CHAPTER THIRTEEN
CENTRAL DISTRICT/SPARTA
KING YELU MEMORIAL HOSPITAL

ANJA LEONIDAS’S OFFICE

“Vana… are you serious?” Anja gasped as she sat in the high backed chair behind her desk. 
Anja’s office was on the thirty-second floor of the hospital named in honor of her father and dedicated nine years ago just before the start of the Evolli War. King Yelu had been the most powerful Hadarian Healer to have ever lived, more powerful than even their mother who was widely recognized as the finest Mage Warrior to have existed for centuries. It was a feat unprecedented in the annals of Hadarian history since the females were usually the ones who held this distinction. It was said their parents could go nearly two years without having to Ascend. They were remembered as being both exceptionally compassionate and wise and they were both revered on Hadaria, not only for their passion and wisdom but for their love of each other. There were several monuments erected across the planet in their honor among the many cities there, and over the years Anja and Sivana had been to all of them on numerous occasions. Neither Anja nor Sivana knew it, but many of the Hadarian people saw the King and Queen when they looked at the twin sisters. Anja’s was the more fiery and passionate like their mother, while Sivana carried herself with their father’s almost surreal calm. King Yelu’s legacy now carried on in his twin daughters and it was something Anja and Sivana took very serious. Anja lifted the mug of Aricia’s coffee and sipped it slowly as she stared at her fraternal twin sister’s projection in the holo imager.

The exceptionally clear image of Sivana, clear enough to be mistaken for being in the same room even, nodded as she smiled at Anja’s use of the nickname Eliani had given her as she first learned to speak. Eliani had been unable to form the first part of Sivana’s name and resorted to calling her simply Vana. The name had stuck. 
“They left only a few moments ago Anja.” Sivana answered as she moved around the large desk in her own office on Hadaria. “Not exactly the most pleasant of ways to begin your morning I assure you. Thankfully Belen was not here or it would not have been pretty.”


“That is why they have been so cold to me the last few times I have gone to see them.” Anja spoke reflectively in a soft voice. “Pcillany must have been planning to do this for a while now.”

Sivana nodded. “It certainly seems that way.” She spoke. “Rinard is involved as well, though I don’t know to what extent. He is a Lycavorian and he can not request something like this from the Elder Healers.”


“No… but I guarantee he had a say in prodding Pcillany to go forward with this.” Anja answered quickly. “Aunt Umbra’s actions in supporting Pcillany do not surprise me either Vana. She has acted this way since I first returned with Martin. You should have heard her rant when we returned after rescuing Lisisa and she discovered Belen had not only claimed you but turned you as well. Even grandfather could not believe the words she uttered that day.”


“You never told me that sister.” Sivana spoke.


Anja waved her hand. “It wasn’t important.” She replied. “I was not about to let our Aunt or anyone take you from what you had discovered and accepted so freely with Belen. She wanted you in her clutches so that she could warp your view of things and make you think and act how she felt you should be. Something that she was never able to accomplish with me. When I denied her that in regards to you… her dislike of me only grew more.”


“Grandfather has told me it was always an issue between father and her.” Sivana spoke. “Aunt Umbra’s insistence on acting superior to everyone around her simply because she was of royal blood. Like she felt she was owed something more because of who her brother was.”


Anja nodded slowly. “Grandfather said our father hated that about her.” She said in agreement. “And when he took a Mage Warrior as his Queen, Aunt Umbra about had a cow.”


Sivana laughed gently. “I must spend more time around you and my niece sister.” She said. “The two of you can produce such vivid visual descriptions using several different languages. It is quite humorous actually.”


Anja chuckled. “So Martin and the others have told me.” She said. “Does Eurin know about this Vana?”


Sivana shook her head quickly. “I wanted to inform you first.” Sivana spoke. “I have already forbid Aunt Umbra from seeing Siara again under any circumstances. Taelle knows what she is to do if Umbra makes an attempt. She also complained that you allowed Retta and Calyb to bond with dragons and that you have not allowed them to experience their Hadarian culture more. She is also quite upset that you have let Eliani make her own way without her guidance.”


Anja nodded. “That wasn’t me. Eliani made her own decisions about Aunt Umbra when she was ten and decided to conduct her Agoge and not attend The School of the Healers. Not to mention that Eliani almost always brings Nyla with her to Hadaria when she Ascends and makes it a point to show as much affection in public with her as she can. It’s her way of sticking it to Aunt Umbra.”

Sivana chuckled. “Something she does quite well. Sort of like you.”

“Aunt Umbra can piss and holler all day at the Hadarian Elders about that if she wants.” Anja spoke. “They are our children not hers. Martin and I and the others agreed a long time ago that they do not need to be exposed to her pompous idiocy and twisted ideals of what Hadarian royalty… any royalty is supposed to be. And the Elder Healers are not fools enough to grant her any rights she may think or perceive she has to our children Vana. Martin and Belen would make them see the folly in that within hours of discovering what Umbra is doing.”


Sivana nodded. “That is why I recommend we do not tell them just yet Anja.” She spoke. “They are Spartans sister… and neither of them is very subtle about dealing with something that they might perceive as a threat to us or their children.”


Anja chuckled once more. “Subtly to Martin Leonidas is plunging his Nehtes through your chest as he tells you that was a very bad idea.” 


Sivana laughed as well and nodded her head. “Yes… much like Belen. You have to admit though; it does stir your wolf blood knowing they will act in this way.”


Anja grinned at Sivana’s words. “Sets my blood on fire is more like it!” She stated. “But you’re right… this is not something they need to know about right now. Martin already has too much on his plate as it is with the High Coven and the Kavalians here in Sparta at the same time, not to mention the attack on MJOLNIR’S HAND.” Anja looked up at her in the holo image transmission. “Belen is still dealing with the Embassy transition right?”

Sivana nodded. “It should be complete within two weeks… but this is the largest turnover they have conducted in sometime. Everyone is scrambling to keep up with the demands of time and space.” 

Anja nodded. “Everyone seems to have a secret agenda and all we want to do is live in peace.”


“I will make some discrete inquires here in regards to what Pcillany is doing.” Sivana spoke. “I do not know when she planned to go before the Elders, but if she came to me this morning with this information, I would imagine it will be soon. She and Umbra both wanted me to side with them against you Anja. When I refused to do this; that is when Umbra made her veiled threat to petition the Healers to grant her custody of Siara. She apparently thinks neither of us is a very good mother.”


“Ah… nubous her and the horse she rode in on!” Anja popped. “I still can’t believe this Rinard fool would go this far Vana.” Anja spoke. “Seanna never slept with Martin or the others. She stayed in our bed at times, but only to sleep. Why would he do all this simply because I told Seanna that I would not allow him to bed both of us together? Is his ego so big as to think he could have somehow stolen me away from Martin?”


“Perhaps it was the way you told him sister.” Sivana spoke with a smile. “I don’t think he appreciated you telling him to go fuck himself with his little dick when he refused to believe what you had told Seanna in regards to his request.”


“Then he shouldn’t have acted like such an ass when he came to our home that day.” Anja hissed out. “He is lucky Martin wasn’t there or we would not be having this discussion because he would be dead.”

Sivana nodded. “True. Perhaps I will remind him of this.”


Anja shook her head. “Don’t bother wasting your time. If he has been pushing Pcillany to go this far, talking with him will only make it worse. Inform Eurin and Zaniai of what took place this morning and allow them to handle it for now. Eurin knows what Rinard tried to do and she doesn’t care for the man. Zaniai has far more contacts within the Elders than Pcillany could ever hope to gain, and he is not particularly fond of Aunt Umbra to begin with.”


“Taelle asked if we should activate the alternate plans you have put in place.” Sivana spoke.


Anja looked at her sister in the holo imager. “Do you feel that is necessary Vana?” She asked.


Sivana shook her head quickly. “No… but I would like your permission to act on your behalf should the need arise.”


“Vana… you never have to ask me that.” Anja spoke. “You know that.”


Sivana nodded with a smile. “Yes I know… but I like hearing you say it. It tells me just how close we really are.”


Anja chuckled. “If we were any closer in how we thought sister we’d be sharing the same body. Something I don’t think our mates would appreciate.”


Sivana laughed heartily now. “No they would not.” She stated. “I will handle things here Anja, have no worries. Now tell me sister… I have read the report Belen received from Atropos before that distasteful business this morning. You believe the High Coven has improved their cloning technology significantly?”

Anja nodded. “Very much so.” She stated. “I was going to contact you later today and have you begin running some tests of the samples I will send you. I don’t want to do them here for security purposes. Most are from the clones who conducted the attack on Martin’s ship, but half a dozen are samples we obtained from the Kavalian females who have undergone biogenic treatments and are now here on Earth as part of this Trade Delegation.”


“And how did you obtain them sister?” Sivana asked with a sly grin. “I doubt very much they would have given them freely given the distrust the Kavalians seem to have of anyone not of their species.”


Anja feigned a stunned and hurt expression. “Sister… are you suggesting I did something unethical by obtaining these samples through deceit? Even I would never stoop so low as to use the hidden bio scanners on the MENKLA transport?”


Sivana grinned in the transmission. “No, of course not sister. I would never suggest you would resort to something so sneaky and devious. That is not in your nature.”


“I should think not!” Anja declared with a smile. “Run the standard tests Vana and then anything else you can think of that might be useful.”


Sivana nodded. “I will see to it.” She said. “I will contact you when I have the results. Sometime tomorrow I would think.”


“Give Siara a hug and a kiss for me. And tell her I still owe her a ride on Miath.” Anja spoke.


“Be safe sister.” Sivana spoke.


Anja nodded. “And you Vana.”


The transmission ended and Anja sat back in her chair slowly bringing the mug to her lips. She had smelled him easily when he had come silently into the room minutes before but remaining in the shadows and staying quiet. The one man she trusted with everything outside of Martin Leonidas.


“You don’t approve?” She asked softly.


Atropos stepped into the light of her office and moved to the chair in front of her desk where he settled his bulk. He had been Anja’s Durcunusaan Captain since the day she became Queen and he would willingly throw his life away for the diminutive Persian haired woman across from him. She had made him a part of her life without question. She had allowed his son to love her sister shamelessly, and she was the High Guardian to both of his daughters, one of whom was turning out to be an exceptional doctor. 

“You should have let me kill him long ago for doing what he did Anja. I would have been well within my rights as your Captain and you know this.” Atropos spoke using her first name as he always did when they were alone. 


Anja bobbed her head back and forth. “Perhaps.” She said. “We don’t know if that would have prevented this issue we seem to have now Atropos. Rinard is not the one driving my Aunt to do what she is doing. I can’t believe she is actually going to petition the Elder Healers to take our children from us. Who in their right mind would go after the Spartan children of the King? That is her own greed and grasping for power she does not deserve clouding her judgment.”

Atropos nodded. “True.” He spoke. “But Seanna’s mother would not have the fortitude to do this without someone pushing her to do it and feeding her lies. And that could only be that fool Rinard.” Atropos said thoughtfully. “Pcillany cared for you when you and Seanna were together, and now after so many years to have turned against you in such a way? That tells me outside influence is involved… and it comes from this Spartan Rinard.”


“There is more to him than he wants us to know Atropos.” Anja spoke softly. “I can not believe he would go to these lengths in an attempt to hurt me just because I would not sleep with him. If he is behind this… and I believe he is…” She continued quickly and lifting her hand seeing Atropos about to speak. “There is something else going on… something else driving this and I want to know what it is.”


“What do you want me to do?” Atropos asked.


“Speak with General Vengal.” Anja said getting to her feet. “Find out from him why he was transferred out of the Durcunusaan when we returned from Lycavore. There had to be a reason and I want to know what it is. I want to know what he has been doing all these years as well. Especially since Seanna’s death. I want to know who he has seen… who he has spoken with… everything. Targeting me is one thing… but bringing my children and Vana’s children into this was not the most intelligent thing for him to do.”


Atropos stood up as well and stepped closer to the Queen he had served for a quarter century. “Targeting you is not exactly the sign of someone in their right mind either. You are far from being an easy target.”

Anja nodded. “There is that to consider as well.”

“You do realize Aricia has her own small investigation ongoing of this Rinard and what he is all about. Should I speak with her?”

Anja smiled. “God I love your sister Atropos.” Anja said. “She is almost as possessive of us as Martin is.”

Atropos nodded. “She was born a Spartan woman and will always be a Spartan woman no matter if we are wolf. She loves without conditions or regrets Anja, and like Martin she will protect those she loves.”

Anja nodded. “I know. Speak with her first. Find out who she has poking around and then coordinate your efforts. I will talk with her and the others tonight about this.”

“Limitations Anja?” He asked.


Anja shook her head. “Not in this case Atropos.” She replied quickly. “Allow Vengal to know what is happening and why you want these answers… but no one else. Not yet. And most especially not Martin.”


Atropos nodded. “Yes… the King would not take kindly to this bit of information. In fact I believe he would take it very personal.”


Anja shook her head. “Yes he would.” She said. “And we need to find out what is driving this Atropos. I love him with all that I am… but sometimes Martin can be rather predictable in his actions when it concerns us or his children just as Sivana said.”

Atropos chuckled softly. “I can think of many words to describe the King.” He said with a smile. “Predictable is not one of them. You have been with him Anja… you have loved him for so long… that you, Aricia and the others are beginning to think you know what he will do in almost every instance.”


“Well… he does have his moments I suppose.” Anja spoke turning to face him with a grin. “And we are his mates Atropos… we should know him.”


Atropos nodded. “Yes… but I have discovered through the years that trying to predict what he will do is often times foolhardy.” Atropos said. “No one predicted he would take only five thousand Spartans and a hundred dragons and destroy five times their number of these Kavalians on Beklan Nine. The Evolli did not predict he and Andro would never leave their dead comrades on Alba Tau and they lost nearly five thousand of their men in discovering this. They did not predict he would order the shattering of the crust of their homeworld’s closest moon to destabilize the sector and make them unable to use the LSD drives for at least two decades.” Atropos reached up and rested his hand on Anja’s shoulder. “There are times my Queen when you and the others do not give the King enough credit for what swirls within his mind. He may act uneducated and unlearned, but that is only an act and you know that. When you are in his arms again look into his eyes Anja… look past where you normally go and you will see what I am talking about. And then you will see that same thing in the eyes of the son and daughter my beloved sister and you bore him.”

Anja stared at her Captain for a long moment and then reached up to place her hand on his broad chest. “Thank you Atropos.” She said softly. “I think I will take you up on your advice.”


Atropos nodded. “I will go and see General Vengal.” He spoke. “I will advise you of what I discover as soon as I am able.”


Anja nodded as he turned and left her office. She stood there for a long silent moment, turning to gaze out her window at the streets of Sparta far below as she contemplated Atropos’s words to her. She had known Martin longer than anyone but Danny, but had she and her fellow Queens let themselves grow so accustom to his carefree attitude and loving nature with them and their children that she had forgotten just how truly lethal and exceedingly intelligent Martin Leonidas really was?

And their children?

SENATE ARBORETUM ANTI-ROOM

Martin turned his head from where he was watching the gigantic wall sized monitor of the trade proceedings in the main room as the door to the anti-room slid open. Deia, Laustinos, Stenys and For’mya sat across the massive table from Jalersi, Athani, Jiss and Matuarr. There were data pads scattered across the table, along with pitchers of refreshing water and also coffee and tea. Ardis sat with several other aides along the wall behind Deia, while Karun and Qurot sat behind Jalersi.


Martin smiled brightly when he saw Tarifa enter the room with Dilios and Lynwe and he got to his feet quickly and scooped Tarifa into his arms tightly hugging her. Tarifa’s smile was just as wide as she wrapped her arms around his shoulders and hugged him back. Martin was the big brother that Tarifa never had and she relished in how he could make her laugh and put her at ease.

“Bout time you got here.” Martin muttered into her elven ear as he kissed her cheek.


Tarifa squeezed his arms. “It is a full time job keeping Panos from worrying about every little thing that goes on within Sparta. You are giving him fits by bringing all these new and exciting people here for visits.”

Martin chuckled. “I bet he’s called me some choice names huh?” 


Tarifa’s sapphire eyes gleamed in the light of the room. “You have no idea.” She said.


Martin laughed and turned to Dilios, taking his hand firmly. “Thank you for coming Dilios.” He said.


“I’m just glad Tarifa saw fit to drag me away from the Senate.” He spoke.


Martin looked at Lynwe and smiled. The six foot tall Drow female was one of his closest friends and a superior warrior no matter how you cut it. He stepped forward and embraced her as well without hesitation. “You are looking well Lynwe.” He said.


Lynwe tossed back her flowing white hair her amber colored eyes bright. “As if I have a choice in that.” She stated. “If Selene and Layna are not fawning over me… it is Joarl.”


Martin chuckled. “And this is a problem why?”


Lynwe smiled. “I never said it was a problem.” She spoke.


“Joarl is due back in a few days isn’t he?” Martin asked.


Lynwe nodded. “Yes… and if you send him away for three weeks again Martin Leonidas then Selene, Layna and I will have words with you.”


It had been the talk of Eden City for nearly a year when the news broke that the stern faced Admiral Joarl had claimed not only Selene and Layna as his mates, but Lynwe as well. Lynwe may have had equipment that the majority of men would kill for dangling between her legs, but she was a stunningly beautiful woman as well. It had taken her nearly three years to come to grips with the fact that Joarl loved her for who she was and not for what she had between her legs. He had acted like any old wolf would act, patient and calm. He had courted the three of them for three years, never once asking for something that was not offered. One night in that third year, and one sizzling kiss had swept aside all of Lynwe’s doubts as to what his intentions were. Selene and Layna would never have accepted him without Lynwe’s approval, for while they found him attractive in a rugged sort of way, both of them were very content with the life they had built with Lynwe. 


Lynwe never thought she could love a man. She never imagined she would discover a man who would not look upon her in disgust when he realized what the High Coven’s demented experiments had done to her. Joarl not only knew what had been done to her, it did not bother him in the least and he showed Lynwe and them that very thing the first time he had shared their bed. Until Joarl came into their lives, Lynwe had never been taken by a man. Up until this Spartan warrior had entered their world no man had been brave enough to approach her. Lynwe had howled out her pleasure for hours that first night as Joarl took her and Selene and Layna in more ways than they could have ever thought of themselves. That had begun a relationship that was to this day just as solid and devoted as the one Martin shared with his Queens. Joarl had given Selene and Layna four children, their children and Lynwe and Selene had adopted Cihera shortly after Teeria turned ten. Their home in Eden City was large and always full of happiness and love no matter who was there.


Martin laughed at Lynwe’s words and squeezed her hand. “Don’t worry… last thing I want to do is have the three of you mad at me.” He spoke. “Have you heard from Cihera and Anton?”


Lynwe nodded. “They reported in last night to Armetus.” She replied. “They did a recon of the resort’s computer database but it did not provide them much in the way of information. The Kochab was there and I believe Cihera said they were going to pay him a visit soon.” She said with a smile.


“That ought to be an interesting visit.” Martin spoke with a smile.


Tarifa laughed herself. “Yes… Cihera is not terribly fond of the Kochab species.” She said.


Dilios looked at the monitor now and stepped closer to the wall sized screen. “So these are our guests.” He spoke.


Martin turned still holding Lynwe’s hand and nodded. “This is them.” He stated. “The talks seem to be proceeding rather boringly.”

Tarifa chortled. “Anything involving diplomacy is boring to you Martin.” She spoke as she came up next to Dilios. “So these are the biogenic clone daughters of the Kavalian Prefect Keleru?”


“Not clones.” Martin spoke as Lynwe moved up next to Tarifa. He lifted the data pad from the table and held it out to her. “They underwent biogenic treatments to remove the coat of hair from their bodies and to make their tails recede.” He said looking up from the pad. “Makes them more presentable to other people apparently. Though from what I can see… the younger one has obviously re-grown her tail.”

Tarifa nodded. “It does not detract from her beauty.” She spoke. “They are both quite stunning.”


“The two in the back?” Lynwe asked.


“One Pride Commander Qurot and Pride Lieutenant Karun.” Martin answered. “The woman in the center on the left is Jalersi’Puat. The one with the tail is Athani’Puat. Jalersi is Pleistarchus’s mate and this Karun is his oldest son with her.”


All three of them turned to look at him with wide eyes. “Your brother’s…” Dilios exclaimed.


Martin nodded. “Yeah. He’s been with the Kavalian people for the better part of three thousand years Dilios… it stands to reason he would take one of their females as his wife. It doesn’t surprise me though that he was pretentious enough to wait until they had advanced their cloning techniques to the point where they could make their females look like that.”


“Martin…” Tarifa began to speak turning to face him.


He shook his head. “My brother died the day he abandoned his people and left Earth with the Kavalians. Over a hundred Spartans died attempting to protect him as King and he just up and let them die. You know what happen that day, I don’t have to tell you. No… Pleistarchus may be of my blood… but the only brother I have is Danny. This woman and his son by her mean nothing to me.”


“Why did you want us here Martin?” Lynwe asked.


“You sat in on the negotiations with the Zaleisians twenty-five years ago Tarifa.” Martin spoke. “Lynwe you interrogated Talco once he was exposed. I wanted you to observe them and see if they are similar in any way to this Talco. Dilios… you are just flat out scary when it comes to political maneuvering and that is why you are here.”


“You don’t trust Deia?” Dilios asked surprised.


Martin grinned. “Having you here was Deia’s idea.”


“Then my first question would be; why is Laustinos in there?” Dilios spoke. “He is the reason we had to accept this ridiculous delegation to begin with.”


Tarifa and Lynwe looked at Martin as they all settled to the table. “What is this?” Tarifa asked. I didn’t know that.”

Martin shrugged. “Laustinos thought with the wrong head when he agreed to meet with them… and let’s just leave it at that.” Tarifa glanced at Lynwe quickly when Martin said this but she kept her thoughts to herself. “The man doesn’t rate real high on my list of people I’d invite to dinner for a number of different reasons.”

“Well… there aren’t many on that list anyway.” Tarifa stated with a grin.


“That’s true.” Martin agreed. “Anyway… we are pretty sure they are here to find out what is going on with the High Coven. This Trade Delegation is only a cover for that goal. So far For’mya seems to think the Cease Fire story we are using is holding up. All of you know of course why Aikiro and her ilk are really here?”

They all nodded. “Andro is training the dragons they stole from us.” Tarifa spoke in reply. “Roluth felt them the moment they arrived in orbit and told Nya Istel and I. Aelnala confirmed it for us. Isra beat around the bush because he did not think you wanted us to know.”

Martin nodded. “We didn’t announce it publicly… but we knew anyone bonded to a dragon would sense them sooner or later. And we know none of them would run around yelling to the heavens.”

Tarifa nodded quickly. “Of course not! If the Kavalians knew we were doing this they would automatically assume we were going to enter the war on the side of the Coven and act.”

“That’s why Andro has them at a very secure location far away from Sparta.” Martin said. “Anja was able to discretely conduct bio scans of all of them as they made their way here and she and Sivana will know more in a couple days I would imagine.”

Dilios looked at Martin. “You know of course Deia would not approve of that.”

Martin nodded. “That’s why she doesn’t know.” He said. “I love my Aunt… but there are times when we need to use Spartan ingenuity and not diplomacy. I will tell her when Anja gets the results of the scans.”

“You think these scans will reveal something Martin?” Lynwe asked.

“We know that Kavalians have a very real and distinct fear of dragons.” Martin spoke. “However… during the attack the younger daughter… Athani, she was able to Mindvoice back and forth with Cemath. She actually rode on his back within the landing bay. This is not information we had up until now and it’s one of the two reasons I had Anja do the scans.”

Tarifa turned back to the monitor. “Those are the tremors I feel then.” She said softly. “So very faint and weak… almost indiscernible… but they are there. Roluth detected them as well when we landed outside.”

Martin nodded. “We need to discover if this is something that is just now making itself known among the Kavalian people as a whole, or if it is an isolated incident. Either way… at the rate I sense her abilities are growing… within a week she’ll be able to detect the dragons at least faintly. Helen and I are meeting later today to discuss it.”

“Andro is prepared to move the High Coven dragons if that is the case yes?” Dilios asked.

Martin nodded. “Yes… but if this is the beginning of Mindvoice abilities as a whole within the Kavalian people we will need to drastically change our combat tactics. Lynwe that is why you are here. With Walter and Joarl off world for the moment… you and Tareif are the resident Kavalian experts. This Qurot is part of their military… and I want him watched. The second officer is Pian who is in the hospital at the moment. Learn all you can about them. How they move… what they might be thinking. What they look at when they go out among the streets. Everything. Use whatever assets you feel you need too, including your Drow scouts, but make sure they do not get a hint they are being watched.”

Lynwe nodded. “Consider it done.” She spoke confidently.

“You don’t want the son watched Martin?” Tarifa asked.

“Athani’Puat is the bigger question mark right now.” He replied. “However… this Karun is not here for the same reasons as the others. His purpose is different.”
“What do you mean?” Dilios asked leaning forward at the table. “How do you know that?”

Martin reached forward slowly and slid the three data pads across the table, one to each of them. “Because my brother is doing exactly what I would do if the situation were reversed.” He said. “What you are about to read is known by only seven individuals outside this room. The five women who share my life… because this is the reason we had that small hiccup a while back.”

“Hiccup?” Tarifa spoke. “I would say having the King and Queens of the Lycavorian Union disappear for more than a month and no one knew where you were a little more than a hiccup. All of us could sense their anger even from Eden City.”

Martin nodded. “With good reason I suppose. Danny knows because his sense of smell is almost as keen as mine and he is my brother. I rarely keep anything from him. Helen knows because she is the Feravomir of our people. I do not want any of you to be surprised and though I have a feeling it will become common knowledge soon enough, no matter how much I wish it would stay buried, please keep this to yourselves until that time.”
“Martin you don’t need to reveal…” Tarifa started to speak.

Martin shook his head. “Read my elven sister.” He said softly. “Then you will understand and we will talk.”

GALLIAS’S LODGE

Aikiro opened her eyes at the sound of the door chime and took a deep breath. She rose gracefully from where she sat in the single chair and moved across the large room to the door. She waved her hand in front of the sensor and watched as it slid aside to reveal Robert Moran. Aikiro’s eyes flared briefly and she stepped back.


“Robert?” She spoke.


Moran looked at her seeing her distracted state. “I’m sorry Aikiro… did I come at a bad time?”


Aikiro gave a soft smile. “No Robert. Tesand is off trying to discover as much as he is able about the layout of the city and where the Kavalians are staying. Please come in.” She stepped out of the way.


“I’m sorry… you appeared distracted.” Moran spoke as he entered the apartment.


Aikiro nodded. “I was reaching out within Mindvoice and trying to determine if I could detect Yuri and Narice as well as where the Mindvoice ship is on this planet.”

Moran looked at her as the door closed. “Any luck?”


Aikiro shook her head as she moved to the small counter bar and poured them both glasses of the cloned blood. “No… whatever he has shielding the ship and the location of Yuri and the others must be derived from the Mindvoice technology similar to what we discovered on the Mindvoice ship buried in the mountain on Nuwaroa. It creates a void within Mindvoice that makes it impossible to communicate outwardly or inwardly or sense anything beyond the void itself.”


“Can’t you determine where these voids are and just narrow your search?” Moran asked.


Aikiro nodded. “I have tried this… however Leonidas is no fool. He has set these voids up all over the planet. At last count I had detected over a hundred of them, some nearby, some quite a distance away. There is no way for me to determine which is which.” She turned and held out the glass to him. “Some of them permit Mindvoicing within their radius, which is mostly likely where Yuri and the others have gone… but there are twenty-six such areas large enough on the planet to permit training of dragons and allow Mindvoicing. We don’t know which one they are at.”

“Can’t Yuri contact you?” Moran asked as he took the glass.

Aikiro shook her head. “As I said… Mindvoicing within this void is possible but reaching in or out is not.”

Moran shook his head. “Forgive me… I can use this skill to some extent… but I’m no where near as powerful as Yuri or yourself. It all gives me a big headache.”

Aikiro chuckled. “It is rather complicated in many respects. Leonidas and I will be going to this place later this week to observe how the training has begun.” Aikiro spoke. “I may be able to establish something while we are there so that Yuri and I can communicate… but that does not help us to locate the Mindvoice ship… no. The other locations across the planet vary in size from half a kilometer in radius to over ten kilometers in size. Any one of those could be hiding the Mindvoice ship given its ability to alter its size and configuration.”


“Are we sure it’s even here on Earth Aikiro?” Moran asked.


Aikiro nodded. “It’s here.” She said confidently.

“Isn’t Leonidas able to detect you are doing this?” Moran asked as they moved into the main room and took seats on the comfortable couches.


Aikiro nodded. “Oh I’m sure he is.” She said with a smile. “We have the ability to reduce our Mindvoice presence to miniscule levels, effectively making the tremors we create and ourselves invisible within Mindvoice to all but the most powerful. The Tier Six individuals as the Lycavorians rate them. There is a handful here on Earth who can detect what I am doing… Leonidas himself… his son, their First Oracle and one or two others. His pureblood Queen Aricia as well… for her blood is exceptionally pure judging by her power. If I had to guess she is most likely descended from the Pralors in some fashion as well. Leonidas has grown far more powerful than even I first thought as I said and his son is rapidly approaching this same level. He is confident in how he has set things up and he knows this will thwart my attempts. He is correct so far. He will do nothing as long as I am unable to find the ship. At the moment… I can’t.”


“What about probing the dragons we see on the streets?” Moran asked.


Aikiro shook her head. “I thought of that too.” She replied. “I have discovered that if we see a dragon here on the streets of Sparta it is almost always bonded to a member of their Durcunusaan. This effectively increases their own abilities by a factor of ten. They are able to block even the strongest of my soft probes, and I can’t use anything stronger because it would be considered an assault.”


“He shouldn’t have revealed that information to us.” Moran spoke. “Telling us they had over a thousand Bonded Pairs. That was foolish.”


“He did it on purpose… don’t doubt that.” Aikiro said. “We don’t know how many Bonded Pairs are here on Earth. I can detect individual Pairs… but they come and go from within these void areas so often and they can shield so well I can not determine accurately how many of them there are and I have given up.”


“Aikiro… why does it seem like… we only gave them two days notice before we arrived.” Moran spoke. “Why does it seem like he had all of this set up already? The Mindvoice shielded areas across the planet… the level of their individual shields? It seems… it almost seems like he was expecting us.”


Aikiro nodded. “I believe he was.” She answered. “Since the day we were able to obtain the dragons from that crash I believe Leonidas has prepared for this day when we would come to him. Only the Lycavorians have perfected the art of fighting with dragons and it is due to the close relationship they have with them. It also helps that the dragon elders… their ruling council if you will… they are all solidly behind Leonidas.”

“How do you know that?” Moran asked.

“Do not discount the intelligence of dragons Robert.” Aikiro said. “While they may look like beasts with claws and teeth, they are supremely intelligent, and they have communicated for thousands of years only within Mindvoice. Their abilities are far greater than what we have seen with our dragons.” Aikiro leaned back on the couch. “I also believe Leonidas is planning for when we leave and our dragons mate with each other and produce more. He also fears we will discover a way to clone them I believe, though I don’t know if he has shared that fear with anyone just yet.”

Moran looked at her with wide eyes. “Have we?” He asked.


Aikiro smiled. “What do you think?”


“I think when you want to accomplish something you succeed.” Moran answered. 


Aikiro sipped her glass of cloned blood with a knowing smile. “Thank you for the compliment Robert. It is a goal I have… but as of yet… it has not come to fruition. Now tell me… why are you here? I thought you were staying on your ship now that Yuri has gone.”


Moran nodded. “I was. My face is still remembered from my time here with Yuri and I didn’t care for the looks I was receiving. I’ve been going over old intelligence reports and I think I have discovered where I heard the name of Androcles’s new wife before.”


Aikiro leaned forward. “Really?”


Moran nodded and removed the data pad from his jacket. “If I am correct… and I’m pretty sure I am… she was a low level operative for the Arryadyveluat that Veldruk established some four thousand years ago. Her step-mother was the actual controlling agent, and it was she who forced this Sadi into working with the Arryadyveluat to protect her father Vorilas. He was Governor of the Menkla District on Apo Prime at the time.  This Sadi disappeared off the grid a week before the attacks on the Island Palace on Apo Prime. As we know… that attack began the purge of all our assets in the Union.”

“The Menkla District?” Aikiro said. “Isn’t that where their main transport is made… not to mention the majority of their fighters?”


Moran nodded. “Yep.”


Aikiro got to her feet. “That doesn’t make sense.” She spoke. “I felt this young woman at the State Dinner. Her Mindvoice power and her potential were exceptional. It was one of the reasons she was able to dismiss Dante’s fool attempt at controlling her mind so easily.”


“Yuri told you about that I take it?” Moran asked.


Aikiro turned to him. “There is precious little my daughter keeps from me Robert… you should know this.”


“Oh… I’m not upset about it. I was pissed off at him for doing something so stupid.” Moran stated. “Sometimes I think he considers himself as powerful as his mother in that regard.”


“You should be proud of him. He is stronger than most purebloods with this ability and with Yuri’s continued tutelage he will grow more refined at using his skills.” Aikiro said. “He has reinforced Yuri’s control of Carisia in regards to Thast so far without outside assistance from me or his mother.”

“I am proud of him. He just needs to stop thinking with his dick.” Moran said.


Aikiro laughed at this and returned to his chair. “He is young Robert… and he will learn. As long as he doesn’t attempt this with her again. If there is one thing I have learned in my years is that Lycavorians hold their relationships, especially those they call Anomes, to be sacred to the extreme. Androcles Leonidas would make short work of Dante if he discovered this I’m afraid. In many respects he is very different than his father, more methodical and slow to anger, but if tipped in that direction I believe he would be far more violent in his response. You saw his reaction with Thast?”

Moran nodded. “It almost seemed personal. And I’ve never seen a werewolf able to track us when we blur.”

Aikiro nodded. “Something he learned from his father no doubt. It does surprises me that Veldruk, fool that he was, that he did not sense this within this Sadi.”


“Would he have even had need to meet with her?” Robert asked.


Aikiro nodded. “Perhaps not… you think she had a hand in revealing our assets to Union officials don’t you?”


“She disappears completely a week before the purge began… then twenty-five years later she reappears as the wife of Androcles Leonidas.” Moran stated. “It seems pretty convenient to me. I want to do some discrete checking with your permission.”


“About her?” Aikiro asked. “Wait… isn’t she the one who purchased the dragon saddles for Carisia and Narice and the others.”

Moran nodded. “Yes. According to Dante and Lucia she was giving Carisia some strange looks in the shop as well. Given who she now is… I didn’t want to start asking questions about her without getting the ok from you first.”


“That is very interesting. Now that you mention this to me I remember she gave Carisia several glances at the State Dinner that did not seem entirely normal in many respects.”

“What do you mean by normal?” Moran asked.

Aikiro shrugged. “They appeared to be more affectionate than what you would usually bestow on someone who is supposed to be your enemy. And if what you have told me about her past is indeed true, it makes it that much stranger. She is easily a hundred years older than Androcles Leonidas yet they act as if they have been together for decades.”

“He was less than a year old when the attacks on the Island Palace took place.” Moran spoke. “I can’t believe they would have allowed her anywhere near him given who they had to know she was.”

“It is very strange… but with the Mindvoice ability and potential I sense in both of them together who can say. Do you think we can use her past against Leonidas in some way?” Aikiro asked now.


Moran shrugged. “It’s possible I suppose.” He said evenly. “It wouldn’t be easy given how popular she appears to be among the people here in Sparta. I heard Gallais talking about it downstairs with her husband shortly after we arrived.”  

Aikiro nodded slowly. “Go ahead… but as you say… be very discrete. She is the wife and Crown Princess of Androcles Leonidas now. Until we get what we want… we do not need to make more waves than necessary.”


Moran nodded. “I’ll be careful.” He said.


“I know it is probably too soon… but have our people been able to discover anything in regards to this insurgent group that attacked the Kavalians?” Aikiro asked.


Moran shook his head. “I checked before I came here.” He answered. “We are positive it was the Duul'ssom's Lar group even without Leonidas allowing us to view the bodies. Only they have the means to pull something like that off.”

Aikiro nodded. “It is odd that their leader would allow such an attack. He has never been known to let his rebels act in such a way. Butchering innocents like they did. Even Kavalian ones.”


“They had to know it was a suicide mission so perhaps they figured what the hell?” Moran spoke. “Why didn’t you allow Leonidas to go after them Aikiro? Given his history in how he views attacks on his family, we might have been better off letting him take them out.”


Aikiro shook his head. “Don’t let his outward demeanor fool you Robert Moran.” She said quickly. “He may act the part of a reckless brute and do so very well… but Martin Leonidas is one of the most cruelly calculating minds I have ever come across. If he were to discover the identity of the leader of the Duul'ssom's Lar he certainly would not tell us. And I believe he would actively support them in their attacks against us. As long as he thought it in his best interests. Outside of the vampires who live within the Union including the Drow scum, his Queen Isabella and the pureblood whore Nyla who shares his daughter’s bed, I don’t believe he completely trusts any vampire. He has too much of his father in him for that.”


“You think he will turn loose his own people to find them?” Moran asked.


Aikiro nodded. “Oh yes.” She stated. “Order our people in The Wilds to keep their eyes and ears open so to speak. At the first hint of something that appears odd in any way have them contact you or Tesand.”


Moran nodded as he stood up. “I’ll make it happen.” He said.


“Tesand briefed you on what I asked him to do?” Aikiro asked as she stood up.


Moran nodded as he came to his feet as well. “It’s risky Aikiro.” He said. “Very risky. And it could cost us assets within the Kavalian military structure.”


Aikiro nodded. “Yes… but it will sow confusion… and until we succeed in what our primary goal is… confusion is what we need. I also want you to send Juliana One down to me here. Assign her as my personal guard or something of that nature.”


“I thought Tesand said Leonidas ordered you to keep her out of Sparta.” Moran asked.


Aikiro smiled. “He did.” She answered. “That does not mean I am going to listen to him in any way. I will have her remain in the shadows for the most part.”


Moran smiled and nodded slowly as he held up the data pad. “I’ll get to work on this.” He said. “What are you going to do?”


Aikiro smiled. “I thought I might go out and walk among the masses.” She stated. “I would like to see just how truly hated I really am.”

LYCAVORIAN BORDER
SECTOR THREE ONE
ULU EIRANS TRYN 

It was one hundred and forty-three meters long and one of only six in existence.


It was not a warship per say, though it did have armaments equivalent to its ship class. The ULU EIRANS TRYN, or Omen One in the ancient language, was perhaps the most secret of all Lycavorian Union developments in history. It was the fastest ship in the entire fleet by a very wide margin, and packed to the outer bulkheads with the most advanced sensors and listening equipment ever devised. Most of the equipment had been developed with the assistance of the Mindvoice ship avatar Avi, installed and calibrated to such exactness; the sensors could detect a single life form on a planet fifty light years away, and within twenty light years the sensors could tell you what that person’s body temperature was as well as give their location within a hundred meters. The outer hulls of the ships were layered with three coats of near invulnerable Dragon Armor combined with a new design Polyphasic cohesive metal, allowing them to absorb incredible punishment from almost any weapon, while remaining able to withstand extreme levels of heat and even high doses of every known type of radiation. The crews were all hand picked from the finest within the Union. Lycavorian, elves, and Algolian to name a few, and the process took three years to complete for all six ships. There were one hundred and eighty-seven crew members of the EIRANS TRYN, and all of them were what Armetus referred to as Super Patriots.

All six of these ships were under the operational command and direction of Armetus and the Krypteria. 
Ten years now the EIRANS TRYN and her sister ships had patrolled the stars, returning to their classified staging area only six times in that span. They collected information and intelligence on nearly every known species and three of them were committed solely to the purpose of monitoring the war between the High Coven and the Kavalian Federation. Three days ago the EIRANS TRYN had received new orders, and they were about to begin a mission that could decide the fate of the Union they all so loved.

The Captain of the EIRANS TRYN strode onto the cramped bridge of the ship he had commanded for the last decade, a mug of steaming Elven herbal tea in his hand. There was not much in the way of comfort on his ship, at least not outside of the quarters the crew had. Due to their mission and how much time they would spend away from home, it had been decided that each crew member would have their own quarters, albeit very small. It was their sanctuary and place to call their own when not on duty. The Captain was tall for an elf nearing six feet, and while not hugely muscular; his body was all lean power. He was still single, as were all of those assigned to the Omen Squadron as they called themselves, though at only three hundred and forty-two years of age he still had plenty of time to find a good woman and have children.
Captain Tinnuar moved to his command chair in the right side of the bridge and settled into it being careful not to spill his tea. “Let me have it!” He announced.

The Tactical Officer turned from his seat on the opposite side of the bridge. “The border is one hundred and twenty seconds away Captain!”

“Ah… we made excellent time even with that Ion storm we had to dodge.” Tinnuar spoke with a small smile. “Good work people.”

The nine member bridge crew smiled as they looked among themselves. Tinnuar was very free with the compliments he gave to his crew, and he was just as free with the curses and anger if you screwed up. It was very uncharacteristic for an elf to show so much emotion, especially a male elf, but it showed the crew that he was every bit as fallible as the rest of them. There wasn’t a male or female on the EIRANS TRYN that wouldn’t die for Tinnuar in an instant. He took care of them in every way, even when they were surface bound, and they did the same for him.

“Tactical Officer, insure the Shroud is operating at peak efficiency and start bringing the long range YA9 Sensor Arrays on line.” Tinnuar spoke. The moment we cross the border I want to pick up the fart from a Wallite Worm Fly at ten light years distance.”

“Yes sir! Beginning start up of the YA9s! Shroud Generator operating at point four one hundred.” The TO answered with a grin.

Tinnuar looked at him. “I see Chief Engineer Gorak has been busy?”

The TO smiled. “He thought you might want that little extra sir.”

Tinnuar smiled. “Helm… you keep us on a cross Z axis lateral course. Maintain the usual evasive maneuvers… no sense in getting stupid now. Uirmeik is only three light years away… four days at most. Let us not risk our asses by doing something stupid.” Tinnuar spoke.  

“Helm confirms!” The young woman answered as her hands flew over the three consoles that surrounded her chair.

“Give me a channel to the ship.” Tinnuar said.

“Channel open Captain.” The reply was almost immediate.

“Stand to men and women of EIRANS TRYN. We are about to step into the lion’s den. Be sharp and be prepared for our actions and what we discover may well mean dramatic shifts in our future. We are King Leonidas’s eyes and ears now, and it is we who must provide him what he needs to decide our course.” Tinnuar said. “The moment we cross the border we shift to combat mode. We’ve had a relative peaceful last three months tooling around the Union… now it is time for us to earn our pay once more. That is all.”

Tinnuar lifted his mug and sipped the warm tea relishing in the smooth flavor. It was something his mother sent to him in every care package she shipped and he had enough to last him for several weeks right now. 
“Very well my friends.” He said looking up. “Let us do this and get back home in one piece. Helm… take us across the border.”

SPARTA


For’mya could smell his arousal and feel his aura calling to her the moment Aurith landed on the Spartan Estate Dragon pad and it only served to deepen the burning for him that was already surging through her blood. The Trade talks had progressed without incident, but as their dinner moved along For’mya only became more distracted and longed to feel Martin’s arms around her. She had maintained her elven composure well enough to escape the dinner without making a fool of herself, but the moment she climbed onto Aurith’s back, her dragon sister took to the skies with barely a pause. Aurith knew her well enough to know what was happening and she had streaked through the night sky with all possible speed to bring her home.
Even twenty-five years of experiencing what he could do to her, to all of them, it never ceased to amaze For’mya. She had loved him dearly before he had changed her, but when she was finally wolf, that love increased a hundred fold. Only after he had changed her could she feel how he affected Aricia, Dysea and Anja. The burning in their blood for him, the need to feel his aura wrap itself around them. It was no different for Isabella, and though she could not feel the wolf aura he projected to her, she had often said the look in his eyes and the touch of his hands upon her flesh more than made up for it. She had tried to explain it once to her mother, how Martin Leonidas made her feel, but to someone who was not pure Lycavorian or someone who had not been turned it was so very difficult to understand.


For’mya even now kept her elven composure as she quickly made to remove Aurith’s saddle. Her bonded sister could only look on in amusement as she went through the motions with barely a thought to what she was doing. Finally Aurith nudged her in the shoulder with her huge head and blinked her beautiful eyes.


Go sister! I may not be wolf… but even I can see the strength of his call to you tonight. Go! Aurith exclaimed in Mindvoice. 


For’mya looked at her somewhat embarrassed, but leaned up to kiss her snout gently before turning and moving into the main villa. She heard soft female laughter and found Anja and Aricia sharing coffee and sweet biscuits with Helen at the large kitchen table. They both got up quickly and came over to her.

Aricia drew back from their kiss with a knowing smile. “He didn’t think you were ever going to come home.” She said softly with a smile.


For’mya gripped their hands tightly. “Where… where are Dysea and Bella?”


Anja smiled. “They apparently missed each other quite a bit.” She said with a twinkle in her jade colored eyes. “And since Martin burns only for you tonight… they decided to go to bed early.”


Aricia chuckled. “Anja and I intend to join them rather soon too.” She said.


“That we do.” Anja chimed in. “And much fun will be had by all!”

“The Little Ones?” For’mya asked.


“All tucked in and sleeping. Helen made them an extra special batch of sweet biscuits and with some warm milk they were out like lights.” Anja said. “Why are you still here?”


Aricia smiled and pressed her body close to For’mya. “Let your elven control go tonight Kinsoaurgai.” She whispered. “He burns for you just as brightly as you do for him. Go.”


“Where?” For’mya asked.


Anja leaned over and kissed her softly. “Where does he always take us when he wants us to scream his name to the moon and stars?” She said gently. “Now go!”


For’mya grinned and looked at Helen. She began to speak but Helen held up her hand. “Not another word.” She barked sternly. “Go to him! Before he comes back here looking for you and wakes the children.”


For’mya smiled and kissed Aricia before turning and moving out of the double wide patio doors. Anja took Aricia’s hand as they moved back to the kitchen table. “We really need to talk to that girl about just letting go.” She said with a smile.

Helen chuckled from her chair. “Unlike you and Dysea who are also turned… For’mya did not have the opportunity to know Martin before he discovered his true self. She has always been the reserved and controlled elven officer and it will take many more years I think before she surrenders completely too how he makes her blood burn so strongly with desire. Then I will need to purchase ear plugs… for all of you will be howling at the same time.”


Aricia looked at her shocked. “Feravomir… are you suggesting we are too loud when our mate possesses us.” She asked in mock horror.


Anja leaned into her. “Well… you do have a tendency to be rather noisy Little Wolf.” Anja said with an affectionate bump of her hip.


“Actually Anja…” Helen spoke. “It is you who howl the loudest.”


Anja looked at her wide eyed as Aricia burst out laughing. “Me?”


“You are the smallest among his Queens in physical stature and yet you sing louder than any of them. You have woken the Estate Guard at times.” Helen said. “Many of them have taken to wearing hearing protection when they smell the passion in the night sky.”

Anja’s tanned face took on a slight tinge of reddish embarrassment and Helen chuckled as Aricia nuzzled Anja’s neck. “I have told you this for years Anja… you just never believed me.”

Helen’s face became more serious and she looked at Anja. “Now perhaps you will share what is happening on Hadaria and why your fool Aunt is threatening to take the King’s children?” 

Anja looked at her. “How?”

“You forget Eurin and I are very close. The moment Sivana contacted her and told her what is happening she burst me a transmission and we talked for more than an hour.”

“I can take care of what is happening on Hadaria.” Anja said confidently.

Helen shook her head. “I have no doubts about that.” She said in reply. “I just want to know how many bodies you will leave in your wake if this ignorant plan actually comes up for a vote in the Hadarian Elder Council.”

Anja took her mug in her hands and smiled as she sipped the coffee. “I can think of half a dozen right off the top of my head.” She replied. “Would you like to know who they are?”

For’mya stood on the edge of the patio and quickly stripped out of her boots and uniform jumpsuit, letting them fall to the ground as the cool evening breeze caressed her tanned flesh. She felt goose bumps form on the skin of her arms and legs but she ignored them. For’mya had never had large breasts for her five foot eight height, but they were perfectly conical in shape and incredibly firm. Her nipples were small but hard nubs that even now were stiffening due to the breeze and her ever increasing desire. While she had the smallest breasts of any of her fellow Queens and lovers, none of them had ever done anything but lavish them with attention. And Martin Leonidas simply adored playing with her breasts for hours since they fit perfectly in his large hands. For’mya concentrated and in the blink of an eye and in a soft pop of iridescent silver/white light the elf female who was For’mya was gone and in her place was the female wolf with golden blond fur.

Kmyla had been right when she first told her that she would be larger and stronger in her wolf form. Her normally lean, hundred and eighteen pound svelte figure gave way to a hundred and thirty-five pounds in another form of beauty. Her fur was shiny and healthy and For’mya wasted no time in digging her paws into the ground and propelling herself forward with startling speed. She saw everything with her wolf eyes in a bluish gray light and as she raced into the timber she caught his male scent easily. His mint scent and aura washed over her as the towering pine trees closed in about her and For’mya felt her blood begin to churn even more. This had happened before through the years. There were times when Martin Leonidas wanted only one… when his blood called for only one of his Queens. He never knew which one it would be, or when the time would hit, but it would build over a period of days until it was upon him full force. It most often happened with Aricia, but all of them had felt it many times through the years, and none of them could disagree with the passionate encounters it always led up too. They had found through the years that it had something to do with his mood and Helen surmised that because of his Mindvoice abilities it was considerably more pronounced than in normal Lycavorian men. When he was like this none of them could deny him, none of them wanted to deny him, for it would leak through his shields no matter how he tried to mask it and set their blood ablaze as well.

For’mya felt so very free when she ran, the muscles under her fur rippling with precision not unlike a finely tuned machine. She had long ago learned the nuances of running in her wolf form, and it came to her without even thinking. She knew where she was going for it was the place they had all been too many times with Martin. Surrounded by newly planted pine trees and several lilac trees, it rested on a plateau in the mountains not far from the villa. From this perch they could see all of Sparta in the distance and on a clear night it was the most incredible thing.


For’mya felt the ground tremble beneath her paws and she shivered in delight knowing what it was. She turned her head to the side and saw his massive black shape keeping pace with her easily through the trees perhaps five meters away. She loved watching him run, seeing the corded muscles like tightly wound steel flow beneath his midnight black coat of fur. He was larger than her by more than half, yet for all his power and speed he was the most graceful man or wolf she had ever seen.


It took you long enough. His deep voice sprang into her mind with passion filled humor.


For’mya yipped out a bark as she increased her speed. I wanted to insure your interest. She replied happily.


Martin let out a low growl as he matched her gallop, his yellow/gold orbs falling on her and taking her breath away with the intensity of their brightness. I will show you my interest Kinsoaurgai. Follow me!


For’mya watched him make an eye popping right turn and disappear into the shadows of the pines all around them. She snapped her tail around and executed a similar turn to follow, his scent flowing through her making it easy to follow him.


Where are we going Martin Leonidas? She asked as she increased her speed enough to see his huge hind quarters darting among the trees in front of her with the deftness of a wolf a third of his size.


I have found a new place. I think you will like it. His reply came.

For’mya felt the ground beneath her begin to rise more steeply and she dug her paws in deeper. Martin… we are leaving the Estate.


For’mya heard Martin’s soft chuckle. Are you afraid I intend to ravage your senses Kinsoaurgai?


Actually… I was hoping for just that. For’mya answered quickly no longer feeling the need to control herself. She was wolf after all… a female wolf that smoldered for her mate as much as he did for her.


Then stay close to me. He told her.


For’mya did just that, using a burst of speed to close the distance between them and then remaining within a few feet of him as he led her on a twisting, turning climb up what she realized were the western mountains surrounding Sparta. She was content to watch him as they moved with incredible speed, careful to follow his paw prints almost exactly. It was something Aricia had taught her long ago; follow in the prints of the wolf in front of you so that you could mask your true number. So intent on doing this as she was For’mya broke into the small clearing and came up short, her paws digging into the soft dirt for Martin was no longer in front of her. Her head snapped around looking for him, taking in the small fire burning in the pit with rocks surrounding it. Next to the fire was a double large bear skin rug spread out neatly with soft pillows. Beside that was an old style metal bucket with a chilled bottle of Spartan Wine and two glasses. For’mya shifted immediately, a smile forming on her face as the shimmer faded. A thin layer of sweat gleamed on her naked flesh in the light of the fire as she moved closer.

Martin Leonidas? She spoke softly. His scent permeated the air around this place and For’mya knew then he must have been here for several hours preparing what she saw.


Here. His voice answered and she turned her head past the fire and felt her body flush with excitement. He was naked as well; a luster of sweat sparkling on his divinely muscular and rippled body. He was squatting not far away and For’mya moved towards him, feeling his aura trembling against his shields, calling for only her.


As she approached him For’mya’s eyes grew wide at what she saw spread out past the ledge in front of him. The sparkling stars were a multitude of colors in the night sky since the moon was only a quarter high. Green, red, yellow and blue filtered across her wolf vision lighting up the mountains further in the distance and spreading across the sky like the fingers of a god. She felt him rise to his feet as she came up beside him.


I know how much you like the Northern Lights in the mountains and how they dance across the sky. He said softly. 


For’mya looked at him, tears forming in her eyes at what he had done. “You… you found this… this spot just for me?” She asked.


Martin nodded slowly, his shoulder length black hair wild and ruffled, his eyes still the yellow/gold of the wolf within him. Staring at him, For’mya felt her arousal and desire increase to maddening levels. He had found this place just for her and that knowledge quickly put her in the mood. He had done untold things over the years to show her, to show each of them just how deeply he loved them all, but this was by far the most telling of anything he had done with her. They had seen the Northern Lights some twenty-three years ago and For’mya had mentioned how incredibly beautiful they were. She had forgotten that statement the next day, but apparently Martin Leonidas had not. 


For’mya stepped up to him quickly and wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders before covering his lips with her own and easily lifting herself into his arms. She whimpered in need and burning ardor when his powerful arms encircled her waist and pulled her to him. Their tongues danced a delicious tango, ever reaching for more, demanding more. For’mya felt him then, so hot and huge nestled between her thighs. His twelve inches throbbed almost madly, alive with his own lust and want. For’mya had no doubts she would never tire of having him fill her as only he could. She tore her lips away from his, groaning loudly as they descended immediately to firmly nuzzle her cheek and the outer lobe of her elven ear, enflaming her own desire to new heights. 

“Take me my love!” She nearly shouted. “I don’t care how… just take me in whatever way you desire!”


For’mya lifted her hips slightly, feeling his searing cock slide delightfully slow across her incredibly aroused pussy and near bursting clit. Her juices were already soaking their legs as she lowered herself down slowly, her eyes rolling into the back of her head as once more his long thick cock brushed firmly along the expanse of her now soaked pussy. She brought her head forward then, wrapping her arms around his shoulders and lifting her hips once more. She reached down with one hand between their bodies and grasped his huge cock, gasping as she felt the familiar heat. She maneuvered the flared head to her entrance, already spread like a blooming flower and she impaled herself on the first six inches of his throbbing shaft with barely any hesitation. She heard his sharp intake of breath and the way his hands tightened on her hips and she smiled knowingly in delirious passion. This night, right now, she would take what she wanted. Staring into his beautiful wolf eyes For’mya groaned as she raised and lowered her hips several times, allowing just those first six inches of steel hardness fill her and thoroughly coating the remainder of his thick shaft with her juices. She was more excited right now than she had been in some time and it felt wondrously divine.

No matter how many times Martin had her; it was always like that first time on his ship. He stretched her in a way no man ever had or ever would now. She watched as the veins in his neck pulsed, his hands tightening on her firm ass cheeks as he fought with all that he was to keep from plunging into her completely. She locked her hands and fingers behind his neck, lifted her hips once more and then plunged herself back down. For’mya threw her head back and screamed as his entire lava hot cock speared her completely and she came. She heard him growl in her pleasure clouded mind, his hands pulling her hips against his powerfully and then his cock swelled within her pussy’s vice like embrace. His howl quickly joined hers as she felt the head of his cock balloon within her depths and then his essence was erupting into her. For’mya’s head came forward, banging into his broad chest as blast after blast of his hot come filled her again and again. Multiple jets of his hot come spilling into her and warming her insides. It was over far too quickly as she felt his arms wrap around her tightly and he staggered slightly from the aftermath of his own orgasm, but she knew their night had only just begun. Her chest heaved in exertion and she lifted her head slowly to gaze into his eyes. For’mya knew just by looking into his eyes that she was right and they were far from done. When Martin was like this he could go on for what seemed like hours and never lose his hardness. Even now she felt his shaft within her, twitching as the last of his cum flooded into her belly and leaked out around the base of his cock.


“Do… do you intend… intend for us to remain standing this whole night?” She finally stammered out the words.


Martin looked at her with a grin, pulled her closer to him and began to walk towards the bear skin rug. For’mya gasped softly as each footstep sent a small, quivering orgasm slicing through her abdomen. She held to him tightly, her hips moving of their own accord, milking his dominating shaft with each stride. It took forever for him to reach the bear skin and For’mya knew he had done it on purpose. As he slowly dropped to his knees on the plush rug, he lowered her shuddering body to the luxurious black fur skin rug, her back arching as another orgasm quickened through her. Their lower bodies were saturated in her sweet come, and she could smell her aroused scent pungently, knowing it must have been driving him mad. She opened her dark brown eyes slowly, her arms lifting so she could place her palms flat against his chest and feel the beating of his heart.

“Bastard!” She hissed softy. “You… you planned that little trek didn’t you?”


Martin smiled in the firelight and his face looked so handsome and alive as he gazed at her. “Kinsoaurgai… why would I want you trembling in continuous orgasms? I am not that cruel.”

“Yes… yes you are.” She replied with a loving smile. “My scent is driving you mad… and you only wanted me to saturate the entire plateau with my smell.”


Martin leaned over quickly, causing her to gasp in delight as his cock shifted inside her. His lips dropped to the valley between her firm breasts and he licked the sweat from her skin, dragging his tongue with agonizing slowness up to her throat. He lifted his face then and stared at her. “And you do smell so incredibly tasty.” He said softly, his voice trembling with desire.


For’mya reached up and caressed his face. “I meant… I meant what I said Martin Leonidas. Tonight I want you to take… take me in whatever way pleases you my love.” She spoke softly. “Even… even from behind if that is what you desire.”


Martin met her gaze. “Kinsoaurgai… why would I take you from behind, no matter how strongly my blood calls for you, when you do not care for this way?”


“Because you are my Alpha.” For’mya replied. “My mate and husband and I love you. With every breath I take I love you. Our… our loves seem to find it exceptionally pleasurable. They say you reach so deeply inside them when you dominate them in that fashion.”


Martin shook his head with a smile. “For’mya… you are not Aricia or Anja or Dysea or Bella. You are Kinsoaurgai. The Voice of my Heart. Since that first day above Ukwav when it was your words that saved me. Without you… I would not be here For’mya. I will never make love to you in a way you find so submissive and helpless. I know why you feel this way, for only I know what you endured in your captivity. No… there are many other ways for me to make you scream my name to the stars Kinsoaurgai. I don’t need to do that.” He finished with a smile.


For’mya stared at him, her hands holding his face, as his words echoed in her soul. She had never been raped by the Immortals who had captured her, but they had beaten her, as had the High Coven regular troops. They had fed on her blood countless times as if she was an animal. She had never felt as helpless in her life as she had in those weeks. Martin had never made love to her from behind, for in this position she felt helpless. He had never questioned it, never attempted it since that one time on his ship when even in her pleasure he could feel the helplessness coursing through her. She had always preferred being able to see his face and kiss his lips.


“Then take me… take me right to the edge my love!” She gasped finally. “Make me feel what only Aricia and Dysea can feel… if only a small portion. Just as you have done so many times with Melyanna.”


Martin needed no words to respond to that and he instantly lowered the barriers around his aura until they were almost gone. He knew that only Aricia and Dysea could take his unshielded aura, but he knew just how much Anja and For’mya could tolerate. Right now… he brought them down even lower, though not completely, and the reaction in For’mya was predictable and immediate.


Her dark brown eyes flew open and the blood in her veins instantly burned hotter than it ever had before. Her nipples became almost painfully erect, her skin sensitive to even the cool night breeze that flowed across them. The most telling was feeling his huge cock still buried inside her. Suddenly each throb and pulse of life his cock put forth ripped through her with the power of a tidal wave. Her clit, jammed against the base of his massive shaft as it was, began quivering in nonstop rapturous bliss. She took a deep breath, which only served to enflame her already over aroused body.


“Mar… Martin… I…” For’mya could barely form words clouded as her mind was with what she was feeling. His aura penetrated her, swept through her, around her and it never stopped caressing her body and mind. She could still think… still form words… but she found herself wanting to surrender to what she was feeling.


When Martin withdrew the entire twelve inch length of his searing hot cock from her depths, For’mya’s brain exploded in white lights and incandescent colors at the pleasure ripping through her. Her come gushed from her lithe body like a river and hit Martin full force in the face. His intake of breath was nearly as loud when by instinct alone For’mya hit him with every ounce of her female wolf aura in that single instant. With a growl from low in his chest Martin leaned forward, gripped For’mya’s wonderfully firm ass cheeks in his hand and he began pile driving his beautiful elven mate with his cock.

For’mya screamed then. Louder and longer than she had ever screamed before, her arms wrapping around his shoulders as his massive cock plumed her velvety depths with power and desire he had never shown her. She had never felt his aura permeate her as completely as it did now, and if this was only a small portion of what Aricia and Dysea felt she knew without question she would be helpless to refuse him anything. It was pure unadulterated pleasure… her orgasms coming hard and fast, her belly clenching almost painfully as they crashed upon her one after the other with no pause. Her come flooded from around his driving cock, soaking the bear skin rug in a matter of seconds, and still he drove into her. 

For’mya wanted this. She needed this. With each downward thrust of his hugely thick cock For’mya used all her wolf and elf strength to drive her hips up to meet his hammering thrusts. She would be sore tomorrow of that she had no doubts, but right now she had only one care and that was to feel her alpha mate blasting her full of his come until it spilled from her in rivers.


“Har… harder!” For’mya screeched into the night air, smashing her hips upwards with even more force. “Ahhhhhhh… more! Nubou lae! Nubou lae!” (Fuck me)


Martin Leonidas was not one to ignore the command of one of his mates and he tucked his face into the crook of her neck and shoulder, palmed her firm ass cheeks even more and did what For’mya commanded of him. He felt her ankles lock around the backs of his thighs, her firm breasts smashed against his chest, and the searing heat of the depths of her clutching pussy as he began to pound his elven queen with all that he was. 


“Sarad… sarad nagran!” Martin gasped between clenched teeth. (So tight)


He would not last long this time he knew… he never could within the heated depths of any of his Queens. The first and second orgasms for him were quick and powerful, and then he would be able to remain hard for hours. Martin didn’t fight the pleasure ripping through his own blood, nor did he deny For’mya’s sweet orchid scent from swirling within his mind as it filled his senses. He felt his large balls contract painfully and he slammed into her fully once more as his cock expanded and he felt his come race up its length and explode within her belly. He could barely hear For’mya’s own scream of unabashed delight or the way her arms crushed his head to her shoulder, but he could feel her quivering form in his arms and he smiled to himself.


They had the entire evening left and he planned to make his she-wolf elven queen howl for a large portion of that.

SPARTA


Athani stood on the balcony of her small Diplomatic apartment, her blue/green eyes searching the streets below for any sign of Resumar. She was barely able to contain herself during the end of the dinner, and she had to consciously remind herself to not do anything stupid that would jeopardize what she had found. She discovered she liked Queen For’mya quite a bit. She was open and friendly and genuinely pleasant to be around. The beginning of the Trade talks went smoothly, more smoothly than she would have thought given what had transpired over the course of the last few days. Prime Minister Deia was forthright and upfront about the actual Trade agreement, as well as the opportunity for opening an Embassy. She had basically ignored Qurot’s many idiotic remarks and comments, which only seemed to anger him more. She had even noticed Karun roll his eyes once at Qurot’s actions. He was out of his element and he knew it. He had leered at her several times during dinner, no doubt imagining what he thought bedding her would be like when they returned to Cabelir. Athani could hardly wait to see the look on his disgusting face when she revealed that Resumar Leonidas had taken her purity, many times over, and that she would be defecting and remaining on Earth with him to start the life she was meant for.


Of course she had to be with him to do that, and she had been waiting for an hour for him to appear and sweep her away as he had promised. Slowly she brought down the shields he had instructed her how to use and she reached out gently. She could feel tremors of so many minds and for a moment she panicked thinking she would be discovered.


Resumar! She reached out unshielded and more powerfully than she had intended and instantly she slammed her shields back up as she felt several minds reach for her in confusion. Athani felt fear sweep through her as suddenly she wondered if he would be coming at all.


[You need never fear that Aryschanne.] Resumar Leonidas’s warm soothing voice filled her mind.


[Resumar! Where are you? I have been waiting for so long!]


[I wanted to insure those in your party were safely tucked away before I came for you Aryschanne. It would not due to have one of them see me take you from you balcony.] His voice said with some humor.


[What… what is that? What you called me?] Athani asked as her eyes swept across the ground looking for him.


[It is the Lycavorian ancient language. Aryschanne means cat woman. You are my beautiful aryschanne.]


[It… it is beautiful.] She said as warmth flooded through her.


[Just like you.] He answered. [Are you afraid of heights Aryschanne?]

[Would I be on this balcony five stories up waiting for you if I was?] She answered with some humor.


Resumar chuckled within her mind. [I would hope I am who you are waiting for.] He said. [I would be crushed if that was not the case.]

[Stop playing games with me Prince of the Lycavorians!] She snapped playfully. [Where are you? I want… I want to feel your arms around me again Resumar.]


[Then close your eyes Aryschanne and do not scream out when you feel yourself lift from the balcony.] He answered.


[What? What are you…]


Athani bit her tongue hard to keep from screaming out in surprise when she was suddenly lifted from the balcony and shooting straight up. Her eyes were wide as she saw the four additional floors of the Diplomatic Envoy building flash past her view as she was lifted and then she was above the building and looking down on the roof. She saw Resumar standing next to Cemath, his hand held out as if he was guiding her himself. Athani suddenly realized it was him who was lifting and guiding her as he lowered her quickly to the rooftop only a few steps from where he and Cemath stood. He stepped up to her quickly and Athani felt what she now knew to be his aura sweep around her as his arms gathered her up and his lips came down on hers. She whimpered in his arms, responding to his kiss as her tail curled around his thigh seductively.


[Quickly brother.] Cemath’s voice echoed in their heads. [Before the Lifter patrol returns again.]


Resumar broke their kiss instantly but still held her in his arms suspended in the air. [You were on Cemath’s back on my father’s ship when he was on the surface. Do you trust him and I enough to ride him as he flies?]


Athani looked at him her blue/green eyes wide. She glanced at Cemath quickly and heard him chuckle within Mindvoice. [We will not let anything happen to you Athani’Puat.] He said.


[Where… where will you take me?] She asked.


Resumar smiled and pulled her towards Cemath, lifting her easily until she was in the saddle. He quickly followed up and settled in behind her, the dragon armor closing over their legs securely. [My villa in Gytheio.] He answered. [Outside of my brother Andro, who has the entire island of Cranae, my villa is the most isolated and it sits in the hills overlooking the Laconian Gulf. I think you will like it.]


[If I am with you… it will not matter where you take me.] Athani answered.


[Then we are off!] Cemath announced just before cocking his powerful legs beneath him and propelling them into the night sky.

SODRAG


“…officially is a Nodon Engineering Systems FRT STRIKER Dragon Transport.” Arrarn spoke as he led the twenty-two High Coven pilots into the rear of the DT. “Or STRIKER DT for short… or DT if you are too tired to say any of it.” Arrarn was backing up the ramp as he talked and he saw that several of the pilots chuckled softly.

The twenty-two pilots were normally High Coven fighter pilots who had been selected for their skill and sometimes brash maneuvers. Arrarn had read the profiles on all of them the last two days, to include Toria Dellion. She moved along with the other pilots in front, her stunning blue eyes never leaving his face.


“It is my understanding that all of you were chosen because you have displayed, shall we say questionable recklessness when flying your fighters.” Arrarn spoke and seeing some of them react with looks of scorn. “You’ll be happy to know… short of smashing this baby into the side of a mountain, it is next to impossible to hurt them. A DT pilot must be calm and in control, but also reckless at times. You have to know what your ship will do, and how it will respond in almost any given weather or combat condition. Your primary purpose and goal will be the transport and protection of whatever Bonded Pairs are assigned to your DT. It is my understanding that when you leave here, my father has agreed in principle to give you twenty-five stripped down DTs. They will have the same engines and cores as those you will fly in training here, but they will not have the additional Dragon Armor layers that protect our own ships or the active weapons systems.”

“Why?” A young man asked from the second rank.


Arrarn met his eyes. “We have agreed to train you, not give you our military secrets.” He answered. “And while we are on that topic I will say this now and with luck I’ll never have to speak of it again. While you are training you will be using our normal DTs that do have the Dragon Armor enhancements. Any attempt by one of you, no matter who does or does not know about it, to obtain samples of the enhancements so that you may pass them onto your leaders will be arrested, tried and then summarily executed for espionage. The remainder of you, as well as the riders will be expelled from Earth and Union space. I just want to be clear on that so I don’t have to mention it again. I hate violence.” He let his eyes pass over them and nodded. “Ok… so on to the good stuff!” Arrarn saw Sadi walk up the ramp and come around behind the group wearing the standard Union flight suit as the rest of them. “Oh… and this is Sadi Leonidas for those of you who don’t know, which is probably most of you. She is my co-pilot and holds the rank of Lieutenant Commander in the Lycavorian Union Fleet military effective yesterday.”


“Leonidas?” A female pilot asked now. “She is your… your wife?”


Arrarn laughed and shook his head. “Oh no… I’m not that lucky. This lovely young creature…” Arrarn pulled Sadi over beside him with a grin. “Somehow she seems to think my brother Androcles is who she prefers over me. She is his mate… though I did try to talk her out of it several times. I really don’t know what she sees in him.”


Sadi gave him an elbow in the side. “And you never will.” She stated.


“So you are the Crown Princess of the Union?” Another male pilot asked.
“That is my official title now yes.” Sadi answered. “However I much prefer Lieutenant Commander… or just Sadi.”

Arrarn grinned wider. “Sadi has nearly a thousand hours in a DT, and just recently became one of only six STRIKER pilots still active within the Union who have flown into combat with my mother.” He said.

“How much combat have you seen?” A pilot asked him with a touch of sarcasm in his voice. “Just so we know the credentials of the man who is supposed to be training us.”
Arrarn shrugged. “It’s not something I keep track of.” He stated offhandedly.

“That doesn’t answer the question.” The same pilot continued. “Most of us have seen combat on and off for over twenty years.”

“Prince Arrarn Leonidas holds the rank of Junior Colonel within the Lycavorian Union Fleet Forces.” Toria stated loud enough for all of them to hear her. Arrarn’s eyes cut to where she was standing in surprise. “He graduated second in his Agoge Initiation Training Class at age fifteen. He turns twenty-four in three months. He graduated from the Union Fleet Academy at the age of seventeen. Two years after entering the Academy and three years earlier than normal students. The Evolli War was two years old by then and he assumed command of Prince Androcles’s STRIKER DT immediately upon his graduation. During the course of the next four years he joined his brother on eighty-five combat missions usually carrying Elynth, his sister Eliani and her dragon Tharua. Just to give you an idea… there were ninety-seven combat missions during that same time frame that included Bonded Pairs of Mjolnir’s Hand. On those eighty-five missions, only six of them took place where he did not take ground fire of some kind. He is the only recorded STRIKER DT pilot in Union history to have actually shot down thirteen Evolli PENETRATOR-Class fighters…” She turned to look at the gathered pilots. “He has been decorated nine times for bravery under fire and along with his brother Denali and three others they are the only five members of the Union military to be awarded The Elven Cross of Gallantry. Outside of his mother Queen For’mya and Star Colonel Endith, he is the premier STRIKER DT pilot within the Union right now. I suggest we all take heed on what he will teach us.” Toria finished and turned back around to look at him. She blushed slightly at the looks on his and Sadi’s faces. “I read your Union profile quite thoroughly.” She said softly.

Arrarn swallowed hard. “So I see.” He said. “It said all that huh?”

Toria smiled at the expression on his face. “Yes.”

“Well it was only eleven Evolli fighters.” Arrarn spoke in an embarrassed manner. “Two of them sort of limped out of the AO after I tagged them. They were still flying though.”

Sadi had a large smile on her face as she looked from Toria back to Arrarn. She was a woman and she knew interest when she saw it. “Don’t argue with her Arrarn.” Sadi chipped.

“It was only eleven.” Arrarn protested looking at her.

“Eleven then.” Toria said still with that smile on her face.

Arrarn looked back at her and took a deep breath. “Ok… anyway… you can see the pen here in the back for the dragons you will carry.” Arrarn began moving towards the side. “The entire front section of the STRIKER detaches from the rear and basically becomes an escape pod for the crew and anyone else that can cram into it.”

“What about the dragons and riders.” A Coven pilot asked.

Arrarn looked at him. “They will bail out the rear ramp if a crash is imminent.” He spoke. “Their psychic shields should be strong enough to protect them from most elements. At least for a time. Hopefully long enough for another DT to pick them up.”

“And if not?” Another asked.

Arrarn looked at Sadi quickly and she stepped forward. “You must understand why your role is so important.” She said. “Even I did not know this until I became Andro’s mate and wife. No Bonded Pair… not Lycavorian, elf, vampire nor dragon… they will never leave the other behind. If they die… they will die together.”
“Why?” Toria asked softly.

Arrarn looked at her. “So neither of them has to die alone.” He said softly.


The course was six kilometers long, with a myriad of suspended bars and Lifter platforms spread out along the course to test flying skill and Mindvoice ability. It was an obstacle course for Bonded Pairs essentially, testing their turning radius and maneuvering ability as a pair. There were several sections where you had to fly between fake buildings very low to the ground to stab floating balloon objects. The last five hundred meters of the course was a close combat setting, where individual targets would pop up singly or in small groups and cause you to react instantly. All along this course Durcunusaan soldiers were set up to monitor and record the Pairs as they flew through the course, ready to spring to action if a Bonded Pair happened to slam into the ground or an obstacle itself. Andro, Denali and Lisisa had flown the course countless times already this morning, watching the High Coven Pairs move through. Eliani and Nyla remained on the perimeter in case they were needed, or flew along while on of the others broke for a different part of the course. It was a course design made specifically by Carina, and she was quite proud of it since every member of Mjolnir’s Hand and the Bonded Pairs in the Union had been through it and done nothing but praise it for its ingenuity and difficulty level.


Now Andro paced back and forth in front of the forty-two Coven riders and their dragons, Elynth resting on the ground behind him. All of the High Coven riders either knelt on the hard ground their heads hung low, or they leaned against their bonded dragons heavily. They had been awakened at dawn, the sun not even above the trees yet, only to be thrust into a series of drills and then a ten kilometer run at a blistering pace set by Androcles himself. Then it was returning to the bungalows, only to be told to grab their equipment and meet him on the field with their dragons. Then they flew here and were told to proceed through the obstacle course at full speed.

None of them had made it through unscathed.


Twelve of their number had been knocked from their saddles for not ducking in time and having their dragon armor too loose. Two of them had smashed head long into one of the fake buildings during the high speed pass so close to the ground. None of them had been able to make the sharp turns and rolls that the course required. Carisia and Narice had come closest, but even they had taken their lumps. Yuri and Vollenth were one of the pairs that had collided with the building, while her children made it through without injuring themselves, but at three times the normal time for the course.


Andro wore the Mark IV ArmorPly as they all did, his helmet on his head, his swords strapped across his back. He wore one of the K12A KMs on his right thigh in its holster in order to appease Sadi’s worry that Thast might try to attack him from ambush at some point in the future. Andro had laughed at this but had done what she asked of him because he loved her. The horse hair crested plume on top of his helmet moved slightly in the breeze, the shiny golden blond hair first in the line, followed by the shimmering raven colored hair similar to his own. Only Sadi knew the true significance behind the mixed colors for she was the one who had spent nearly two hours of the previous night in a transmission with the Feravomir having her tell her exactly how to add the feather soft fine hair.

Andro stopped pacing in front of them and reached up to remove his helmet just as Lisisa landed not far away with Jeth and Zarah behind her. He watched as Zarah dropped gracefully from behind Lisisa and move quickly to where he was standing. She reached up and removed her own crested helmet as she held out the data pad.


“That’s everything.” She spoke softly. “Deni and the others are already headed back.”


[What did you see?] He asked his younger sister.


Zarah tossed back her long dark brown hair and looked at him. [I’m not a rider Andro.] She said.


[No… but you are my sister and a member of the Durcunusaan.] He told her. [And you are an accomplished rider Zarah, regardless of what you may think of your skills.]


Zarah looked into his azure blue eyes and smiled. She may have been five years younger than him, but because of what they had shared so long ago, Andro would always treat her as an equal no matter what. Only he knew her most intimate secret, a secret that not even Normya or her mother knew, and that he had never once even spoken of it in all the years since that day had only endeared her brother to her like nothing ever could. 


[They need work.] Zarah answered. [They have not had the benefit of the closeness our Bonded Pairs have Andro. They are by no means hopeless… but I think they need more time to bring themselves closer with their dragons. With the exception of Narice and Lisi’s sister many of them are still fighting the bonds, not surrendering themselves to it as they should.]

Andro nodded. [Yes… I felt that as well.] He smiled at her. [Do you have your training regime all worked out?]


Zarah beamed. [What do you think?] She exclaimed. [You give them to me in two days and I’ll give them back to you in three weeks able to take down a squad of Immortals without even breathing heavy. Most of them are already skilled, they just don’t know how to unleash that and combine it with their bonds.]


Andro grinned and leaned over to kiss her cheek. [Mother was right. For someone so young… you are decidedly more dangerous than I will ever be.]

Zarah laughed. [Like anyone will believe that.]

Andro nodded with a smile. [I’ll see you at dinner tonight.]

Zarah nodded and turned to run back to where Lisisa waited. He watched as Zarah got back in the saddle behind her sister and then Jeth launched them into the air once more headed back to the main base. He was right… Zarah had taken to the fighting arts as if it was all second nature to her. No Durcunusaan instructor would even attempt to challenge her anymore, and it was one of the reasons she had been accepted into their ranks so young. While she was a lethal fighter, she was also an incredibly skilled engineer and while she acted reckless and carefree, she was equally as reflective and intelligent. 

He turned to look back at the High Coven Riders. “You are probably feeling sorry for yourselves right about now.” He began speaking seeing their heads come up and look at him. “That was some of the most pitiful Close Quarters Flying I have ever seen. Nubous dreadful to be honest.” Andro saw Yuri’s face twist into a scowl and she opened her mouth to speak but Andro held up his hand and shook his head. “Do not attempt to make excuses Princess Yuri, for there are none.”
“I suppose you can do better!” Dante snapped from where he knelt by Marux’s front foreleg.

Andro stepped closer to him. “Would you care to challenge us and find out Dante?” He asked coldly. “Or you Marux? Any of you?”

Dante turned quickly and looked at Marux. His head hovered only inches from his shoulder, his light yellow eyes focused on Andro even as Elynth moved up slowly behind him. His dark gray scales looked much healthier than when he had arrived on Earth, but Dante’s arrogant attitude still permeated his being. Andro reached up above his head without looking and placed his hand on the underside of Elynth’s jaw.

“Listen to me all of you.” Andro spoke. “Many of you still consider me your enemy. I know this… I can feel it radiating from you. Using the names given to us from Earth’s own ancient history, I am a werewolf… you are vampires and never the twain shall meet. You need to forget all you have been taught and let go of the perceived hatreds you have for my people. If you do not… we will be able to teach you nothing and when you and your bonded brother or sister go into combat against the Kavalians they will butcher you without regard. Then they will hold up your corpses as a sign that they no longer fear you or dragons.” Andro lowered his hand and moved closer to them. “Alba Tau taught us that we must surrender all that we are to our bonds. You must fight as one. Think as one. You must become each other. That is the only way you will survive. Then… then the Kavalians will fear you.”
“What do you know of the Kavalians?” Yuri snapped. “You have never fought them!”

Andro met her eyes and nodded. “No I have not.” He stated simply. “What does that matter? Kavalian, Evolli, Kochab… what difference does it make what species they are when they are behind the sights of a T19 waiting to blow you and your dragon from the sky Princess Yuri?” He spoke. “Their only intent is to kill you and your bonded one. As Talon Guardians... that is something Elynth and I will do our best to prevent… because since Alba Tau that is the path we have chosen. But in order to do that… you must be willing to learn what we can teach you. Otherwise… we are just wasting our time here.”
“You keep speaking of this Alba Tau.” A rider spoke up from the back. “Is that a battle or something?”

Andro nodded. “Or something. I don’t know if you could actually categorize it as a battle, but it was a turning point so to speak in Elynth’s and my life. In Moneus Simpson’s life. My father and uncle. Everyone who took part in it actually.”

“So are you going to tell us the story?” The same man asked.

Andro lifted his eyes to look at him. “Story?” He said softly. “I’m… I’m sure there is security footage of what happened somewhere, we documented the entire Evolli War in great detail. Will I tell you about it? No. It is not a story to me.”

They watched as Andro turned and replaced his helmet on his head and nimbly leaped up onto Elynth’s back. She rose to her legs, her yellow/gold eyes scanning the riders and dragons in front of her. 

It is not a story to us. Her voice filled their minds. It has been and will always be a nightmare.
Andro looked at them again. “You have two days until the hand to hand training begins. Use this time to study the manuals we have given you and discover more deeply the bonds you have with your dragons. In the end… that is what will save you. I’m sure you can all find your way back from here. It is only twenty kilometers back to the main base. See to your bonded ones and their needs and then the time is yours. Prepare yourselves riders of the High Coven. In two days your training will truly begin.”

Elynth trumpeted her agreement and then propelled them into the sky.

SPARTA

WESTERN MOUNTAIN RANGE  


For’mya pushed back against Martin’s form further, snuggling deeper into his embrace as she sipped the glass of wine and let her eyes take in the colorful dancing of the stars in the night sky. She was wonderfully sore but slightly disappointed. She was strong enough now within Mindvoice to know the moment she became pregnant, and part of her had hoped it would be this night as brightly as her blood had burned. Martin had not disappointed her with the intensity and passion with which he took her, his aura driving her to heights she had not yet experienced with him. He had taken her right to the very edge of her maintaining control of her mind and body, and it had been utterly glorious. Even now, an hour after he had filled her for the sixth undeniably blissful time, the fingers of his aura were still tightly corded around her senses keeping her body humming in harmony for him. Not that she needed any help in doing that. She was only slightly disappointed because she knew he would take her like this always now, and when she came into phase in just under six months she would most definitely become pregnant again. It would be a girl she somehow knew, and that knowledge made her giddy.

They were still very much naked, sitting on the edge of the bear skin that was not saturated with their combined juices. She closed her eyes in enchantment as he leaned forward from adding more wine to his glass and firmly nuzzled the back of her elven ear and her neck. She could feel the steady and powerful strumming of his heart against her back, his broad chest pressed tightly to her silky skin, and it soothed her like nothing ever could. He pulled aside the long blond hair, tucking it behind her four inch high ear and his lips settled a kiss on the very outer ridge making her shudder.

For’mya opened her eyes and leaned into his nibbling of her ear lobe with a smile. “Are you going to tease me the rest of the night or would you like to know about the talks and my dinner with the Kavalians.” She said softly with a smile.


Martin chuckled softly. “I thought I might tease you until morning. The Kavalians are not a priority for me right now.” He said whispered. “Your ears taste especially good tonight you know.”


For’mya grinned. “Martin Leonidas… you have had me six times this night. Is that not enough?”


“It’s never enough.” He stated softly next to her ear. “Not with you… not with any of you. It will never be enough. You possess my being.”


“Well that is good… because you possess ours as well.” For’mya said. “And we expect you to do this to us for at least three or four millennia. I suggest you conserve your strength my love. You are over three thousand years old.”


Martin grinned. “Remember Kinsoaurgai… I spent the first twenty-five hundred years of that in suspended animation. I have a lot of catching up to do.”


For’mya laughed now as well. “And you are doing a superb job of it.” She said.


Martin’s arm slid around in front of her and For’mya used her free hand to pull it tightly to her chest. “Ok… if we must talk about them... but I will warn you… with the way you smell and taste tonight I might lose interest in talking about the Kavalians very quickly.” He sighed.


For’mya chuckled. “The talks went smoothly… standard negotiations really. Deia did most of the talking herself. I don’t believe she trusts Laustinos now anymore than we do.”


“I will talk with her.” He stated. “I don’t think trust is an issue with him. I just think he is letting his hormones rule his brain, what little of it there is anyway. He’s been sniffing after Melda Min for years and…”


For’mya turned slightly in his arms and looked at him. “You have known this?” She asked surprised. “You have known this and done nothing. Martin Leonidas… you surprise me with your control.”


Martin smiled. “Kinsoaurgai… I have the five most delicious and beautiful women in the universe. It doesn’t surprise me that other men desire them. I can’t kill all of them… no matter how much my instincts clamor for me to do just that.”


For’mya’s eyes grew a little wider. “There… there have been more?” She gasped.


“You don’t honestly think that you and my other Queens are the only ones who detect these things do you?” Martin said with a grin. “Those two or three you and the others have chased away through the years are only the ones I let you chase away. Most of them never even got that far.”


“Martin… how… how many have there been?” She asked.


“Four after Aricia… three after Anja… three after Dysea… two after Isabella… and four after you.” He replied easily. 


“You… you jest with me!” She exclaimed. “Don’t you?”


Martin shook his head. “No.” He said with a grin. “Most of them were Alphas or Betas that remained from Chetak’s rule. They are solid citizens… but they thought we still followed the old ways in that regard and that they could challenge me for you and the others. This all took place in the first ten years of us being together. With the exception of Laustinos and a couple others that my Queens quickly set straight, not since that time.”


“Were they fools? Couldn’t they see all of us want only you?” For’mya asked. “You didn’t… Martin Leonidas you didn’t…”


Martin laughed again. “No… I didn’t kill them.” He chortled. “That wouldn’t go over real well as King of the Union if I started whacking every man that ever desired or fantasized about one of my Queens. I fantasize about the five of you all the time.” For’mya lashed out and slapped his shoulder gently with her hand as he smiled. “I calmly informed them they needed to find their own female and move on with their lives. Laustinos I knew my Queens could handle, just like the others.”


“We… we never knew this Martin. You never told us this.” She said finally.


“Why would you? It wasn’t important enough to tell you. I dismissed it as soon as I took care of it.” He stated simply. “Now what else did you learn Kinsoaurgai? Do you sense a threat from any of them?”


For’mya shook her head quickly. “Qurot is an overbearing fool.” She said in reply. “He feels that we as females are beneath him. I know he is not happy that Jalersi is in a position of authority over him. It comes out in his demeanor and his words. If there is a threat from any of their delegation it will be from him.”


Martin nodded. “From what I understand the Kavalian people as a whole do not give their females a whole lot of freedom.” He said. “They are taught to fight and will defend what is theirs, but they have no voice in the greater scheme of things. And if what Armetus tells me is accurate, their females are taught to be submissive to the males. What you are saying lends a great deal of weight to that information.”

For’mya nodded. “The two male Legislatures are agreeable enough. They are intelligent and forthcoming to an extent, but I believe they allow Jalersi to take the lead in most everything to gain favor with her father. She listens to them on many things and they are very adept at negotiations.” For’mya looked at him. “She shows a great deal of interest in you Martin. She seems very excited to meet with you tomorrow evening.” 

“The question remains as to why.” Martin said. “I can’t be very high on the Kavalian’s list of most loved people and my brother’s mate wanting to meet with me is odd don’t you think?”

For’mya nodded. “Yes… in a manner of sorts.”

“And you don’t sense anything nefarious from her?” Martin asked. 

For’mya shook her head. “It is harder to determine someone’s emotions when they have training to control them, you know that. Helen has shown me ways around that in many regards, but no… if she is masking some darker purpose I have not sensed it. Where it concerns you I can only feel anxiety and interest.”


“To what end?” Martin said softly.

“Are you sure you wish to have them come to the villa?” For’mya asked. “Expose the Little ones to them?”

Martin nodded. “It is what we would do for any political leader or delegation.” He answered. “Deia told me I must maintain the status quo. I don’t see any reason to deviate from that rule. Deia wouldn’t let me even if I wanted too. If we are to maintain appearances that there is nothing else going on with the Coven then we need to keep things as normal as possible. I’ve already had Fache increase security around the grounds and Tarifa, Aihola and Isra have agreed to have the Little Ones stay with them for the evening. My mother and Riall will be joining us along with Deia and her mate. I invited Helen… but she is flying down to SODRAG in the morning at Andro’s request to observe and assist with the training for a few days.”


For’mya nodded slowly and sipped her wine. “It is a good plan.” She said. “Jalersi’s sister Athani and your brother’s son Karun are the enigmas” She stated. “When she came to our ship I sensed indecision and fear in Athani. A sense of hopelessness. It is completely different now. After the insurgent attack, coming down from orbit, the talks today. Now I sense only incredible happiness. And her Mindvoice shields are far stronger than they should be for someone who just discovered this skill my love.”

“Did you probe her?” Martin asked.


For’mya shook her head. “Not beyond her surface thoughts Martin Leonidas. You know we look down on that.”


Martin nodded. “With good reason… it’s a violation of a person’s privacy.” He answered her quickly. “What were her surface thoughts?”


“A mixture of many things. Nothing relevant really. Almost as if she was thinking many different things as a form of camouflage.” For’mya replied. “I did not want to press further… but it was easy enough to ascertain her abilities are growing by the day.”

Martin nodded. “I sensed that from the anti-room as well.”


“I can tell you with the utmost certainty that whatever her agenda is Martin… it has nothing at all to do with the trade talks and everything to do with herself.” For’mya said. “She seemed almost bored today during the initial discussions.” She turned her head. “The more that I am in her presence… the more I believe she is waiting for the right moment to ask us for political asylum.”


Martin shook his head. “Kinsoaurgai… you know I can’t grant that.” He said. “We have remained out of their war with the Coven up until now by being careful. Granting her asylum would be one of the fastest ways to a conflict with them. Her father is the Prefect of the KFI! He would never allow us to grant her asylum.”


“What if she is just seeking an escape Martin Leonidas?” For’mya asked looking at him. “From a life she does not want? A life that is being forced on her? Will you just dismiss the values you yourself hold dear? I know you Martin Leonidas, we as your mates and wives know you. You do not hate anyone arbitrarily my love. Your complete acceptance of your love for Bella and all those vampires that call the Union home is the perfect example. There is a reason you feel the way you do and it stems from your brother. What is it?”


Martin stared at her for a long silent moment. “I hate him Kinsoaurgai.” He said softly. “I hate him with every fiber of my being. He… he was able to touch our father, actually see him… feel his hands upon him. Look upon the flesh of his face and body. I… I never had that… all I have are images of who he is… who he was. My dreams and then his spirit that came to me that night at Thermopylae. To know that Pleistarchus had something I never will… to know that he dishonors that willfully and spits on our father’s memory by his actions. To know how our father died and why… and then to desert his people and our father’s memories as he did?” Martin shook his head slowly. “I will never forgive him for that. I can’t… and Pleistarchus sending his son by this woman is only another way for him to continue to torture me.”


For’mya’s eyes grew wider as she turned fully in his arms to look at him. “You don’t think he will…”


Martin nodded. “Yes… that is exactly what I think.” He said softly. “And I am dreading that day like I have dreaded nothing ever before.”

GYTHEIO

RESUMAR’S VILLA


The only thing Resumar was dreading at the moment was an early end to the muscle stretching pleasure that Athani’Puat’s lips and tongue were providing him.

The ride to his villa had been maddening as her tangerine scent assailed his nostrils. Feeling her warm body pressed tightly into his arms, even as she gazed with wonder at the ground below them, was very nearly too much. Her feline eyes even picking out several other dragons that flew in the night sky a few kilometers away. He had intended to bring her here to his home and seduce her properly, spending more hours simply exploring her lush body and making her quiver in desire for him. Athani captivated him in a way he had never experienced before, but he failed to take into account that Athani felt equally enthralled by him and had plans of her own.

The moment they were inside his hillside villa, she pounced on him, her own desire far outweighing any sense of decorum. As he stumbled slightly into the main room of his villa, their lips locked in a sizzling kiss, he directed them towards the large couch. It was Athani who broke their kiss and pushed him back onto the couch, seeing his eyes go a little wider at her boldness. She lowered herself onto his body and kissed him once more as her hands undressed him slowly. Resumar could smell her desire easily enough and her need and he was content to let her take what she wanted. He wanted the same thing. He was half undressed when she reached up and in one fluid motion she pulled the top she was wearing from her body. She wore no undergarments, not that she needed them with the firmness of her breasts, and she leaned forward again pressing her full breasts against his bare chest as she kissed him once more. She rubbed her breasts across the hard flesh of his chest, her hard nipples dragging across his skin, inflaming not only his passion but hers as well. 


Athani’s hands dropped between their bodies as they kissed and her fingers deftly worked the fastenings on his pants, pulling them open until her hands could reach the prize she so wanted. She felt his body stiffen and he groaned softly against her lips as her hands engulfed his straining eleven inch cock, wrapping her fingers around the shaft and beginning to stroke him with torturous slowness. Athani wasted no more time and slid her body off of his to settle before him on her knees. She pressed a hand to his muscular chest as he began to protest and her blue/green eyes glittered at him. 

“Athani… you don’t…”


Athani smiled as she wrapped her small hand around the base of his cock possessively. “Oh but I want too.” She gasped. “More than anything.” 
Athani pushed him back onto the couch with her hand before settling comfortably once more between his wide spread legs. She brought her other hand down to encircle the base of his thick cock and she stared at his throbbing eleven inch spear with wanton desire. Oh yes… he was so much larger and thicker than Pusintin, and she had taken all of him within her body without one iota of pain and only mind blowing pleasure. She used her hands to stroke his thick shaft slowly, feeling the veins pulsing with life and she leaned her face close to his cock. She pressed his length to her cheek lovingly, feeling the heat radiating from the organ. She could barely get Pusintin’s whole cock into her mouth, and often times he would simply grab her blond hair and ram himself fully into her throat, making her gag violently as he blasted his come into her belly. Her throat would be sore for days after he did this, but she tolerated it for enduring him was far better than enduring anyone else. Staring at Resumar’s cock now, she knew this would not be an issue and she did not fear it. He would never do something like that and Athani silently vowed that she would teach herself how to fully engulf his huge cock completely over the coming months and years. Now she would simply lavish him with attention and take as much as she was able.
Athani extended her tongue and felt Resumar’s thighs tighten as she began to lick his length as if she was cleaning him. She held his cock straight up in one hand while dragging her tongue up the side of his shaft, stopping to swirl around the flared head twice before dragging her tongue back down his length once more. She did this half a dozen times, each time her tongue battering the sensitive head of his cock, until she once more licked back downwards. Athani opened her mouth wide on her next upward lick and engulfed the pulsing head of his cock within her lips. Her eyes flew open when she felt his aura reach for her and surround her, setting her own body on fire, even as his hands grasped her head. She stopped with just the head of his throbbing cock in her mouth, thinking he was going to ram his huge pole into her throat. She hummed out her delight around Resumar’s cock when all he did was wrap his fingers in her long silky hair. That was all the incentive Athani needed to continue. It was all the information she needed to finally realize that this man was unlike any other she had ever known. Grasping his heated shaft in one hand at the base Athani took a deep breath and plunged her head down the steel hard pole until she felt herself begin to gag; quickly bringing her head back up until only the hot, bulbous head was still within her lips. She battered the head of his cock without mercy, before plunging her head down once again. She felt his hands tighten on her head, his fingers curling within her hair, but he made no move to force her to take more of him. She could feel the muscles in his thighs straining, his rippled abdomen contracting. He wasn’t going to last long she knew, and her pussy began to leak her own excitement at this knowledge. 
Athani sped up her plunges, each time going further down his thick shaft and then retreating to swirl her tongue around the head. She tasted him then, and the moment his come touched her tongue Athani groaned in delight as a small but powerful orgasm coursed through her. Her juices poured from her, soaking the pants she was wearing and Athani not caring in the least. She heard him groan as her scent touched him, enveloped him and she felt his cock swell within her lips. Athani plunged her head back down quickly, reaching further and further until her soft lips touched the outside of her hand wrapped around the three inches at the base of his pulsing cock. She brought her other hand down and cupped his large balls, feeling his legs go rigid. She had eight inches of his beautiful cock within her mouth and part of her throat and it felt divine. The heat of his shaft sizzled along her tongue and she could feel every beat of his heart easily pulsing along the veins. 

“Sibfla!” Resumar nearly shouted as his head whipped back, his eyes changed and his wolf fangs fully extending. “Athani… I… ughhhhh!”

Athani felt the first blast of his come rocket up the length of his shaft and erupt into her waiting gullet. She closed her eyes in glee as she drank down his come with no hesitation in the least. With Pusintin she resisted this action, yet with Resumar Leonidas she felt a powerful need to taste him, to swallow all that he gave her. Athani didn’t pause and as each following eruption came she drank down his essence with relish. His hips had come off the couch slightly; his entire body tensed so tightly it seemed as if his muscles would rip from his flesh. Athani knew from experience that he could come quite a bit, and she kept up her sucking motion, intent on not letting a single drop escape her lips, which were securely sealed around his spasming cock shaft.

It was several moments before his last eruption came and then his body collapsed back onto the couch. His cock was still incredibly hard, something that made Athani even more excited, and as the last remnants of his come leaked from the head she began to release his cock from the prison of her lips. She pulled back until just the head remained, once more lavishing the bulbous portion with delicate licks and soft nibbles. She felt his hands drop from her head and move to her shoulders and quickly she released his cock with her hands and stripped her pants from her hips, knowing what was coming and wiggling her hips until the pants dangled around her ankles. Resumar grasped her under her armpits and pulled her upwards, her mouth tearing away from his cock with a gasp and wide eyes as he pulled her into his lap. She felt the searing heat from his thick cock as it brushed firmly against her drenched pussy and she gasped when his lips covered hers. Her body was singing out for him more loudly than it had on his father’s ship, and Athani knew what she wanted more than anything. She pulled her head away from his, grinning as he fought this action, nibbling on her bottom lip. She took his head in her hands and stared into his eyes, taking in the contours of his face, his eyebrows, his lips. All of him, and burning it into her memory.

“Make… make me yours… Resumar Leonidas!” She gasped softly. “I… I wish for nothing more in my life than that!”

Resumar leaned forward and nuzzled the hollow of her throat firmly, feeling her fingers trace the ridge of his elven ears. They may have been shorter because he was only half elf, but they were no less sensitive and Athani had discovered this on his father’s ship in the midst of their pleasure that night.

“Now that I… I have found you.” Res spoke lifting his face to stare into her eyes. “Now that I have found you Athani’Puat… I have no intention of ever letting you go.” His hands dropped to her ass cheeks and he lifted her hips slightly. Her blue/green eyes were wide in desire and need as she felt the head of his still rock hard cock press against her drenched opening. “You are mine Athani’Puat!” He gasped loudly. “And no one… no one else but me will ever have you again!”

Athani’s head flew back as he impaled her completely in one breath stealing plunge and she screamed out her joy. This man… this night… it firmly set her on a path into the unknown but Athani knew somehow that with this man beside her, nothing was out of her grasp. As she descended once more into a world of passion and pleasure, Athani’Puat felt the tears flood her eyes and she surrendered all that she was to him without fear or reservations.

LYCAVORIAN SPACE

JUMP GATE 24 TRANSIT CORRIDOR


Normya scrambled into the cockpit of the TYPE II as the vibration throughout the entire ship was growing worse. She glared at Toral as she settled into her seat. Her Coming of Age fever was upon her now in full force and it was all Normya could do to fight it and not snap at everyone as she had the Chief Engineer when they had picked up the ship.

“What did you do?” She demanded harshly and immediately regretted her words.
Toral only glanced at her, knowing what she was going through and having seen it in other turned elves. He had been Normya’s co-pilot for four years now, and he knew this was not her normal self. Her words barely glanced off his skin.

“The vibrations are increasing!” He told her. “LSD drive coils are reaching unstable levels!”

“They fixed the LSD coils!” Normya snapped as she strapped in and began to scan her instruments.

“Not good enough it seems!” Toral announced as his hands moved across his consoles. “We need to come out of LSD operation Normya.”

“Where are we?” She asked.

“Sector Seventeen. Three minutes from exiting Gate 24.” He saw her eyes go wide at this information. “I know the fever is on you pretty bad and I figured I would let you sleep as much as possible.”

“Can we make the Gate?” She demanded.

Toral shook his head. “It’s possible… but the increased in vibration is rattling the power manifolds badly. Anse! It almost like the engineers did more bad than good. It’s worse now than when we got to Apo Prime.”

“I have control!” She spoke quickly as her hands poised over her console. “See if you can route additional power to the inertia dampeners through the secondary relays. We have to get the manifold vibration controlled or it will make the coils shatter!”

Toral drew his hands back. “Control is yours.” He stated as he began pulling at his own straps. “Damn space dock engineers!” He spat as he pulled himself from his seat. “They were supposed to fix this!” 

Normya’s emerald green eyes scanned her instruments with a trained eye. “We’re losing containment in the primary core Toral. I’m compensating with external batteries!”

Toral was at the engineering station now, tearing the large panel from its housing and exposing a myriad of conduits and cables. He worked quickly pulling at several connectors and altering their connection and then plugging them back in. “Secondary relays active! Pulling power from sub light engines!”
Normya checked her display and shook her head. “It’s not working!”

“Hold on! I’ll jack the power ten percent!”

She saw the yellow caution lights begin to turn back to green as the manifold dampeners absorbed the extra power and stabilized. She could feel the vibration lessen considerably.

“That did it!” She barked. 

“That won’t hold for long!” Toral shouted his head and shoulders almost buried within the engineering panel.

“Ninety seconds to the Gate!” Normya called out. 

Toral ignored her as his elf eyes detected something that was not normal to this engineering work panel. He stretched out his body down the work area and reached for the small device on the main LSD power conduit. He and Normya were both skilled engineers and they knew their ship backwards and frontward. This device was not part of this section. He lifted his hand to touch the device and froze as his eyes went wide.

“Normya!” He screamed. “Don’t exit the Gate! Drop from the LSD corridor now!” Toral was scrambling backwards trying to pull himself out of the work section.

“What!” He heard Normya question.

“No!” He screamed again, banging his head hard against the inside of the conduit. “No!”

“Ten seconds!” Normya called. “Hold on!”

Toral pushed himself back as hard as he could. “Normya no! Drop now! Don’t exit the Gate! There’s a fused explosive on the main LSD conduit! Gate operation will cause it to overheat and trigger!”

Normya’s eyes were wide as she stared at him for a single instant. She needed no further direction and using all of her elven and wolf reflexes, her hands flew across her controls.

Her emerald eyes looked up knowing she was not going to be fast enough. “Oh sibfla!” She exclaimed softly. 

The exit threshold of Jump Gate 24 was upon them and they could only watch as the Gate triggered in a silvery burst of light. They saw a flash of stars beyond the Gate itself and then the explosion from under the engineering station sent Toral careening into the back of his co-pilot’s chair as the TYPE II impacted the edge of the actual Gate braces. The faulty exit and collision caused the Gate Power core to rupture and explode just as Normya’s TYPE II cleared the actual Gate threshold. The resulting explosion smashed into the rear of the TYPE II and sent it spinning wildly out of control. The Gate’s destruction lit up the surrounding stars and then there was nothing but the darkness of space.

