love! At least my sister and I agree on that fact. We are just attempting to change things in a different manner. Things are not happening quickly enough for Athani, while I understand it will take many years to change the core of our people. You and other males are so concerned with dominating us and proving that you are superior in every way… there is no place for love in your hearts! I do not blame you for that Pian… it is simply how it is. At least my sons will know what it is to respect a woman. They may regard them as beneath them in some ways… but they will not injure them or treat them with distain.”

“Jalersi…”

“No Pian… this conversation is over!” She snapped softly. “What happened between us can… will never happen again.” She drew away from the bed. “I will see you when you are released from the hospital.”
Pian watched her turn and leave the medical bay. He leaned back in his bed. “We shall see.” He spoke in a whisper. “We shall see.”

SODRAG


“Yes mother I am settling in fine.” Malic spoke to the monitor. “Why have you called me here?”

Malic was very surprised to find upon arriving that due to his rank, he was authorized his own bungalow. He had quickly come here after the events in the mess hall to unpack his things. The main room of the bungalow was large with two couches and several small tables. The large window facing the south overlooked the dark green jungle as the sun was beginning to set. These quarters were much better than those on the Durcunusaan base, with a small kitchen and decent sized bedroom. His bed was not a typical bunk like in the barracks, but rather a larger and softer bed similar to what he had in his apartment on Apo Prime.


He was shirtless now… unpacking his personal bag as he spoke to his mother on the monitor. The bungalows did not have the larger holo discs common in civilian apartments, but Malic had no reason for one.


“Malic… your father is still angry with you.” Calemia spoke.


Malic’s face turned into a tight, bitter smile. “When is father not angry with me?” He spoke as he pulled out the assortment of datapads from his bag.


“He could have gotten you a posting within his fleet son.” She stated. “You did not have to do this.”

“Mother… being an Enomotarch in father’s fleet is no better than a common laborer.” Malic spoke. “He hates any kind of ground troops. He treats them as if they are beneath him. He is a fleet officer… and he will never respect ground troops.”


“You know how he feels about the Durcunusaan Malic.” Calemia said. “Even more so the unit the King formed. This Mjolnir’s Hand.”


Malic nodded. “Yes. The Durcunusaan are too secretive. They do not dress properly… they are arrogant… their hair is longer. I have heard it all before mother.” He said looking at the monitor. “They are the best however. The finest ground troops in the entire Union mother. No one can match them. The only ones who are better are the riders of Mjolnir’s Hand. Father hates that the men and women of Mjolnir’s Hand rely on their bonded ones more than anything. He hates that they command so much respect among our people. Do you understand what that means to me mother? Of all the millions of troops and soldiers we have… they are considered the elite. And I am here now! Among them! Part of them.”


“I thought you said that there were academic requirements that you had to meet first. And more training.” Calemia spoke.


Malic nodded slowly. “Yes.”


“Your father could have called a favor or two in again Malic.” Calemia stated. “You could have gone back to the Academy.”


“And flunk out as I did the last time?” He answered. “I am the only one of father’s son to have shamed him so. Why would I attempt that again? Even my own brothers avoid speaking of me. Father brags of them all the time mother… but of me he says nothing. I have reached the rank of Enomotarch faster than anyone in the history of the Union if I am correct. He could not even come to my promotion ceremony. None of you could.”


“He had duties Malic. You know that.” Calemia said.


Malic laughed harshly. “Yes… I know. Duties. The same duties that pulled him away whenever I needed him as a child. I was weak as a child… I know this mother. I was not as healthy and strong as my brothers. This embarrassed both of you… don’t you think I know that? That is different now mother… I am larger and stronger than my brothers… I am just not as intelligent as them and he is ashamed of me. When I saw father’s face the day he discovered I had failed the Academy I knew. When I saw your face I knew. You are both ashamed of me. When I told you I was coming here mother… all either of you could do was complain that I was throwing away my life. That I would amount to nothing.”

“Malic you…”

“No mother… I have chosen this life… for it suits me. And I will become a member of Mjolnir’s Hand one day… for that is what calls to me.” Malic shook his head.
“You… you will stand beside… fight beside vampires Malic.” Calemia spoke.

Malic nodded. “Yes I will mother. I have listened to father’s words for so long that I actually began to believe them myself. No more. Do you know what I have seen in just the week I have been here mother? Pride and honor and respect… not just from our kind… but from vampires who wear this uniform as well.”

“They… they killed your grandparents Malic.” Calemia snapped. “Their kind can not be trusted. No matter what the King says. No matter what they do now.”

“I will make sure I tell that to the King when I am in his presence again mother.” Malic said. “I’m sure Queen Isabella would be most honored to hear your words. Or the two daughters she has bore the King. Daughters who I might add are even more Spartan in their actions and words than two of my own three sisters in many ways.”

“Don’t say that!” Calemia spat angrily. “Don’t you dare say that Malic. You insult your sisters in this way!”

“Do I insult them… or do I insult fathers and your arrogance mother.” Malic stated plainly. “My brother’s arrogance. Why do you think Adriana stays away mother? She hates how you and father act when she is there. You treat her as an inferior simply because she teaches children mother. Vampire children.”
“Malic… you know I will tell your father what you have said!” Calemia barked. “He will be livid! He will… he will remove you from the apartment on Apo Prime and you will have access to no more of your inheritance!”

“I am outside of his reach now mother.” Malic spoke. “From now forward I will make my own way. You and father may sell the apartment on Apo Prime mother. I will not be returning there. My future is here… as a Durcunusaan… and one day as a member of Mjolnir’s Hand.”
“Malic you…”

“I will always love you and father… never doubt that. But now I will make my own way in this world.” Malic stated.

“Malic I demand…!”

“Goodbye mother.” Malic spoke before reaching forward and cutting off the transmission his mother’s face disappearing. He thought briefly and then keyed in another code.

“SODRAG COM Center. Lieutenant Renlar.” The face of the young Spartan came onto the monitor.

“Lieutenant Renlar… I am Enomotarch Malic sir. I no longer wish to receive any type of communications from my mother or father.” Malic spoke. “Is that possible sir?”

“All COMs come through here anyway Enomotarch.” Renlar answered. “I will have to enter it in the log Durcunusaan Malic. Your father is an Admiral. But if that is your wish I’ll make it happen.”

Malic nodded. “You… you know my father sir?”

Renlar shook his head quickly. “Not personally no. Part of our duties here is to know the background of anyone occupying SODRAG Enomotarch. Your file is flagged because of your father’s rank.”

“I would appreciate it sir.” Malic spoke.

Renlar nodded. “Already done.” He replied. 
“Sir… is it possible for us to have family members come here?” Malic asked.

“Your father won’t get within a hundred kilometers of this base Enomotarch.” Renlar spoke with a grin. “He may be an Admiral… but his clearance is no where near high enough to allow access to a Durcunusaan or Mjolnir’s Hand facility.”

“No sir… I meant perhaps my sister Adriana.” Malic said. “She is a teacher… and I know her schedule permits her some freedom. I haven’t seen her in some time and I thought perhaps it might be possible. Though I wouldn’t want anyone knowing who she was for obvious reasons.”

“I’ll have to order a background check on her and clear it with Prince Androcles.” Renlar said. “We don’t usually let civilians near the base Enomotarch.”
Malic nodded. “I understand sir. I would appreciate it if you could find our for me sir. That would be even better.”

“I’ll let you know Enomotarch Malic. Good luck.”

“Thank you sir.” Malic said as he sat back on the couch.
The first fingers of a new day were beginning to dawn on him and he found he liked the feelings they gave him. Now he just had to make it happen. He lifted the first data pad he had pulled out of his bag and looked at it.
“Application of Aeronautical Elements to Dragon Flight.” Malic read the title out loud. He took a deep breath and leaned forward on the couch. “I am not stupid! I can learn what I need to learn!” He spat as he stabbed down on the pad to bring up the first page of the lessons and skills.

So engrossed as he was in the data pad, Malic did not hear or see Moneus Simpson push away from the front of the railing near his door with a smile and begin walking back towards his and Carina’s bungalow. 
CABELIR

OLD KAVALIAN EMPIRE HOMEWORLD


The vampire Colonel came to his feet when the door of his small office opened and Pusintin walked in. He had joined with the Kavalians at the very beginning; knowing that there was no way the Coven would be able to withstand their assault. He was branded a traitor for his actions… but after fighting with these Kavalians for so many years he had come to respect them a great deal. Yes they were brutal and very savage… but they were also practical as well. He knew he was always watched even now after so many years. He had proven an excellent commander and led his forces well. Many had been with him from the start… and they were among the few that still remained.


“Marshall Pusintin!” He declared coming to his feet. “This is a surprise sir!”


Pusintin looked at the man as he entered. He was one of the few vampire officers that actually pulled his weight and remained with them. And he had killed far more of his own kind than Pusintin had.


“Colonel Drtev.” Pusintin spoke. 


“Sir… can I offer you something?” Drtev stammered.


“Information.” Pusintin spoke settling into the chair across from the small desk. “Sit down Colonel.” Drtev eased himself back into his chair, his eyes darting this way and that. Pusintin saw this and smiled. “Rest easy Colonel.” He spoke. “You are not one of the officers that we continue to monitor. Your actions since coming over to our side have moved you past that. You have gained some trust among the Kavalians… but always remember it is never enough.”


Drtev nodded. “Yes sir!”


“As I said… I need information.” Pusintin spoke.


“Of course Marshall… whatever I can provide.” 


“I was reading the transcripts of your interview when you initially defected.” Pusintin spoke. “You mentioned something to the interviewer of Immortals who had broken away from the High Coven.”


Drtev nodded. “Yes sir. The former High Lord’s Immortal Captain Cha’talla survived the attempt on his life and escaped into The Wilds with his entire tribe. No one knows where they went.”


Pusintin nodded. “Yes… I’m more interested in those you said turned to a mercenary lifestyle.” He said.


“Yes sir. Several hundred deserted within the first few months before I left.” He stated. “The last I heard of them was when I was passing through The Wilds last year returning here.”


“And what did you hear?” Pusintin asked.


“They apparently have established their own smuggling and black market operations.” Drtev answered. “It is very profitable from what I was told.”


“Do you know how to arrange a meeting with them?” Pusintin asked.


Drtev looked at him wide eyed. “Sir… I am a pureblood. They originally defected because of their hatred for purebloods. Why would they want to meet with me?”


Pusintin held out the data pad to him. “I want to hire them.” He said. “I need something they can provide.”


“Marshall… what could they possibly provide that we can not get easily?” Drtev asked as he began reading the pad. His eyes grew a little wider and he looked up. “I… I don’t understand sir.”


“I want you to take a transport into The Wilds and meet with them. Take whomever you deem necessary Colonel, the fewer the better, but this mission does not exist. If you are killed then you will be dead. If you survive and complete this task… I will insure you have whatever you desire.” Pusintin spoke. “Arrange a meeting with them and then contact me. Give them these details of what I am interested in. Once that is arrange and they have the sample I want to see… I will travel to The Wilds and meet with you and them to insure they can do what I require of them.”


“Marshall… this… if they meet with me… they will want an enormous amount of credits to do what this says.” Drtev spoke. 


“Whatever they want… give it to them.” Pusintin spoke as he came to his feet. “When you have succeeded and they have what I want to see contact me on this channel.” He held out the small COM unit. “That is coded to me and me alone. Speak with no one about this if you wish to continue living Colonel Drtev. Succeed… and you will have everything.”


Drtev sprang to his feet. “I will not fail Marshall.”


Pusintin nodded. “Good. I expect you to be leaving as soon as this afternoon.” Pusintin turned and walked out of the small office. As he moved down the corridor he lifted his wrist and activated the small COM unit there. “It is done.” He spoke.


“Will he succeed?” Keleru’s voice asked.


“If he doesn’t he will be dead and we will try something else.” Pusintin spoke. “We have six months Keleru if the reports are accurate.”


“I trust Ogat Pusintin.” Keleru spoke calmly. “The reports are accurate. I’ve chosen the men for the two assault teams.” Keleru spoke. “Meet me at my estate this evening and I will introduce you to the two leaders.”

Pusintin nodded. “I’ll be there.” He said. “Have you heard from Pian or Jalersi?”


“Not as of yet.” He answered. “They should be arriving on Earth as we speak and it is strange she did not contact me when Pian joined with them to complain of his presence. I expect to hear from her shortly though.”


“Have her contact me.” Pusintin said. “Her voice soothes me and I want to see her face. I did not think her absence would affect me as much as it has.”


“Of course.” Keleru replied with a knowing laugh. “No doubt the same as when I am away from my mate. I will see you this evening.”

