CHAPTER FIFTEEN
SODRAG
“You did that on purpose.” Sadi spoke as she stopped in front of the couch where Andro sat holding a plate of food and a mug of his mother’s special coffee. She wore a thin, soft crème colored robe that fell to the floor. The front of it was loosely tied and it was obvious she was naked under it as the robe displayed the valley between her firm breasts along with her tanned skin.

Andro lowered the data pad he was reading and reached up to take the mug from her hand as she placed her knees on either side of his hips and settled herself onto his lap squirming slightly to get comfortable. He wore only his trademark white cloth pants with crimson trim down the legs, his upper body bare.

“KertaGai… are you suggesting I sent Thast and the other High Coven thugs away for some ulterior motive.” He spoke with a grin as he lifted the coffee to his lips.

Sadi used the fork to stab a piece of the hickory smoked meat on the plate and held it out for him. He snatched it off the fork and she smiled as he began chewing. “I certainly am.” She stated.

Andro’s azure eyes grew a little wider as the flavor flooded his taste buds. “Sadi… this is fantastic!” He spoke as he chewed the meat and sat up a little straighter looking at the food on the plate.

Sadi grinned triumphantly. “Aricia gave me the recipe before we left. I had the meat marinating all day. Your mothers are going to turn me into a very good cook!” She said as she popped a piece into her own mouth.
“Thast was watching her like a hawk. Even after she went to sleep last night he used the shadows to blur past her bungalow three times.” Andro spoke looking into her eyes. “He also thinks he and his fellow security troops went unnoticed when they conducted their little recon last night.”

“So when can we have her come here Andro?” Sadi asked bluntly. “Both of us grow tired of only being able to talk within Mindvoice.”
“With Thast gone it will be easier.” He answered. “But we will still have to contend with Yuri. It will not be as difficult… but we will still need to keep our guard up. For Carisia’s sake as well as our own. We have had this discussion before KertaGai.”

“I know… it just grows harder by the day as close as she is now.” Sadi spoke.

“For me as well.” Andro said.

Sadi fed him another piece of the meat. “What about Narice and Toria?”

Andro shook his head as he chewed. “There is something about both of them that is a mystery.” He said. “Narice’s bond with Deneth is almost as powerful as Carisia’s is with Anthar. She is far more capable than even her mother realizes I think. And she hides it from everyone for some reason. Carisia told me she believes Narice is well aware of how she feels for us. And we in turn for her.”

“You spoke with her?” Sadi asked her eyes going wide. “Directly? You are not afraid of doing that anymore?”
Andro nodded as he sipped the coffee. “I was never afraid KertaGai. Confused perhaps… part of me still is confused, but never afraid. I reached out to her briefly as she was returning to the base after the obstacle course. Carisia does not believe Narice will do or say anything to reveal her feelings. If that was the case she would have done this already. She believes, as I do, that there is more to Narice than we know. You and Arrarn had already begun instructing the Coven pilots and I did not want to distract you. As for Toria Dellion… well… I think I will leave that up to you and my brother to discover since she will be with you most of the time. She is certainly more than a pilot and intelligence officer, and vampire or not, her desire for Arrarn permeates the air around her.”

Sadi nodded with a smile. “Yes… I smelled it today as well.” She said. “Arrarn is so intent on training them that he failed to take notice of it.”

“I believe he is still very gun shy after what happen at the villa with Narice, even though her desire for Arrarn wafts from her pores as well. She just hides it better due to her strength.” Andro spoke.

“Our feelings for Carisia are growing stronger Andro… and she was beginning to batter my shields today. Especially after what happened at The Center. Not intentionally, but she is so much a part of us now that it happens often. I don’t want to shield from her my love. She is a part of us now… inside our minds and hearts. However it has happened… it has happened and we can not hide from that as the Feravomir has said.”

Andro shook his head quickly. “I don’t intend to hide from it KertaGai.” He stated plainly. “However we need to be careful as I said. I want to hold her just as strongly as I do you Sadi. I want to touch her and taste her… just as you do. You are not making this any easier for me.”

“Why should we? We want the same thing with you Andro. Don’t discount the pull you have on us my love.” She was quick to point out. “We are Anomes… all of us together. That much I have come to realize. Carisia is the final part that will complete all of us.”

Andro nodded slowly. “Yes… I’m coming to grips with that fact as well.” He stated. “How it has come to be does not matter. It is what it is… and I will not deny that.” He met Sadi’s eyes. “She is also Yuri’s daughter… and my father is not going to be happy when we finally reveal our feelings to him.”

“But he loves your mother Isabella just as much as his other Queens.” Sadi said. “She is a Pureblood… just like Carisia.”
Andro nodded. “Yes… that is very true. However… my father and Yuri have a long history… from even before he discovered who he is. The majority of that has been filled with hate and anger and violence. My father is not infallible KertaGai. He has his faults… and one of them just happens to be he is not a forgiving person. I believe he holds Yuri just as much at fault for the death of grandfather as he did Xerxes. I fear that unforgiving nature will transfer to Carisia because she is Yuri’s daughter.”

“Carisia is not like her mother!” Sadi snapped.

“No she is not… but initially I don’t believe my father will see it that way.” Andro said. “That is why we must be careful. At least until we are ready to reveal to everyone what the three of us share.”

“You know of course she and Anthar have no intention of leaving Earth when the High Coven departs.” Sadi said.

Andro nodded. “And that is another of the reasons we need to be mindful of our actions.” He said. “If that was discovered in some way, Aikiro would yank her from Earth so fast there would be nothing we could do to stop her.”

“And we would go after her!” Sadi said.

“Yes we would.” Andro said instantly. “However… that is not something I want to contemplate right now. I want to avoid it completely as a matter of fact. I do not wish to start a war between the Union and The High Coven.”

Sadi stared at him for a long moment. “But you would… wouldn’t you?” She said softly.

Andro looked at her. “If you or Carisia are taken from me Sadi… I would rain destruction and death down upon any who stood in my way of getting you back. If that meant I had to start a war? Yes… without a single hesitation.”

Sadi felt a shudder of desire course through her at his words. They were Anomes yes, devoted to one another for eternity now, but to hear him say he would come for her or Carisia no matter the cost made it all seem so dreamlike. He said the words, made the pledge as if it was the most natural thing in the world to do, so devoted to her… and now Carisia as he was. Sadi lowered the plate to the couch and then reached up and placed her hands on either side of his face gazing into his azure eyes. “How exactly did I become the luckiest female wolf in the universe in finding you?” She asked softly. “Not only do you leave me breathless in our bed… your words alone can make my heart sing to the stars.”

Andro grinned. “Wait until I make you angry with me.” He said. “You might speak a different tune.”
Sadi laughed. “Maybe. But not right now.”

Andro smiled. “Helen will be here tomorrow with Arzoal, ostensively to review the bonds between the Coven’s Bonded Pairs. I intend to ask if she will exam Carisia in private. I want her to establish a private connection between the three of us. We could no doubt do it… but since your abilities seem to be manifesting themselves now considering your little display today… I thought it better if she be the one. I am also going to ask her to delve a little deeper with Carisia, with her permission. There is something about the way she acts around Thast that does not fit who she is.”

Sadi blinked. “You suspect something?”

“I’m not entirely sure.” Andro said. “I’ll know more tomorrow and I will tell you. You however, you need to speak with Helen at length about today. And whatever else you may feel inside you KertaGai.”

“I… that came as quite a surprise to me Andro.” She said. “I didn’t know my abilities would… would grow so blatant so quickly. It was… it was frightening.”
“No doubt. This Walonn fellow was very lucky. Bren told me afterwards that had you connected with the blow you were going to use… he would be very dead.” Andro spoke. “I must make it a point to never anger you KertaGai.”

 “Well… your hands upon my body will never elicit that type of reaction.” Sadi said with a smile. “So you have no worries there.”
Andro’s hands slipped inside her robe and cupped her firm ass, pulling her closer to him as he released his aura and let it swarm around Sadi. He watched as her green eyes closed in enchantment and he leaned forward to nuzzle the valley between her breasts. “What kind of reaction will my hands upon your body elicit KertaGai?” He asked in a low growl.

Sadi smiled seductively. “Oh no!” She said quickly pushing his head back and reaching down to pick up the plate again. “You did this to me last night and I was starving for the better part of the entire day!”

“I thought we had fun?” He spoke with a smile.

“We had enormous fun.” Sadi agreed. “But we still need to eat Andro.” She held out the fork with a large piece of meat on it. “Don’t worry… you can have me for desert.”

“I will hold you to that KertaGai.” He said.

Sadi smiled. “And if you eat everything… I might even find some sweet caramel topping that you can pour on my body and then lick off.”

Andro’s eyes grew a little wider at this. “Now that sounds like it would be delicious.” He said.

“Then eat.” Sadi spoke pushing the meat into his mouth. “No deserts until you eat.”

“Now you sound like my mothers.” He groused as he chewed.

Sadi leaned forward and extended her tongue to lick the edge of his ear with the tip while she ground her hips down on his, pressing her warm mound hard against his rapidly thickening cock. “Your mothers can not do to you what I do my love.” She whispered seductively in his ear.

Andro trembled as her female aura swirled around him. “Give me the plate!” He barked as Sadi chuckled.

SPARTA

ROYAL VILLA


Dysea stepped onto the patio in her customary robe and holding the mug of coffee in both her hands. Her platinum blond hair was still somewhat ruffled as it fell over her shoulders down her back. The sun was already rising above the trees and she guessed the time around mid-morning. She always prided herself on being able to tell the time by the position of the sun, and it was something she had grown extremely good at over the years. 

Something had woken her this morning however. A sense of something that was wrong. Isabella and Aricia had already risen to meet with Vonis, and Dysea had extracted herself from For’mya’s arms on the bed, Anja spooned up against For’mya’s back, her arms wrapped around her. She had smiled at the look of pure, blissful satisfaction on For’mya’s face as she rose to her feet. It was the same look that she and the others wore the next morning after Nauta Melme took them with such intensity and passion that it made them scream. She had pulled on her robe and made her way to the kitchen for a mug of Aricia’s coffee and then walked out here, unable to shake the feeling that something was wrong. As the wind shifted she smelled him easily and turned.

Martin was still wearing only his black pants and sitting in one of the large lounge chairs on the patio, the mug of coffee in his hand. Dysea turned to move to him, her emerald green eyes gazing upon his powerful tattooed body and feeling her own desire for him rising. Only she and Martin had tattoos on their bodies in any large number. Bella and several small ones that she had talked her into getting over the years, but nothing like what she and Martin had. She watched his dark brown eyes turn to look at her as she walked up and without a word he made room for her in the chair between his legs. Dysea settled there, sitting lotus style and she leaned back against his hard chest.

“You could not sleep either Nauta Melme?” She spoke softly.

Martin shook his head. “I been awake since a few hours after Kinsoaurgai and I returned to the villa.” He said.

“Something woke you?” Dysea asked.

Martin nodded. “A feeling really Melda Min. Like something was wrong.”

Dysea nodded. “That is what woke me as well.” She said. 
Martin leaned forward and nuzzled her elven ear gently. Dysea smiled and pushed back against him even more. “You have seen nothing Melda Min?” He asked.

Dysea shook her head. “I have not had a vision in several months.” She answered. “This feeling… it is not about something on Earth I can say that. It is too distant… too faint.”

Martin nodded. “It is the same for me. Just on the edge. It does not concern our children. Only Normya is off world and that is the first thing I checked. I contacted Apo Prime Center when I woke and they said she left nearly twenty hours ago. She and Toral were going to return via Gate 24. It was a longer route around the Dzorina Cluster and Asteroid Belt, but it is much less traveled. They wouldn’t have to wait at the Jump Gates for commercial traffic to pass. You know how impatient she is sometimes.”

Dysea smiled. “Yes I do.”

“I had them check Gate Usage Control and she hadn’t gone through Gate 24 yet, but Toral more than likely got her to travel at a more sedate speed and she knows Arrarn and Sadi won’t need her for a least a few days.” Martin said. “I expect we’ll hear from her within twenty hours or so once they clear the Gate and are on their last leg. Of all our children… fever or not… Normya is the one less likely to get into trouble and I don’t worry about her as much because of that. She has your calm about her.”

“She is somewhat embarrassed Nauta Melme.” Dysea said.
“About what?” Martin asked confused.

“Her Coming of Age fever.” Dysea answered. “It was stronger than she was letting others see. She was fighting very hard to keep from snapping at people. I believe she welcomed this opportunity to remain away from everyone so as not to embarrass them or herself. She thinks Zarah was handling it much better than her and she does not want to disappoint you.”

“Disappoint me?” Martin gasped. “Melda Min… I will be the first one to say that I have no desire to experience that part of what you and the others go through. I would go crazy. You, Aricia… all of you… you are far stronger in that regard than I am. She has nothing to be ashamed or embarrassed about.”

“She is young my love.” Dysea spoke. “I think she is taking her time as she returns to allow the strongest parts of the fever to pass. Toral is a fine young elf male and he cares for her a great deal. He will not be affected in the least by her mood. I think he often wishes there was more between them.”

Martin nodded. “He’s a stand up young man. I wouldn’t blink if something developed between them.”

Dysea turned her head and settled her eyes upon him. “She thinks you would rather see her with a Lycavorian male. Someone like you.”
Martin chuckled. “Thank god there is only one of me then. I darn sure wouldn’t want her to mate with someone like me.” He said. “And I would never tell her who she can enter into a relationship with. That is one thing we all agreed on. We would let our children find their own way. We have done that… and that hasn’t worked out so bad.” 
“I have told Normya that as well.” Dysea said with a smile. “She is just as stubborn as you however.”

“Yeah… well I seem to have passed that trait on to all my children.” He said with a grin. “Sometimes it’s downright annoying when they hit me with it.”

Dysea laughed now as well. “They are forging their own lives Nauta Melme. They are our future. The future of the Union. We must always let them find their own path no matter what we may think. No matter what we may feel. Our past is not their past and we must not hold them to that.” 

Martin nodded his head slowly. “I know.” He said softly.

Dysea sipped her coffee slowly enjoying the feel of his body against hers and how he wrapped his aura around her. “This dinner tonight troubles you doesn’t it?”

Martin shrugged. “Not really.” He answered. 

“Nauta Melme… fool Deia and Panos if you must… but you can not fool us.” Dysea said. “Having the Kavalians here troubles you.”

“There are too many unknowns.” Martin said. “Too many questions.”

“Martin… do you wish me to sit in on the talks with For’mya and Deia?” She asked softly. “Perhaps having both Kinsoaurgai and I there will give us a better understanding and picture of what they are really seeking. Our inherent skills tend to compliment each other very well.”

Martin shook his head quickly. “No. Dinner here is one thing… but I want you and Anja to remain out of the loop where it concerns the Coven and Kavalians. I don’t like having three of my Queens so uncovered with two races that have shown no love for us in the past. I won’t expose you or Anja if it is not needed.” 

“Then Lynwe and Vengal asked if I would join them with Aihola in Delmah and help them to plan what you want her to do concerning the Kavalians.” Dysea said. “I won’t do that if it troubles you.”

“That is fine Melda Min. You and Vengal were raised on small unit operations… just like Danny and I. Just like the Drow. Better to have our best people planning and executing that.” He answered. “And it keeps you out of direct contact with them as much as possible.”
Dysea nodded. “Iriral and I will fly over later today then. I will return in time for the dinner.” She said.

Martin nodded. “I had Riall schedule a full military readiness briefing for two days from now. That is where I want you and Anja with me. We can pass the details to the others later.”

“I will contact GUC and have them inform me when Normya exits Gate 24.” She said. “From there she should return within twenty hours as you said.”

Martin nodded. “Then why doesn’t that feeling go away.” He said softly.

VANGRA 9 TT

“Ja’narie?” Esther asked turning in her chair to look at her.


Ja’narie was monitoring the two sensor screens at her station intently, using low power passive scans to sweep the area in front of them. They were stopped just inside the edge of the Cluster and looking out on the brownish red planet before them. She shook her head slowly. “I can detect nothing.” She said softly.


“Could he have given up?” Normya’s voice filled their cockpit.


Esther’s laugh held no humor in it. “I sincerely doubt it.” She spoke. “Targeting you is no small affair Normya Leonidas. And considering the way it happened, I would hazard a guess and say he had help among your own people. He did not just randomly appear by that section of the border. He knew you were coming.”


“The Chief Engineer who supposedly fixed my ship?” Normya asked in disbelief.


“Or someone with similar access to your ship yes.” Esther agreed.


“But why?” Normya asked the question to no one in particular.


“You said this Gareld mentioned something when you saw him on Jagaliu.” Toral’s voice spoke now.


“Not directly.” Esther answered as her eyes swept the stars in front of them. “Only that he had a much larger profit to make. If that profit however, if it was somehow related to capturing you… he would not give up I assure you.”


“That’s a big if Esther.” Normya spoke.


“Perhaps… but the fused explosive on your main LSD Drive Coil did not get there by itself now did it?” Esther spoke.


“Point taken.” Normya said.


“My son tells me that you must have discovered it. The explosives charge I mean.” Esther said. “That is why you were conducting a power deceleration just before hitting the Gate.”


“We brought the ship back from Earth to be fixed. It had micro fissures in the LSD Drive Coil Manifold.” Normya said. “During transit to Gate 24 we discovered they had not been fixed like we thought and that is when Toral discovered the charge. Your… your son Esther… he is very knowledgeable.”


Esther chuckled. “Tir’ut has been flying our ships since he was five years old.”


“I have crashed a couple of them too.” Tir’ut’s voice exclaimed. They heard Normya laugh softly.


“Striking the Gate probably saved your lives then.” Esther said. 


“What do you mean?”


“Tir’ut says when your starboard nacelle collided with the Gate and was torn off; the chain reaction created by the JB-19 compound in the explosive charge was stopped. It did not continue and destroy the rest of your engine core. It did however react to the compounds of the Gate when your impact damaged it and that is why the Gate was obliterated in the ensuing explosion.” Esther said.

“Your son seems to know an awful lot about explosives too.” Normya said.


“You can thank his father and older brother for that knowledge.” Esther replied the note of disapproval very evident in her voice. “Something I will be speaking with his father about when we return home.”


“He is a Pureblood too? Like you.” Normya asked.


Esther turned to look at Tir’ut who met her eyes. “Yes.” Esther replied. “Pure of heart as well.”


Tir’ut rolled his eyes with a smile and turned to look at the console to his left. “How much longer before your seals fail?” He asked.


“Nineteen minutes.” Normya answered immediately.


“Mother… we can not wait any longer.” Tir’ut said turning to look at her. “If Gareld is out there… he is within the Cluster just as we are and we will not detect him until he attacks. At least if we surge forward now, we can cover her as best we are able and she will still be able to maneuver somewhat.”


Esther nodded. “Which camp?” She asked.


“Have her make for the Northern continent mother.” Fash’ka spoke now. “The camp is three hundred and twelve kilometers from the northern coast on a bearing of 5723.9. It has the largest pad clearing and the most modern facilities.”


“Normya Leonidas?” Esther spoke.


“5723.9 from the northern coast.” She replied. “I got it.”


“Whatever you do…” Tir’ut spoke. “Stop for nothing. If Gareld is out there… and it is likely… we will draw him away from you. Head straight for the planet. Do not attempt to help us. Land at the facility… you will find the security code for the barracks under the largest Oklan tree as you come up the path. Take whatever supplies and weapons you can carry and head for the mountains. There are transmitters powerful enough to reach your Union. Contact them and call for aide. Gareld will be looking for you so do not stop for very long in one place. Travel only by day and make sure you are well hidden and secure at night. The creatures on Yocetu are not exactly tame and friendly.”


“Wait!” Normya called out quickly. “I thought we were going to transfer to your ship and then leave.”


“And we will…” Esther said. “That is what you must do if we do not make it Normya Leonidas.”


“Why… why are you helping us like this?” Normya asked suddenly. “Risking your lives?”


“If you die out here in The Wilds Normya Leonidas… it will bring your father out of Union territory on a mission of vengeance and death.” Esther spoke. “He will sweep through The Wilds like a supernova until he has found Gareld and all those responsible and slaughtered them. Many others will be swept up in that torrent. Protecting you now… that ultimately protects us and what we have built.”


“Why would my father care what you have built in The Wilds?” Normya asked. “He does not even know you exist. Whoever you are. Why would he have a quarrel with you?”


“That is a story for another time perhaps.” Esther said.


“What do you mean? Do you know my father? Does he know you?” Normya asked the questions.

“Enough talk.” Tir’ut’s voice echoed. “I’m heading out in ten seconds. Stay right on my tail unless I have to break away! Remember what I told you il kal'daka darthirii. Do not hesitate and do not pause.”


“I won’t.”


Tir’ut nodded. “Then here we go!”


Tir’ut fed full power to his engines and the VANGRA 9 leaped from the edge of the Torana Cluster, the TYPE II directly behind them. “Fash’ka… weapons brother?”


“I am ready.” Fash’ka spoke from the smaller seat in the next compartment behind the cockpit. 


“She’s with us.” Esther called out.


Tir’ut nodded. “She is a superior pilot to have kept her ship together this long.” He spoke as his own eyes swept the stars all around them as they hurtled for the planet.


Esther looked at him oddly hearing something in his voice. The loud beeping made her head snap around fully however.


“Contact!” Ja’narie screamed. “Contact! Bontawillian Frigate bearing three five seven nine point two! Breaking from inside the Cluster! Shields at full power!”


“Range Ja’narie!” Fash’ka shouted calmly.


“Three million kilometers and closing fast!” Ja’narie barked in reply.


“Mother… the next time Fash’ka and I suggest you let us kill someone… please allow us to do so.” Tir’ut snapped. “It could very well save us from circumstances like this.”

“I agree!” Fash’ka echoed.


“I’m beginning to see where that possibly would have been the best course of action now my sons!” Esther popped as she adjusted her controls. “Auxiliary power to engines Tir’ut!”

“Il kal'daka darthirii break now!” Tir’ut barked as he yanked the VANGRA 9 over in a gut wrenching ninety degree turn and headed straight for the much larger ship.


Normya slammed the TYPE II into as hard a left turn as she was able considering the damage they had and pointed the nose of her ship directly at the northern continent on the planet in front of her.

“What did he call you?” Toral yelled as he fed power to their sublight engines.


“It’s the vampire ancient language!” Normya barked out. “It means She-Wolf Elf!”


“Not very original!” Toral said.


Normya grinned as she fought with her controls. “I sort of like it.” She said.


“Bah! There’s no telling about some people’s taste!” Toral barked.

BONTAWILLIAN FRIGATE


“The VANGRA 9 is breaking right for us!” Sandur yelled. “The TYPE II is continuing on course towards Yocetu!”


“The markings indicate it is the same VANGRA 9 that left Jagaliu when we did!” An Evolli spoke from the side of the bridge.


“It’s Esther!” Gareld snapped. “It has to be!”


“The Pureblood from Jagaliu?” 


Gareld nodded as he rose from his seat. “Yes.”


“Why would she be helping the half breed daughter of Leonidas?” Sandur asked.


“I don’t know!” Gareld growled. “We’ll find out after we capture the elf bitch! Come to course three one nine mark six! Target two TR9 missiles on the VANGRA 9! Two more on the TYPE II! Disable both ships! Once we collect our prize, we’ll return to get Esther!”


“Missiles ready!”


“Fire!”

VANGRA 9


“They are firing!” Ja’narie screamed. “Two missiles on us! Two at the TYPE II!”


“What kind of missiles Ja’narie?” Esther barked.


“TR9s!” She replied instantly.


“He wants to capture me.” Esther spoke softly. “Well he will find I do not capture easily. Fash’ka!”


“I have them!” Fash’ka’s calm voice replied. He was no stranger to ship combat and there was not much that fazed him anymore. Unless of course you included the dark haired Immortal female sitting only meters away from him. “Firing Anti-Missile Interceptors!” All of them heard the distinct hum of the missile launcher extending and then the swoosh of the six ripple fired missiles as they left the launcher. “AMIs away!” He yelled. “Reloading with Z-load Impact Warheads!”

“Fash’ka I’m adjusting five degrees!” Tir’ut called. “We need to cover the TYPE II!”


“Understood! Targeting engines and shields!”


“Don’t miss brother!” Tir’ut snapped.

GARELD’S SHIP


“Missiles!” Gareld shouted.


“Six AMIs! Targeting our TR9s!” Sandur replied.


“VANGRA 9’s are not armed!” Gareld protested turning to look at Sandur.


“This one is! Launcher extended from the top of the ship!” Sandur barked. “They are adjusting course! They are trying to protect the TYPE II!”


“Match their course and increase speed!” Gareld bellowed. “Time to impact on the TR9s!”

Sandur shook his head. “They got three of them!” He snarled. “The last one is targeting the TYPE II! Time to impact twelve seconds! It will hit in the atmosphere!”


“Carians that vampire can fly!” Normya gasped as they looked at the lone sensor that worked between their seats. They had watched as the VANGRA 9 dipped and turned and swatted the missiles from the stars with a volley of their own.


“Entering the atmosphere!” Toral called. “Four minutes on the seals!


Normya brought her head up and looked at her instruments. “Rout power to the inertia dampeners!” Normya barked. “The smoother the ride the longer they will last!”


The TYPE II began to vibrate badly, the entire ship shaking and rattling like they were in the middle of a hurricane. 


“Toral!” Normya screamed as she fought with the controls.


“Atmospheric force fields have failed in all sections! Bulkhead stress is rapidly reaching critical!” Toral shouted shaking his head. “We’re on fire Normya!” Additional alarms began blaring and he turned his head to the side console. “Sibfla!” He gasped.


“What now!”


“Missile! Port side! Impact in five seconds!”


“Missile!” Normya screamed. 


“Turn Normya! Turn!”


Normya threw the TYPE II into a vicious full power turn, the damaged bulkheads of the ship groaning loudly in protest over the abuse. “Come on! Come on!”

The TR9 missile was meant to incapacitate a ship’s power supply when it struck. The small explosive charge would detonate the larger amount of Metrionic particles which would in turn effectively release an electro-pulse that would shut down the drive of smaller ships. It was not meant to be used in atmospheric conditions however, and the effect was very telling. The small warhead exploded directly over the top of the TYPE II, the brute force of the small but powerful explosion slamming down on the rear portion of the ship, adding more stress to the already overworked bulkheads. As the force of the missile drove the ship down and the thermal layers in the atmosphere pushed the ship upwards, the hull of the TYPE II cracked open like an eggshell even as Normya tried to recover control and yanked the ship this way and that.

The stressed bulkhead tiers holding the port nacelle to the ship snapped like twigs and the TYPE II went into a brutal, out of control spin from which no one could recover.

VANGRA 9


“No!” Tir’ut screamed.


Esther’s eyes were wide as well, even as the swoosh of more missiles leaving the launcher filled the cockpit. “Tir’ut!” She gasped.


“I can’t tell!” He shouted as he turned the VANGRA 9 over. “I can’t see anything beyond the damn clouds!”

“The ship broke in half Tir’ut!” Ja’narie spoke from her chair. “Could… could they survive that?”


“Tir’ut… follow them in!” Esther shouted now. “Gareld can not follow with anything more than Assault Pods! We must get to the crash site first!”


“Hits!” Fash’ka shouted joyfully. “I have hits!”


Ja’narie turned back to her screen. “The frigate has lost engine power! Fash’ka you did it!” She exclaimed. “Their main engines took a direct hit! Their shields are holding but down to fifty-three percent! They are stopping!”


“Not for long! Gareld didn’t expect us to be armed! He’ll send out pods! Tir’ut go! Go now!” Esther barked. “We must find them first!”

Tir’ut turned the VANGRA 9 into the atmosphere of Yocetu and quickly disappeared from view.

EARTH

SODRAG

“Deni… ohhhh… wait! Ahhhhhhh! Denaliiii!!”


Lisisa shuddered almost violently, the orgasm ripping through her and her hands grasping at his powerful calves for support, as Denali squatted above her and sank every thick wonderful inch of his eleven inch cock into her spasming pussy. She was on all fours on the bed, her face and chest pressed into the soft mattress and her smooth perfect ass and hips angled upwards for maximum penetration. Denali squatted over her easily, his large, strong hands pulling her hips upwards even as he drove his huge cock down into her. She felt his powerful aura embrace her, setting her body and nerves on fire, and just as his entire cock bottomed out within her depths her orgasm hit.

They had been making love for three hours now, Denali almost tireless in his actions, his aura keeping her very wet, very willing and oh so happily engaged. Fear of not being caught by anyone always increased their desire for each other. Here at SODRAG they knew no one would discover them as their bungalows were on the far end of the area quad, quite a long walk from the main courtyard in the center of the bungalow quad. Combined with the new knowledge that their grandmother had passed to them just this afternoon, this played a role in their increased craving for each other. Though Denali had been pretty sure there were no laws prohibiting them from being together, hearing that same news from Gorgo had sent both of them in to a sexual frenzy upon returning to their adjoining bungalows. Denali had long ago cut a large section out of the wall between their bungalows, and then moving the furniture around in both rooms to hide the open entrance with the large wall lockers. He made it so they were easy enough to roll to the side and give them access into each other’s rooms. The moment either of them returned to the bungalows they slid aside the wall locker.

Denali clenched his teeth and lowered his head to the back of Lisisa’s shoulder, gripping her tightly as her orgasm ripped through her. He remained still above her thinking of anything but the incredible tightness and warmth of her clenching pussy to stave off his own eruption. Lisisa was clenching and unclenching her fists on his calves, her raven hair askew in every direction, her eyes tightly shut. Her maple and wheat scent filled his senses to overflowing and he basked in the caress of her female aura as it swarmed around him possessively. He felt the shudders in her lush body reduce only a small fraction as the strongest part of her orgasm began to subside and then he began to move inside her. He smiled as Lisisa’s eyes flew open as she felt him withdraw almost his entire thick cock, for she knew what he intended. He wrapped his arms under her shoulders grabbing her large firm breasts and pulled her upper body off the bed, clutching her to him. Lisisa released his calves and grabbed his powerful arms in anticipation of what he was going to do.

“Deenniiii!” Lisisa cried out as he rammed his entire length into her once more with total and devastating power. Her eyes almost rolled into the back of her head as he began to stroke into her with powerful and utterly dominating eleven inch strokes. The bulbous head of his cock would strike deep inside her when he bottomed out within her depths, sending electric jolts of heavenly bliss ripping through her. He filled her so completely in this way… stretching the walls of her pussy until she was quivering in continuous satisfaction. “Ohhh… ohhhh… carians… nubou lae mathaa aur enyla! Nubou lae mathaa!”

Denali smiled and felt his chest swell with pride and commitment. When Lisisa began crying out to him in the ancient language he knew he had possessed her. He sped up his thrusts into her tight body just as she asked him, his large balls slapping against her firm, tanned ass cheeks. Their auras entwined and wrapped around each other, their different scents filling their nostrils, the smell of both their excitement and sex saturating the room. They did not care in the least.
Lisisa gripped his powerful arm tighter, pressing her face to his large bicep as she held on for dear life, whimpering in delight every time his controlling cock crashed deeply into her. Pleasure unlike anything they had shared until now was coursing through her and she knew it was because of what they had discovered. They were so much closer to their goal of being able to announce their love for each other. She clenched her teeth, shoving back with her hips on his downward drives, wanting to feel him even deeper. She heard his breathing increase next to her ear and she smiled inwardly, knowing he was close to filling her. No matter what else happened in her life from now forward, as long as she had Denali, nothing else would matter to her. He filled her senses, both her wolf and vampire senses, unlike anything she had ever experienced.

“Lisi…” His voice gasped. “Lisi… I’m close!”

Lisisa’s eyes grew wide and she turned her head even as he continued to pile drive his beautiful cock into her. “Deni… Deni… Usstan ssinssrin ulu tyav dos ussta ssinssrigg!” She rasped out the words as she pressed her lips to his cheek. “Usstan ssinssrin ulu tyav dos vel'drav dos doer wu'suul uns'aa ussta ssinssrigg!” (I want to taste you when you come inside me my love)
Denali’s head lifted suddenly, pulling away and she felt his strong hands grasp her legs. Lisisa cried out softly as he pressed her down to the bed, barely missing a stroke into her drenched pussy, and he began to rotate her body slowly. It was a long, slow torturous rotation for Lisisa as she was shuddering almost violently in continuous orgasms. Denali held one of her legs as he turned her, stopping only to lick her calf as he brought her leg around in front of him. Then she was facing him and his upper body came down on hers without hesitation, crushing her large breasts to his steel hard chest. He slid his hands under her firm ass cheeks, tucked his face into the hollow of her throat and began pile driving her with all the power at his command. Lisisa’s arms flew around his broad shoulders and she sobbed loudly in joyous abandon. She locked her ankles at the small of his back, his strength such that he was able to keep pounding her much smaller frame with all that he was. 
“Lisi… Lisi…” He cried out against the side of her neck. “Lisi… you… you are mine!” He gasped.
Lisisa felt his cock expand in size within her as he rammed home one final time. She felt every thick inch of his shaft swell; the veins spreading the walls of her clutching pussy in belly contracting delirium. His large balls tightened against her upturned ass, the head of his huge cock ballooned against the bottom of her womb and her forest green eyes went wide as the first jet of his searing hot cum blasted into her belly. 
Lisisa’s fangs burst forth then, and with no hesitation in the least she sank those fangs into Denali’s thick neck. His spicy tasting blood, the most delicious nectar she had ever tasted, splashed across her taste buds and triggered her own staggering orgasm. His arms crushed her to him, his own orgasm’s intensity nearly triple in greatness as his cum roared from his cock into her depths. Denali Leonidas had barely felt the brief pain of her fangs piercing his skin, he had long ago grown accustom to that, and he welcomed it now with all that he was. He didn’t see Lisisa’s eyes close in unearthly bliss as her orgasm stampeded through her out of control with all the power of an erupting volcano. He didn’t see the look of dreamlike worship spread across her beautiful face as she fed on the blood of the only man she would ever truly love even as he filled her to overflowing with his essence.
“…is your sister by blood!” Denali spoke from the bed. He was sitting with his back against the headboard, watching as Lisisa padded across the room towards him with two glasses. They had moved to Lisisa’s bungalow now as they basked in the feelings after their lovemaking. Deni or she would change the sheets of his bed in the morning before he went on duty. “Now that Andro has gotten rid of that idiot Thast you should spend more time with her.”

Lisisa looked at him on the bed, the sheet barely covering his now flaccid cock, and leaving the rest of his delicious body for her eyes to take in. She wore one of his oversized dark tank top shirts that fell just below her thighs. She climbed back onto the bed and settled between his legs holding out the glass of juice to him. He had refused the juice the first time she had taken his blood, but the next morning he found himself weaker than normal and he had not hesitated to drink it since. The two small puncture marks on his neck were almost gone and would fade by morning easily. Lisisa’s body hummed in delight as she pressed back against his chest and his hand came up to stroke her shoulder.


“I know.” Lisisa spoke softly. “I don’t want to make it any more awkward between her and Yuri however.”


Denali chuckled. “How awkward do you think it will be when she reveals to everyone that she is Andro and Sadi’s mate?”

Lisisa turned to look at him. “They have…”


Deni shook his head quickly as he sipped the juice. “No… not yet. But I know you can sense it whenever she is with either of them. The desire is almost a palpable thing.”

Lisisa nodded. “Yes.”


“Andro and Sadi will have to curb that desire soon, or even those who are not wolf will sense it.” Deni spoke with a grin.


Lisisa slapped his bare knee. “Pig.” She retorted.


“It will happen soon enough I think. Does that upset you Lisi?” He asked after a moment. “What Andro and Sadi feel for her? What Carisia obviously feels for them?”


Lisisa shook her head instantly. “No!” She sipped her own glass of cloned blood. “It makes me very happy to know that she will be loved in a way only a Leonidas can love.” She turned her face to look at him. “Like you love me.”


Deni kissed her then. A kiss filled with passion and want. “Like I will always love you.” He said softly.


Lisisa smiled dreamily looking into his eyes. “There is something far stronger between them than we understand. Something that no one will ever come between.”


“Then what holds you back from being her sister?” Deni asked.


“I don’t wish Yuri to pull her from the training because she gets close to me.” Lisisa said. “I can still feel the hatred that woman has for me. Because father saved me and her plans to use me to kill him were never successful. I can feel it every time I look at her.”


Deni shook his head. “Andro won’t let that happen.” He said confidently. “Carisia’s bond with Anthar is powerful… almost on a par with you and Jeth and Aradace and I. With continued training she will surpass even us and that does not include what she will gain from Andro and Sadi. You saw that Sadi’s abilities are beginning to manifest themselves now?”

Lisisa nodded with a smile. “It surprised her.” She said softly. “I’ve never felt the level of power that is within Sadi from someone who is not bonded to a dragon.”

Deni downed the rest of his juice and placed the glass on the table. He wrapped his arms around Lisisa’s waist and pulled her tight, nuzzling her ear and neck. “I have thought much about what our brother said to Arrarn and I on the beach that night.” He said. “He is right you know…”

Lisisa turned her head slightly to look at him. He had told her everything they had talked about. He never held back from her, just as she never kept anything from him. “That this is our time?”

Deni nodded slowly. “What we do now could well alter the future Lisi. We should not let father’s issues with Yuri affect what we do. Andro certainly is not and more than any of us he is more like father.”

Lisisa nodded. “He is beginning to come out from under father’s shadow I think.” She said.

“What has father told all of us for all of our lives?” Deni asked her.

“Blood before all else.” Lisisa said instantly.

Deni nodded. “Blood before all else. Carisia is your blood Lisi. And while she will have Andro and Sadi soon enough I think; she will always need you. For only you have experienced what she goes through now. And that is where she will need your help. To break away as you did. To become her own woman.”
“When did you become such a skilled halludvigius?” Lisisa asked him with a smile. (Psychologist)

Deni grinned and shrugged his broad shoulders. “It must be all my sisters and mothers rubbing off on me.” He answered with a grin. “Not to mention the Feravomir and grandmother Gorgo. With so many women around it’s hard not to learn some of these things. You should hear Andro talk.”

Lisisa downed the last of her cloned blood and pressed back further against his bulk relishing in his aura as it filled her senses. The warmth of his body made her tingle and she smiled dreamily. “Never in all my years before father rescued me did I ever imagine I would love someone as much as I love you Denali. You had not even been born yet, but that didn’t stop me from dreaming you would come one day. Hold me aur enyla. I want to fall asleep with your arms around me.”
Deni took her glass from her hand and placed it next to his on the table before turning back and wrapping his arms around her. “That is something you will never have to ask me to do twice.” He said.

Lisisa smiled and wrapped her arms around his as she closed her eyes enjoying the feel of his body and the steady breathing of his lungs. 

Yes… this is what she so enjoyed, even more than their lovemaking. Falling asleep in the arms of the man who was just as devoted to her as she was to him.

YOCETU
THE WILDS


“Fash’ka you and Ja’narie stay with the ship!” Esther ordered as she and Tir’ut moved quickly into the back of the VANGRA 9.


“Mother we…” Fash’ka began to protest.


“Tir’ut and I can blur as well as use the shadows Fash’ka.” Esther turned and explained to him. “These are skills you and Ja’narie do not have. We can move and cover more ground quickly and remain undetected. And I would much rather have the two of you covering us than any others.”


Fash’ka sighed and nodded his head. “You are right mother.” He stated gently.


“Take the ship to the camp.” Esther spoke. “Activate its defenses and wait for us. We have a general idea of the crash site. We will join with you in several hours. If we call… come to us immediately.”


Ja’narie held out the data pad. “I have plotted where both sections went down Esther.” She spoke. “They are several kilometers apart, but we are closest to the portion that held the cockpit. I suggest beginning your search there.”


“And if you don’t find her?” Fash’ka spoke.


“We will find her!” Tir’ut snapped as he pulled the SA80 AR from the rack on the wall and charged the weapon. He turned and held it out to his mother as Fash’ka looked at him. Esther took it and Tir’ut pulled down another and did the same thing before turning to look at his older brother.


“Jous nau ka'lith dalninuk. Fridj 'zil ilharn keer udossa.” Fash’ka spoke holding out his arm. (Show no mercy brother. Just as father taught us.)

Tir’ut grasped his brother’s forearm tightly. “Usstan xuat inth ulu dalninuk.” (I don’t intend to brother.)

That had been an hour ago and now Tir’ut was not so sure. 
The forward section of the TYPE II was buried in the soft dirt almost covering the entire cockpit view window. It had slammed into the ground nearly half a kilometer back, digging a long furrow in the hard ground, ripping trees from their perches effortlessly. Smoke still rose from the wreckage, several small fires burning along the outside as well as in the shattered remains of the interior. Nothing had come away unscathed, the bulkhead breached and shredded in dozens of places. The rear third of the ship was long gone several kilometers away, while this forward section had broken into two parts upon impact, but remained attached by the hundreds of cables and struts even as it plowed through the ground to its resting point here.


Tir’ut worked his way around the jagged edges of the torn ship and peered into the smoky interior. His long cape and cowl was billowing around him from the coolness of the breeze, the hood drawn up to protect against any liquid that might be dripping from torn lines of the many fluids that helped to power the ship and make everything work. It was also the best way to hide his true nature from others but still allow him the ability to move freely. His dark eyes were wide and all of his senses alert as he trained his SA80 AR in front of him. It was the standard assault rifle of his people, much improved upon from those his father and brother had brought with them when they first settled on Kranek. He sensed his mother come around the opposite side and move up next to him, her cloak and hood also pulled up.


“Tir’ut?” She asked softly.


“The cockpit is up there.” He said softly motioning with his SA80. “Do you smell the blood mother?”


Esther nodded. “Kochab and Evolli blood. Those they killed and were trapped on the ship when she vented the remainder of them into space.”


“The stair ways are crushed beneath the upper deck. We will have to climb up to reach it.” Tir’ut said.


“Let us be quick then my son.” Esther spoke. “Gareld will find the site just as easily as we have.”


Tir’ut nodded and moved with speed and grace that belied his Immortal size. It was something that had always amazed Cha’talla about his sons with Esther. All of them possessed uncanny grace and could move far faster than any normal Immortal even when they weren’t blurring. His many hours and days training with his father had honed Tir’ut’s skills to that of a finely tuned precision machine. Esther followed him into the shattered remains of the rear of the ship and directly over to where the upper deck had collapsed into the lower deck. The dragon pens were bent and twisted almost beyond recognition. Tir’ut grasped a piece of cable and hauled himself up onto the upper deck which was now canted at a steep sixty degree angle. He used the cable to steady himself and then he held out his hand to her. Esther didn’t pause and grasped his hand. Using his immense strength Tir’ut lifted her easily and half tossed her up onto the level portion of the upper deck. She landed cat like and turned to reach out to him. Once they were both on the upper deck, Tir’ut hefted his SA80 once more and moved quickly to the entrance of the cockpit.


Esther followed him in, her own SA80 held out in front of her as Cha’talla had trained her ruthlessly on and her eyes went as wide as Tir’ut’s. The upper bulkhead of the cockpit above the pilot and co-pilot seats was open to the sun pouring in from the gaping hole. All of the instrument panels were destroyed beyond use, many of them dangling from their cables and hardpoints.

And both pilot seats were gone.


Tir’ut lowered his SA80 in confusion and moved forward while Esther looked around. “Where are the seats?” She asked looking up into the open top of the cockpit once more. “Something did not just reach down and rip them out while leaving the rest of the bulkhead intact.” She stated.


Tir’ut knelt between the two vacant areas where the seats would have been and looked at the deck. He saw the blackened marks on both sides and he reached down to run his fingers across the deck. He brought it back up and sniffed it. “I believe that is exactly what happened mother.” He said.


“What do you mean?” Esther asked.


Tir’ut looked up at the opening above them. “Look at the precision of the opening mother.” He said pointing to the edges. “They are not jagged as if it was torn open. It was a shaped charge… meant to blow an opening in the surface of the hull.”


“What? Why?” Esther asked.


Tir’ut stood back up and held up his fingers. “Explosive compound.” He spoke. “MX Nine by the smell of it. A powerful Union explosive.”


“Why would they put explosives under their own seats Tir’ut?” Esther asked. “They…” Her eyes went wide. “An ejection system?” She gasped.


Tir’ut nodded. “Similar to an escape pod… but meant for the pilots alone.” He replied. “Just enough to blow open a hole above them and launch their seats clear of the ship.”


“Who would be insane enough to develop something like that?” Esther exclaimed. “Let alone use it.”

Tir’ut smiled. “You forget mother… the head of Union Operations is a human who came with the Lycavorian King from the past. It is said he was an exceptional pilot. This was something standard on all the human flying craft of that time.”


“How do you know that?” Esther asked.


Tir’ut grinned. “You insisted we know as much about history as we could when we were growing mother.” He answered. “Part of the history you gave to us was human history and that of the Lycavorian King.”


“Oh.” Esther spoke with a sheepish grin. “How do you suggest we find these seats then Tir’ut? We have no idea when they might have exited the ship as it was reentering the atmosphere.”


“They would have waited until the atmosphere was breathable.” Tir’ut said. He held up his wrist and tapped the metal band he wore there. “Fash’ka?”


“I am here brother.” Fash’ka answered immediately. “We are secure and the camp defenses have been activated. You and mother need to start heading back Tir’ut. Darkness is coming and you know what comes out on this world at night.”


“We will Fash’ka.” Tir’ut answered. “Have Ja’narie run a spectral scan Fash’ka. She is looking for traces of MX Nine. They had some sort of Ejection system in their ship brother. They would have punched out somewhere after the air became breathable. I estimate within ten kilometers of the ship itself.”


“Stand by.” Fash’ka spoke.


Esther looked at him. “What comes out at night Tir’ut?” She asked.


“This planet has many predators mother.” He answered. “It is why we come here to conduct our ritual hunts.”

“Yes… I’m well aware of that.” She said. “What comes out at night though that makes your brother’s voice tremble?”


“Tir’ut! You are right brother!” Fash’ka answered.


“Where are they?” Tir’ut demanded.


“The closest one is one kilometer west of your current location Tir’ut.” Ja’narie answered from the background. “Half a kilometer more past that is the second. Tir’ut… both of them are suspended in the air.”


Tir’ut nodded. “Very well. We are moving to the first site.”


“Be quick brother.” Fash’ka spoke. “You do not want to be caught outside the camp when the sun goes down. Leave that for Gareld and his fools.”


“We’re leaving now.” Tir’ut said.


“Tir’ut… what comes out at night?” Esther asked.


“Come mother… we must move quickly.” Tir’ut spoke turning to exit the cockpit.


Esther shook her head as she made to follow. “Uk zhah fridj 'zil veirus norrs 'zil ukt ilharn.” She muttered. (He’s just as closed mouth as his father.)



The whipping air and roar of explosives.


Toral shouting at her.


The flashes of her father and mothers and siblings that she would never see again.


Her beloved sister Zarah alone and weeping.


All these thoughts and so many more had whipped through her mind as they spun out of control, unable to stop the mad roll and plunge the TYPE II was in. Then the single flash of white light, the sound of more explosives and then her seat leaving the cockpit of her crippled ship behind. She remembered watching her ship spin out of control beneath her and then the enormous opening shock of the parachute above her snapped her head up with enough force and pain to cause her to scream out and then blackness washed over her.

As her eyes fluttered open now, these were the thoughts that rushed upon her.


And then the pain hit.


Normya Leonidas’s emerald green eyes flew open and she screamed in pure agony as unimaginable pain coursed through her the likes of which she had never felt before. Sharp, gut wrenching pain that pierced through her brain as her eyes changed and her wolf fangs burst forth instinctually. She shook her head back and forth as she clamped her mouth shut, her fangs clicking together loudly, her emerald wolf eyes tightly shut by rapidly filling with moisture and then flooding with salty tasting liquid that poured down her cheeks. After a long moment and a dozen deep breaths her eyes opened and she looked down slowly and saw the source of her agony.

Her right leg was skewered by a branch of some sort, easily two inches in diameter, and her blood soaking the ground some five meters below. The branch had snapped off during her plummet through the thick trees, leaving only the large piece sticking from her flesh. Normya groaned and lost whatever was in her stomach, vomiting into the air in front of her, the smell of her own bile adding to her misery. She hung her head limply, the straps from the parachute far above biting into her shoulders painfully. With a willful surge of strength she reached up and jerked the Hador fighting knife from its inverted sheath. The blade gleamed in the little light that was penetrating the canopy above her and with her rapidly fading strength she slashed at the shoulder strap on her right. The blade sliced through the reinforced strap easily and she groaned as she swung free and dangled from only one strap now, increasing the pressure and pain on the one shoulder. Switching the knife into her left hand she lifted the blade and placed it against the strap. 
Normya took a deep breath and slashed downward. 

 
Had she been uninjured, the fifteen foot drop would have been nothing to her. Now it was as if she fell hundreds of feet before her legs impacted the ground beneath her. Terrible pain ripped through her leg once more and before she even had time to scream once more, the pain overloaded her brain and she passed out.


Tir’ut lowered the body of the male elf to the ground as gently as he could; Esther guiding his actions carefully from the earth and laying out the limp form on the soft, moss covered dirt. Tir’ut had climbed the tree to get above the limp body and then cut through the straps easy enough and he lowered Toral’s broken elf body the three meters to the ground. Once he was fully down on the surface, Tir’ut righted himself and dropped easily to the jungle floor. He moved up next to his mother who knelt next to Toral examining his body with soft probes of her fingers.

“Mother?” He asked softly hoping for a miracle perhaps.


Esther shook her head slowly. “His neck is broken.” She said gently. “Whether from the plunge through the trees or the ejection I don’t know. Considering the bruising… I’d say his back and both his arms as well.”


Tir’ut looked up into the thick canopy above them, seeing the small opening his fall had made in the greenery above. “The Oklan trees are unyielding mother.” He said softly. “I hope he was not alive when he came through them.”


Esther got to her feet slowly and looked at her son. “He would have felt nothing the moment his back was broken Tir’ut. Whatever he hit on his descent snapped his spine in two cleanly. It had to have happened in the first seconds coming into the canopy. I am guessing that when his parachute finally snagged on the trees, it jerked him back so viciously it broke his neck as well.”


Tir’ut looked down at Toral’s form. “Dos malaruth lu'tois xuil bel'la dalninuk darthirii.” (You fought and died with honor brother elf.)

“Fre'sla xuil dosst phraktos nin wun gre'as'anto.” Esther echoed softly. (Stand with your gods now in peace.)


The piercing scream caused both their heads to whip around. It was a scream of pure unadulterated terror and it was definitely female. Tir’ut… son of the Immortal Cha’talla did not hesitate. Esther’s dark eyes went wide as her oldest son blurred in motion. He she could not track him and he was gone, disappearing into the jungle around them.

“Tir’ut wait!” She screamed before following.

Normya’s emerald eyes were wide in terror, as they had been from the moment she regained consciousness.


Her impaled leg was twisted beneath her, her whole body throbbing with pain, yet the only thing that occupied her attention right now was the tooth filled maw of the dark brown, leathery skinned creature that was looking upon her as it’s next meal.


The reptilian creature was easily two and a half meters long and a meter tall. Part of that length was the tail that lashed about wildly behind its muscular body, thin needle like black spikes protruding from a good portion of that same tail. It’s blazing brown eyes were sizing her up, it’s jaws wide and exposing flesh tearing teeth easily four inches long. Teeth that would shred her body without regard. Her wolf nose could detect the creature’s foul breath and only her fear kept Normya from vomiting at the stench of decay. Her Coming of Age fever was long forgotten, the pain lancing through her body an afterthought as Normya stared at her death. All she could do was pray it would be quick for she had not the strength to fight such a creature.


As the creature drew back its large head, opening its life ending jaws, Normya blinked at the blur of motion to her right. Her eyes grew wider as the creature roared in pain from the eight inch long blade that now tore through its lower jaw, piercing its mouth and tongue and ramming through the top of its long snout. Normya blinked once more and then the huge figure was standing next to the creature, pulling the long, ornately carved sword from a scabbard on his back. His face and body were covered with the long cloak and cowl, and she watched as if in slow motion the figure drew back the sword and plunged it through the neck of the creature completely, the bloody blade bursting from the other side of its flesh. With a bellow of rage it drew back its huge head, lifting the figure out of view.

Esther’s eyes were wide as she skidded to a stop next to Normya on the ground on her butt. Her hands gripped Normya’s shoulders as she witnessed the monster that Tir’ut was battling with. She had never been to this planet on the hunts. It was the one thing that Cha’talla and the other men had been adamant about. This was a male ritual of manhood and it would not do for females to accompany them. Esther was witnessing first hand why they had chosen this planet to begin with.

“Tir’ut!” She screamed in abject horror.


Tir’ut ignored her cry as he felt himself lifted off the ground. The Bancorik was one of the more prevalent hunters on this planet, the young ones even more deadly than the adults. They were not terribly bright… but they were lethal when there was more than one. “Take her and go mother!” Tir’ut screamed the command. “Now!”


“Tir’ut no!”


“Go now damn it!” Tir’ut screamed as he felt the Bancorik’s tail spikes graze his lower back and the stab of pain coursed through him.

Normya’s wide eyes looked at the beautiful face of Esther. “Esther?” She gasped. “How?”

Esther had happily been the wife of an Immortal for a quarter century now, and she knew well the voice of command, as well as the sound of an Immortal killing rage. She grabbed Normya’s shoulders tightly. “Come child! We must go! Quickly!”


“My leg!” Normya shouted as Esther tried to pull her up and pain filled her senses once more.


“You must get up Normya! You…” Esther blinked as the huge figure flew past her and she looked up to see Fash’ka leap upon the creature now, burying his own sword deeply into the Bancorik’s chest and underbelly and ripping upwards with all of his own Immortal strength. He dodged left as the creature swiped at him with lethal talons on its front legs even as its innards began to stain the ground beneath its body. 


The Bancorik’s roar of agony cut through the darkening sky even as Tir’ut ripped his sword free, spinning it elegantly as he lifted it high above his head and then drove it downward with all of his combined Immortal and vampire strength directly through its skull. The ritual Immortal sword, a weapon all of them carried as a reward after their first hunt, pierced all the way through the Bancorik’s huge head, slicing completely through the small brain of the creature and killing it instantly. Fash’ka tore his blade free just as Tir’ut did the same and they both leaped clear of the falling predator, Tir’ut landing lightly next to his brother as the body of the beast crashed to the ground with a massive thud and rush of air. A small cloud of dirt and vegetation leaped into the air around the creature as it came to its final resting spot.


“Are you insane brother?” Fash’ka exclaimed looking at Tir’ut. “Attacking an adolescent Bancorik by yourself? Have you truly gone mad now?”


Tir’ut reached down to yank his knife from the creature’s jaw. “I had no choice.” He replied turning to face his brother as he wiped the blade clean on his leg. “It was about to make a meal of il kal'daka darthirii.”


“There is always choice brother.” Fash’ka retorted. “Do you know what father would have done to me if that creature made a meal of you as well as your il kal’daka darthirii?”

Tir’ut looked at him and grinned under his cowl, his vampiric teeth gleaming in the gathering darkness. “We succeeded.” He said. “It is done!”


They turned when the high pitched roar filled the surrounding area. 


“Uh oh.” Fash’ka spoke softly, spinning his sword around expertly. “I believe it’s time to go.”


“Indeed.” Tir’ut agreed turning to where Esther held the female elf in her arms. He paused for a moment at the brightness of her platinum blond hair and emerald eyes, his breath catching in his throat. Another screech filled the night air and compelled him forward this time. He crossed the distance to them in three strides and tossed back his cowl as he squatted in front of them.


Normya’s eyes grew wide with fear when she saw his features. The very noticeable bone spurs protruding from his jaw line, though they were not as pronounced as the images she had seen of different Immortals. The semi sunken eye sockets were not as prominent either. His skin was different, more bronze in color than the gray she knew Immortals to have and he was simply huge. Easily as tall as her Uncle Danny and if she was any judge, extremely muscular. Yet there was no mistaking he was an Immortal.
He had blurred in motion. Immortals could not move like a vampire Normya knew… yet the one kneeling in front of her had done just that. Normya knew well the features of what she saw and she felt the cold fear grip her as she tried to scramble back away from him. Immortals had held her mother For’mya for weeks before her father rescued her. Part of her pilot training had been about never allowing yourself to be captured by High Coven Immortals. They were known to rape elven females simply because the elven female body was one of only a few female species that were able to accept their bullish sized male organs without injury. Unfortunately when that happened, it was usually a sentence of eternal servitude and addiction to the Immortal who broke them.

Elven females, no matter their training, would quickly become addicted to the chemical compounds in an Immortal’s semen. When those chemicals reacted with the elven females own chemical compounds in her body it created a powerful drug. It caused their bodies to crave what the Immortals could give them in their semen. It essentially turned them into willing sex slaves for all time; for there was no cure to how the chemicals reacted together and without continuous doses of that combined chemical the elven females would go completely insane within weeks. They would become mindless shells of their former selves and eventually they would be tossed aside and left to die. The only way to have those continued doses of the combined chemical was to become the slaves of Immortals.

“Immortal! No! Get away!” She hissed in terror. Her eyes darted to where Fash’ka drew back his cowl as well, exposing his pure, unaltered Immortal features. They were much more like the images Normya had seen of the Immortals growing up and her emerald eyes grew even wider.

Esther saw what was happening immediately and she grabbed Normya’s shoulders once more, turning her body to look at her. “Normya Leonidas… I am not an Immortal and we will not hurt you! We are here to save you!” Esther snapped.


“They are Immortals!” Normya hissed again, real terror in her eyes.


“Mother we have to go.” Fash’ka spoke looking off into the darkness.


“And quickly mother.” Tir’ut echoed.


As if to punctuate his words, more roars filled the air around them. Esther looked at him. “More of these creatures?” She asked quickly.


Fash’ka shook his head as he came up to them. “No. Worse.” He stated.


“Worse?” Esther gasped.


Tir’ut nodded as he leaned forward and gathered a supremely terrified Normya into his arms and he lifted her as gently and easily as he could. She hissed softly at the pain lancing through her leg but her eyes never left Tir’ut’s face and she could only stare at him in silence, the fear very easy to see. She was frozen with fear, unable to even put up a fight of any kind, not that the pain in her leg would allow her even that. His dark, almost black eyes gazed at her as he situated her small frame in his arms and then he spoke. Normya’s eyes grew even wider when she heard the voice from the transport.

“I will not hurt you il kal'daka darthirii.” He said softly. “I will protect you with my dying breath if need be, but we need to go unless you wish to greet this creatures’ family and friends.”


Normya shook her head quickly unable to speak, but her mind telling her she in no way wanted to deal with anymore of these creatures.


“Tir’ut what could be worse than that thing?” Esther asked gathering her SA80 from the ground and getting to her own feet. She looked at Fash’ka when Tir’ut did not immediately answer. “Fash’ka?”

Fash’ka looked at Tir’ut and then to his pureblood mother. “It’s older brothers and sisters more than likely. And they will not be happy that my brother has killed their youngling.” He said almost causally. “Ja’narie has already gathered the other pilot. We need to move now. Gareld’s ships were landing when I came to find you mother and they will undoubtedly be spreading out. Let them deal with the creatures of the night… trust me… we do not want too.”


Whether it was the blood loss or the shock of everything that had happened, no matter the cause, Normya Leonidas did the only thing available to her at the time.


She passed out.

TALBOR SEVEN

SUITE 3897 

His name was Gravork.


An oddity of his Kochab species because of his obesity. He had been a minor player in the black market arms trade within The Wilds for many years until a single deal he brokered got him noticed by some powerful people. It concerned T19s and how to obtain and use them. He had many Evolli friends who had been able to supply him with leftover stocks of the weapons after their failed war with the Lycavorian Union, and within a year of the war ending he had become the premier T19 weapons dealer in The Wilds. Many people wanted the weapon known as the Dragon Killer, but very few could afford them, fewer still could use them effectively. And Gravork failed to inform his many potential buyers that the Union’s dragons and riders had learned how to adapt and defeat the weapons quite well, especially after the slaughterhouse that was Alba Tau. 


Gravork was careful in his dealings, always insuring that his clients were not only well organized and well funded, but that they also were not the type of individuals who would expose his operations. What little if it they saw anyway. He had made a tidy profit in his last two deals alone and had decided to come here, his usual place to relax and enjoy his new found wealth. One of the deals had been almost too easy, bringing two parties together for a simple meting, which earned him nearly ten million credits alone. And then the weapons deal with the High Coven middle man for the purchase of T19s netted him close to fifty million credits. He had thought to come here and spend his days lounging beside the waters of the many lagoons and pools and his evenings eating fine food and enjoying the company of scantily clad females of all species. When Gravork stepped off the elevator lift into his suite with the two stunningly beautiful elf females he had purchased for the night, he knew something was wrong right away.


His two longtime Kochab body guards lay in the center of the main room of his suite. One was draped over the expensive and lush couch his eyes open in death, the other laying askew on the floor near the patio that opened into the balcony, half of his head gone. Gravork began to sweat immediately and he stopped his forward motion, pushing the female elves in front of him. They were among the finest of the slaves on Talbor Seven, their beauty justifying their enormous price as well as the fact they were sisters. The blond haired female had the bluest eyes and large firm breasts, while the dark haired female elf had an incredibly well developed ass for an elf. He had purchased them for his two men to entertain themselves with, though they had not been aware of that when their owner had agreed to the purchase of their services. Gravork would have returned them in the morning, perhaps a little battered and bruised, but alive. He simply liked to watch his men take the female elves in every position and hole they had. 
Now he had no qualms about using their bodies for protection and he guided them in front of him as they chatted and giggled thinking they were going to have an easy night of it with the fat man here. As they turned their heads and saw the bodies, they too froze in their tracks, and that is when Gravork felt the cold barrel of the weapon press to the back of his head.


“Doing something awkward at this moment will only result in your death.” The female voice spoke calmly. “I do encourage you to remain still.”


 The two females elves turned at the sound of the voice and their eyes grew wide when they saw the tall, dark skinned elf behind Gravork, holding the very lethal looking weapon and dressed in a form fitting black bodysuit with thin plates of additional armor on her full chest.

“Ladies… if you would so kind as to come forward please. Do not mind the bodies… they will not harm you.” The male voice spoke now causing them to whirl around once more and look at the dark skinned male elf. The first thing that they noticed was that he was not completely elf due to the size of his ears, and the second thing they noticed was that he was very tall, and incredibly muscular under the tight black shirt and body suit that he wore similar to the female. Anton held the weapon in his hand, but his arm was hanging loosely at his side, ready to spring up in a blink if he needed. He motioned forward with his opposite hand and directed them to the opposite couch.


Clutching each other tightly they did as they were instructed.


“Now you obese one.” Cihera spoke. “And pray you don’t trip over your layers of fat. Your two men have already angered my associate and I enough this night.”


“You… you killed them?” Gravork gasped as he moved forward.


“They made the mistake of thinking my beautiful female companion was going to entertain them this night as you had planned for these young ladies no doubt.” Anton spoke with a smile as he saw the looks of the two female elves as their eyes went wide. “A rather painful assumption. And quite fatal I’m afraid.” 


“You told us it was only going to be you!” The blond haired elf snapped glaring at Gravork.


Anton chuckled. “Yes… I’m quite sure he did not tell you about his two acquaintances here.”


Cihera pushed Gravork forward towards the couch. “Sit down Gravork. We have some questions for you.”

“Who are you?” Gravork demanded as he settled his bulk onto the couch.


“Who we are is not important.” Anton spoke as he moved behind the couch where the two elf females sat. “The questions we ask you will determine whether you survive this night however. Or your answers to them that is.” Anton pressed the barrel of his K12 KM to the back of the blond haired females’ head and saw her freeze instantly. “First however… if you would so kind to tell us who you are she-elf. You and your companion here.”


“We… we are slaves! My… my name is Las’elh and this is my sister He’liin!” The female gasped. “He bought us for the night! We know nothing! Please… you can’t hurt us!”


Anton extended his hand between their heads and opened his palm. One set of ocean blue eyes grew a little wider as they saw the small medallion he held in his palm, while the dark eyes looked puzzled and confused.


“The Krypteria!” The blond elf Las’elh hissed as she pushed off the couch. “Do you realize what you have done?” Las’elh exclaimed while the dark haired female sat there still stunned.


“Elven Intelligence.” Anton spoke looking at Cihera.

Cihera rolled her eyes as she kept her K12 leveled at Gravork and settled to the arm of the couch.


“You have just ruined an investigation I have been conducting for three years!” Las’elh snarled. “Who are you and why is the Krypteria interested in this fat fool!” She demanded.

“And why exactly would Elven Intelligence be investigating Gravork here?” Cihera asked from her perch, her eyes never leaving the Kochab’s face.


“His name kept popping up in local investigations being conducted of elven females who have disappeared through the years.” Las’elh spoke quickly. “I have been working here for the last fourteen months trying to discover what he knew. I finally got him to choose me for this night and now you have ruined that!”


“I take it she is not your sister then?” Anton spoke as he motioned to the dark haired elf female.


Las’elh shook her head quickly. “I only met her two nights ago.” She said. “She is no one!”


The female now got to her feet. “No one!” She snapped. “I have kept you warm for the last two nights in your bed! I’d say that makes me someone!”


Anton and Cihera watched as Las’elh stepped into a vicious palm strike to the woman’s jaw. Her head snapped around and she dropped to the couch unconscious. Las’elh stood over her. “You were a means to an end!” She snarled to the unconscious form. “And you were not even that good in my bed!”


Anton brought the K12 and leveled it at her. “Please… take a seat once more.” He spoke.

Las’elh glared at him. “I do not have to listen to you!” She barked.


Anton’s smile held no humor. “If you wish to live… yes you do.” He spoke. “And please do not think I won’t shoot you simply because you say you are Elven Intelligence. We have not confirmed that… and your actions so far do not do much to validate your claim.” Anton motioned with the K12. “Sit down. Quickly.”


Las’elh glared at Anton with evil blue eyes. A look that bounced off his thick Spartan skin. She finally moved the three steps back to the couch and sat back down. Anton looked at Cihera. “Cihera.” He said.


Cihera looked at Gravork. “Now… Gravork… I am not particularly fond of your species in case you haven’t noticed. I will ask you several questions… and I expect you to answer them quickly and accurately. Are we understood?”

“Who are you?” Gravork snapped. “Do you know who I am?”


“We know exactly who you are.” Cihera spoke. “Now tell me about the weapons deal with the Evolli and the High Coven?”


“What are you talking about?” Gravork snapped.


Cihera shifted her K12 and fired once. The Kinetic Magnum round punched into the floor between Gravork’s feet causing him to almost leap from the couch, even as his bladder voided. Cihera curled her nose at the smell of urine and shook her head. “The next one will go through your right leg.” Cihera spoke. “If that doesn’t work… I will give you to my husband here. He is a Spartan mind you… and after what your two associates attempted to do with me, he is not in a very forgiving mood. He will get the information we want… you however… you will be very much a vegetable when he is done.”


Gravork wasn’t the only one who looked at Anton quickly. Las’elh stared at Anton her blue eyes wide as she saw Anton shrug nonchalantly. “A trait I inherited from my father.” He spoke. “He is rather possessive of my mothers and has killed more than one fool who attempted to hurt them.”


“Your… your father?” Las’elh asked softly.


Anton nodded with a smile. “Yes… General/Colonel Daniel Simpson.”


Las’elh took another breath and suddenly realized she was in far over her head here. She knew well who General/Colonel Daniel Simpson was. There were not many within the Union who did not know that name. Beloved brother to the King, if not by blood, then by deed. One of the heroes of Alba Tau and the Kavalian Incursion on Gamji. A man who held almost as much respect and awe as did the King.

Las’elh had been a member of Elven Intelligence for nearly two hundred of her four hundred and nineteen years. A respected agent, extremely intelligent and very skilled, she had lost all of that the day her youngest sister had disappeared four years ago. Na’lia was only a hundred and nine years old when she disappeared, still naïve to the ways of the universe. She and Na’lia had been very close and Las’elh had not believed the report that the ship she was on hit an asteroid and was destroyed. Las’elh had spent the last three years tracking whatever clues she could discover. More than one clue led her here to Talbor Seven and the fat Kochab who now sat across from her. She had been so close to her answers… and now she would never get them. If the Krypteria were involved… Gravork was involved in far more nefarious activities. Las’elh was no fool either. She had no desire to cross the Krypteria in any way. She could not find her sister if she was dead, and she had no doubts this Spartan and his dark skinned elven wife would do just that if she got in their way. She was different somehow… not a normal elf even though her ears were of normal height.

Gravork also knew who Daniel Simpson was, and though his species did not normally panic… small beads of perspiration broke out on his forehead.


“The Coven approached me through a middle man!” He began nearly yelling his answer. “All I was told was to arrange for the transport and delivery of two dozen T19s. I did as I always do and contacted the smugglers I use the most.”

“The Evolli who were killed along with the Immortals when they tried to complete this deal?” Anton asked as he moved casually around the side of the couch and settled his frame on the opposite end from where Las’elh was sitting.


Gravork looked at him. “Killed?” He asked.


“Oh yes. The Evolli attempted to make the exchange within Union space.” Cihera spoke now. “They were discovered and killed along with the Immortals who were there to pick up the illegal weapons you sold them.”


“T19s are not illegal in The Wilds!” Gravork barked.


“No… but they are illegal within Union territory.” Cihera said. “You supplied the Evolli with these weapons… that makes you culpable.”

“You can not charge me with a crime that took place in your borders!” Gravork snapped. “I do know a little of Galactic Commerce Law.”


“Who said anything about charging you?” Anton spoke.


“I’m telling you all I know!” Gravork snapped real fear in his voice now. “I did not know the High Coven middle man. We communicated on a secure Coven channel with holo images only. I never met him and I insured he transferred my fee before I gave the weapons to the Evolli for delivery!”


“Tell us about the Evolli.” Cihera asked now.


“What about them?” Gravork spoke turning to look at her. “They are an exceptionally competent and organized group. Some of my own kind mixed in with them as well.”

“Did you give them the job to attack the Union colony on Eleysi Three?” Anton asked.


“What? No! Why would I do that? I don’t have a death wish!” Gravork spat.


“Then who did?” 


“How should I know?” Gravork exclaimed quickly. “Maybe it was that Lycavorian who contacted me several months ago!”


Anton leaned forward as he looked at Cihera. “Lycavorian?”


Gravork nodded. “Yes… he contacted me directly which was unusual in itself. He always wore one of those damn Spartan helmets so I never got a good look at him. And the image was always fuzzy… like it was being filtered somehow.”

“Then how do you know it was a Lycavorian?” Anton asked.


“I am not a fool!” Gravork almost shouted. “I do know what they look like! You are half Lycavorian yourself!”


Anton looked at Cihera. “What did this Lycavorian want?” Cihera asked.


“Names and contacts willing to target Union assets and people.” Gravork answered. “All I was to do was put him in contact with them. He would do the rest!”

“And what did you do?” Anton asked.


“I gave him the contact to my Evolli friends. They have no love for the Union after you destroyed them in your war!” Gravork replied. “He paid very well for the contact. Almost ten million credits!”


“And what would this contact’s name be?” Anton asked.


“Are you insane? The Evolli will kill me if I tell you that!” Gravork protested. “He’s violent, cruel and completely insane!”

Cihera pressed the barrel of her K12 against Gravork’s head. “And I will kill you if you don’t.” She stated coldly. 


“I… I have no quarrel with the Union!” Gravork exclaimed. “Why are you doing this to me?”

“You are party to the deaths of over three hundred Union civilians in the attack on the Eleysi Three colony.” Cihera spoke calmly. “That is more than enough for me to vent your cranium of its contents but you are also party to much worse.”


“Worse?” Gravork gasped.


“You are party to the targeting and attempted assassination of a Queen of the Lycavorian Union.” Anton spoke getting to his feet. “You really should tell us what we want to know… for if you don’t… you will return to with us to Earth and we will give you to my Uncle Martin. Trust me when I tell you Kochab… you do not want that. My uncle is very protective of his Queens… and trying to kill one of them is certainly not the best way to get on his dinner list.”


Gravork’s eyes were wide. “I… I had nothing to do with any of that!” He screamed.


“Then give us the name.” Cihera spoke.


“I only have a location!” Gravork yelled. “He’s on Nebonese! He’s on Nebonese!”


Cihera turned to Anton. “Husband?”


Anton nodded. “Very possible. Nebonese is large… two major spaceports, half a dozen smaller ones that cater to those who don’t want to be found. Four major cities and a number of smaller communities. Mostly refugees from the Coven War with the Kavalians and our own war with the Evolli. A very large population of Evolli. Pretty lawless compared to what we are used too. Slavery. Smuggling. You name it.”


“Can you reach this Evolli?” Cihera asked.


“Of course I can reach him!” Gravork stated. “I have a preset meeting place on Nebonese if I need to contact him for any reason!”


“We don’t actually have to bring fat man do we?” Anton asked.


Cihera smiled. “Unfortunately yes.”


“He sleeps on the deck then!” Anton announced. 


Las’elh came to her feet. “And what about me?” She asked quickly. “If you take him… I will never find my sister. He is the only link I have to her.”


Anton looked at her. “Considering everything you just heard you will come with us and do exactly as we say… or you will disappear. Permanently. Your choice.”


It was not a choice at all for Las’elh. “I will come with you.” She stated.


Cihera grabbed Gravork’s arm. “Then let us leave this place and contact Armetus.” She spoke. “We’ll let him decide what to do with you when we are done Gravork. I grow tired of your stench already.”

Las’elh’s eyes were wide once more. “Armetus?” She gasped. “The… the head of the Krypteria? You… you know him?”


Anton looked at her as he bent over the body of the dead guard. “We know him quite well.” He said. “We work for him.”


“Wait… I am in Elven Intelligence.” Las’elh said. “Even I know that the only ones who work directly for him are…”


Cihera looked at her and smiled. “Yes.” She said. “Shall we go?”

YOCETU 


Gareld threw down the piece of wreckage from the crashed TYPE II and looked at Sandur as he walked up.


“I have pulled the men into a condensed perimeter.” He spoke. “Heavy weapons are established and the creatures on this world should not trouble us through the evening.”


“How many men did we lose?” Gareld asked.


“Seventeen killed within an hour of landing… another five near where we found the remains of the sail they used to escape their ship. We found a dead lizard like creature nearby, a pool of blood under the hanging straps.” Sandur spoke.


“She is injured then… but obviously alive.” Gareld spat. “And that Pureblood bitch and her abomination of a son are helping her.”


Sandur nodded slowly. “It would appear that way.” He answered. “The men… they are frightened Gareld. They do not want to move beyond the perimeter we have established here. Some of the creatures that attacked our men… even I have never seen them before. Large arachnid like beasts with armored skin and piercing fangs.”


Gareld nodded. “We will not move before first light.” He spoke. “The ship has detected no one leaving the surface so that means they are hiding just as we are. Waiting until daybreak. I hope they are in a place as filthy and open as we are!”


Sandur nodded. “I will tell the men.” He spoke.


“Sandur… make sure we maintain a constant watch this night.” Gareld spoke. “We do not need one or more of the creatures that inhabit the night here getting through our perimeter.”


Sandur nodded once more. “I agree.”


Gareld watched him turn and move away and he looked up into the star filled sky. “I hope you are as uncomfortable as you have made me Esther! When I find you… you will pay for everything you have put me through.” He muttered.

IMMORTAL HUNTING CAMP


Unlike Gareld and his men, Esther and the others were very safe and comfortable. The Immortal camp, one of six spread across the surface of the planet, was built into the side of the mountain behind them. The main entrance was reinforced High Coven Vandium steel layered within a meter of solid granite. No creature that lived on Yocetu could penetrate the main entrance. The inside of the camp was broken into several rooms leading off of the large main room. Inexpensive or homemade furniture was scattered about the main room, along with several food dispensers and a communications panel. There were two small barrack like rooms off one side of the main room, each capable of holding ten Immortals. A small but well stocked medical clinic branched off the main room, and then an armory and cold storage area for the trophies they would store here until returning to Kranek.


Esther finished spreading the brownish colored ointment over the large hole in Normya’s leg and then dropped the self adhering patch over the wound. Thankfully she had not been awake when Esther had removed the branch. Normya hissed softly as the nanofilaments dug into the skin of her leg and sealed the bandage to her flesh. She looked up as she rested her hand on Normya’s leg.


“You’ve been through quite a lot young lady.” She spoke with that soothing lilt in her voice. “I recommend waiting until the morning before you shift to fully heal the wound. You are drained… and you lost a lot of blood. Luckily it did not break your bone.”


Normya’s eyes drifted to the body lying in the medical clinic. The bed was easy to see from where she sat on one of the long couches. The body on the medical bed was wrapped tightly in pure white cloth which could be seen through the thick plastic covering. “Toral?” She said softly as fresh tears came to her eyes. “How did he die? Not one of those…”

Esther turned back and looked at the body of the male elf. She had been surprised when Tir’ut and Fash’ka had conducted a brief but formal Akruxian farewell ceremony, reverently wrapping the elf’s body in the sheet with his hands crossed over his chest. They had cleaned his body of blood and gore and Esther thought he looked quite peaceful when they finally covered his face. “No.” Esther replied. “As he was falling through the trees he must have struck a large limb. It broke his back cleanly on impact. When his parachute snagged and yanked him back up it snapped his neck. He felt nothing Normya Leonidas.” Esther turned back to look at her. “He… he was special to you?”

Normya’s moist eyes turned back to her. “He was my co-pilot since I graduated the Academy.” She answered. “I think he… I knew he wanted there to be something else. There wasn’t… but he was a good friend.”


Esther looked at her. “You have never lost someone close to you have you?” She asked softly.


Normya shook her head slowly. “I was too young to fight in the Evolli War.” She answered.


Esther nodded her head. “Be thankful for that child. I understand there were parts of that war that were especially hideous. At least that is the information we got out here in The Wilds. The Evolli are not nice individuals.”


Normya’s emerald eyes shifted to where the two Immortal men came into the room from what appeared to be an armory of some sort and talking in soft whispers. Her eyes went back to Esther once more filled with fear. “They are… they are…”

Esther nodded with a smile. “Yes Normya Leonidas… you can say the word. They are not ashamed of what they are. They are Immortals. Akruxian.”


“You… he… he is your son?” Normya gasped. “How?”

Esther nodded again, her smile even brighter and filled with a small amount of humor. “Child… you are old enough to know where children come from. Tir’ut is my oldest with his father yes. That is why his skin tone is different and his bone spurs not as pronounced.”


“He can… he can blur!” Normya stated.


Esther smiled brightly. “And use the shadows.” She stated proudly as any mother would. “Quite well in fact.”


“I thought… I thought Immortals served purebloods like yourself.” Normya asked.


Esther nodded. “They still do within the High Coven. We however are not part of the High Coven.” She replied. “Tir’ut’s father and I broke his tribe away from the High Coven twenty-five years ago. Just before their war with the Kavalians started. Tir’ut was born fourteen months later. I have three more sons with Cha’talla… but Tir’ut is the oldest as I said.”


“Cha’talla!” Normya gasped again her eyes wide. “Your… your mate is… Cha’talla is dead!”


Esther saw the recognition in Normya’s eyes. “You know my husband’s name I see.” She spoke with a smile.


“There are not… there are not many among my people who do not.” Normya spoke. “We… we thought he was killed by…”

“By Veldruk… yes… we let that story stand for good reason.” Esther spoke softly. “The Cha’talla everyone knew and feared died that day. He is not the Cha’talla everyone remembers. He has not been for over two decades. I was the one who found him the day Veldruk thought he killed him. I nursed him back to health and I fell in love with him. The High Lord ordered all of his children and family killed for actions which were meant only to help Cha’talla’s people. He is still an Immortal… though his features are altered somewhat… but he is also very different inside. He is not the man he was twenty-five years ago. Most of his tribe escaped to follow him and we settled on Kranek. We have been there ever since.”


“You… you have four children with him?” Normya asked.


Esther nodded quickly. “All fine young men.” She stated again with that motherly pride. “When we settled on Kranek we numbered just under ten thousand. We have grown through the years and now our tribe has nearly doubled in size. Many Immortals who left the Coven when the war with the Kavalians began sought us out. Most stayed behind after seeing what we were building and hearing Cha’talla tell them they could be so much more. Some chose not too.” She explained. “We have developed solid relationships with the two settlements nearest to ours on Kranek… one of Amarian settlers and the other of a mixture of races from within The Wilds.”


“The other one… he is pure Immortal.” Normya said. “He calls you mother. And the… the female… she has hair… her features are…”


“Softer?” Esther said. “Yes. Fash’ka is Cha’talla’s son as well. He survived the purge of Cha’talla’s family and came with us. His mother was Akruxian… and now he calls me mother. Ja’narie is pure Immortal… but her parents underwent some genetic enhancements before she was born. I am a Bio-Genetic Scientist. I was able to develop a serum of sorts that softens the features of an Immortal. Not everyone has chosen to use it… but many did. It has allowed their children to look like Ja’narie. Have hair… softer features.”

“Biogenics?” Normya asked.


Esther shook her head quickly. “No… never!” She said with force. “What I did was to alter a series of genetic sequencers and produce a serum that could initiate these changes. I would never dabble in biogenics. It disgusts me.”


“But not Tir’ut?” Normya asked.


Esther shook her head. “Cha’talla altered his features somewhat as I said… but not before Tir’ut was born. I wouldn’t let Cha’talla change himself from the man he was simply to become more pleasing to the eye. I fell in love with an Immortal and I am not ashamed of that. Tir’ut is simply a combination of both mine and Cha’talla’s genes. This is what helped me to make the serum. He has the Immortal size and strength, and he also has vampire strength and the ability to blur and wrap the shadows around himself. In essence I suppose you could say he is the first of a new breed of Immortal.”


“There are more like him?” Normya gasped.


Esther chuckled. “Child… our tribe has grown because others live with us willingly and they have children. There are other purebloods that left the High Coven and have mated with Immortals when they began looking at them in the same way I do. They found their way to us through the years the same as the other Immortals. There are some Amarians among us, a few Bontawillian, a dozen or so elven females and males…”


“Elven!” Normya gasped. “As slaves!” She hissed. “Sex slaves?”

Esther’s eyes darkened somewhat and she leaned back slightly. “I do understand where your reaction comes from Normya Leonidas… you are half elf and it is only natural.” She spoke her voice tinged with anger. “However… while your perceptions may be accurate on a much larger scale… you need to understand that not everything is as it seems and you can not lump everyone into the same category as those you have established within your precious Union child. You…”

“Mother!” Fash’ka’s voice barked. “Quickly!”


Esther got to her feet looking at Normya. “My son risked his life for you today.” Esther spoke. “We have risked our lives for you to prevent a wrong. A little bit of thanks from you Normya Leonidas, would go a long way in justifying that risk.” She turned and began moving to where Fash’ka was angling Tir’ut to a chair. Esther’s eyes went a little wider. “Tir’ut! What is wrong?” 


“It is nothing!” Tir’ut spoke as he sat down.


“Show her you mal'ai!” Fash’ka snapped. (Idiot)


Esther looked at her son as she stopped in front of him. “Show me what Tir’ut?”


Tir’ut sighed heavily and looked at Fash’ka. “Thank you brother.” He stated. “I could have taken care of it. Now she will fawn over me for days.”


“Just show her! It must be checked for poisons! And you are too stupid to do that!” Fash’ka snapped. “You actions in attacking an adolescent Bancorik by yourself prove that!”


“Tir’ut!” Esther snapped. “What is your brother speaking of?”

Tir’ut looked at her and pulled aside the cloak he was still wearing. Esther’s eyes dropped down and then they went wide in horror when she saw the three, needle like spikes from the tail of the Bancorik protruding from Tir’ut’s lower abdomen near his waist.


“Gi ussta yah Tir’ut!” Esther exclaimed. (Oh my god) Tir’ut watched her as she pulled the cloak off his shoulders with barely a pause and saw that the spikes protruded from the back as well.


“I was going to pull them out later mother and then just take a vial of blood to heal.” Tir’ut spoke almost nonchalantly.


Esther leaned over close to his side and examined the wounds reaching up to touch one of the spikes. They were coated with Tir’ut’s blood, but there were no fresh drops coming from either the entry or exit wounds. She stood back up and glared at him. “You fool! You should have told me about this right away!”


“Mother it is not all that bad.” Tir’ut spoke.


“You have three spikes impaling your side clean through Tir’ut, son of Cha’talla!” Esther snapped. “Do not tell me this is not bad!”


Fash’ka grinned. “See… now she is angry with you!” He said as he crossed his arms over his chest. “Whenever she starts calling us the sons of our father she is angry with one of us and that usually means she will be angry with all of us.”


“P'wal dos ph'jal fridj 'zil go'h karliik 'zil dosst ilharn!” Esther snapped. (Because you are all just as pig headed as your father) “Fash’ka… sila uns'aa l’o’Goth russus!” (Bring me the medical kit)


Normya watched as the huge pure Immortal she now knew as Fashka turned with a chuckle and moved into the other room. Her emerald eyes went back to where Tir’ut sat in the chair, Esther kneeling next to his side now and Normya saw then the cruel looking spikes protruding from the front and back of his side. She winced slightly at the sight and watched as Tir’ut lifted his arm so that Esther could cut away the shirt he wore. He tossed the blood stained fabric to the floor and Normya took in the immense physical proportions of the man who had saved her life. His broad chest and abdomen were nearly as sculpted as she had witnessed on her father and brothers. He was heavily muscled, the definition easily seen, yet it obviously did not affect his speed or movement. He…


“He took a great risk in saving you.” The soft female voice spoke from beside her.


Normya turned her head quickly and saw the female Immortal standing beside the couch she was on. Close up her features were even softer than Normya first thought, the bone spikes just barely poking above her deeply tanned skin. She watched as Ja’narie squatted next to the couch and looked at her. Her dark eyes were bright and full of intelligence, her long dark brown hair silky and looking very soft.


“You were set upon by an adolescent Bancorik daughter of King Leonidas.” Ja’narie said softly. “Not a baby by any means, but not yet fully grown either. The adolescents are far more dangerous because they usually travel in packs and they are exceptionally more vicious and hard to kill. Our projectile weapons will not penetrate their hides when they reach adolescence, so we must use swords and blades to kill them.” Ja’narie turned to look at where Esther was working on Tir’ut. “The adolescent Bancorik Tir’ut attacked defending you... if what Fash’ka says is true… it was within a year of reaching maturity and adulthood. These are they most dangerous of the adolescents because they live only to kill and feed. Even when the men come here for our ritual hunts they avoid Bancoriks of this age and they most certainly do not attempt to kill them with anything less than four of our kind attacking at the same time and working in concert.” Ja’narie turned back to look at her. “Tir’ut knew this… and still he attacked it anyway, to protect you.” Ja’narie’s smile was soft and friendly even though it caused her vampiric fangs to show. “Our Matriarch Mother… Esther… everything she has told you is true. Our tribe is not like the Immortals you know and have learned about Princess Leonidas. Cha’talla is not as he once was.”

“She said… she said you have elves where you live.” Normya spoke. “Immortals… they keep elves… they keep elves as slaves.”


Ja’narie shook her head. “Not in our tribe.” She spoke firmly. “That is not something Cha’talla or Esther would ever allow. The elves Esther speaks of… seven females and four males… they are honored members of our tribe. The females are the Blessed Wives of seven Immortals from our tribe… just as Esther is to Cha’talla and they have many happy children together. They were rescued from a pirate ship over a decade ago. There were more… but the rest chose to return to their homes after swearing never to reveal we existed. Those that stayed with us had lost everything to the pirates and had nothing to return too. The male elves are older and they are honored teachers among my people now. As Esther told you… not everything is as it seems or has been taught to you.” Ja’narie turned back and looked at Tir’ut. “Tir’ut… he has been taken with you since first hearing your voice in your distress call. He said there was strength in your voice even in the midst of combat and fear. At the very least… when you are able… you should thank him for saving your life.”


“Who… who are you?” Normya asked.


Ja’narie smiled. “My name is Ja’narie… and in several weeks I will be Fash’ka’s Blessed Wife. And it is a day I have waited many years for. Set aside what you have learned up until now daughter of Leonidas. You will see it is nothing like what you have been taught.”


Normya watched her stand back up and move over to Esther’s side as she slowly pulled the second spike out of Tir’ut’s abdomen. Fash’ka was standing in front of him, Tir’ut’s hand gripping his brother’s shoulder as he clenched his teeth while his mother slowly withdrew the spikes. Normya’s eyes grew slightly wider when his head came up and she saw vampire cobalt blue in his eyes as he settled them upon her. 

The brightest cobalt blue she had ever seen in her life.
LIMIAN JAL-14
ON COURSE FOR NEBONESE


“Nebonese? I haven’t been there in over five hundred years” Armetus spoke from within the holo transmission. “That fits though… it has a large Evolli population and it would be relatively easy for them to hide. Your accommodations have been made. Two suites on the eightieth floor in Sangtal. Same cover as before. I’m having some additional items sent to you when you arrive. Any additional information on this Lycavorian?”


Anton shook his head. “That is what we hope to obtain from the Evolli, but Cihera is questioning Gravork anyway. He is sticking to his story for the most part. The Lycavorian contacted him, he was wearing his helmet and the holo transmission was not very clear. He wanted to know of people willing to go after Lycavorian assets and targets. He seems much calmer now that we got him off Talbor Seven. Almost as if he feels safer with us than on the planet.”

“That is interesting.” Armetus spoke.

“You think it was the King’s brother, don’t you Armetus?” Anton asked.

Armetus nodded. “That would be the most likely hypothesis right now.” He replied. “It would also explain what the King and Andro think may have been an attack on Anja and Aricia as they were returning from Hadaria. The attack on the Eleysi Three colony was only to cover their real purpose. I wish Andro would have left one of two of the scum alive to question.”


Anton chuckled. “After Alba Tau… and attempting to shoot Eliani and Tharua in the back? You ask too much of him Armetus.”


Armetus nodded. “Yes.”


“If it was Uncle Martin’s brother… you would think he would be more discrete in his actions.” Anton spoke. “Actively seeking to support terrorist acts within our borders would be paramount to war itself. Especially using this Gravork as the initial contact. Since he became known as the one selling T19s, he has become very popular. Almost too popular.”


“Yes… well I want to say that war is not something these Kavalians would shy away from.” Armetus spoke softly lifting the mug of tea. “Though why they would do these things when they are supposedly beginning their final preparations to invade the High Coven again is not something I am able to understand. I would think they want to keep us out of the war and that is why this delegation is here on Earth now. To make sure we don’t enter the war for any reason and keep an eye on the High Coven. Did you secure this Gravork pig’s records as well Anton?”


Anton nodded. “Cihera and I were going to start going through them after speaking with you or sometime in the morning. Surprisingly… he kept very thorough records.”


“And you say he seems happy that he is with you?” Armetus said.


“Yes.”


“That is odd and it sticks in my head for some reason. Be mindful of everything on Nebonese boy.” Armetus spoke. “We have a small detachment of Drow who live there, so having Cihera move around without her disguise would probably be best. They own a small shop in Sangtal. I’ll send the details to you with your packet.”


“And what of this Las’elh?” Anton asked.


“I spoke with Colonel Su’ave, the head of Elven Intelligence. This Las’elh… she is rogue Anton.” Armetus spoke. “She’s been rogue for almost four years now. Her younger sister supposedly died in a transport accident, but Las’elh never believed the official results of the investigation. She’s been conducting her own inquiry since then. She was vetted out of EI because she refused to stop what she was doing and never believed the reports. She’s wanted by Elven authorities for breaking several laws as well as injuring a senior member of their legislative body.”


“Why didn’t she believe them?” Anton asked.


“Su’ave said it was over some small irregularities within the internal analysis itself.” Armetus replied. “Irregularities that Las’elh said proved her sister and the others on the ship did not die.”

“Did her sister die in an accident Armetus?” Anton asked.


Armetus looked at him in the communication. “You know we don’t get involved in the internal politics of member worlds Anton.” He spoke.


“That wasn’t the question I asked Armetus?” Anton spoke. 


“I looked over the reports briefly after speaking with Su’ave.” Armetus replied with a sigh. “There were some inconsistencies in the reporting and investigation itself that lend some small credence to what she was saying.”


“And what was she saying?” Anton asked.


“Anton…”


“Armetus… we have her on our ship.” Anton spoke calmly. “I can ask her… but I would much rather ask you since she has not garnered a whole lot of trust so far in her actions.”


“She believes the disappearance or death of her sister is related to the disappearance and similar death of almost a hundred elf females over the past fifteen years.” Armetus spoke. “All of them disappeared or died under suspicious circumstances from what I saw. All of them were young… under two hundred years of age. The inquiries were closed due to lack of information by local authorities. Su’ave said there was not enough supporting information to have EI open their own investigation, so this Las’elh went rogue and started doing it on her own. She and her sister were very close it seems.”

“Does Colonel Su’ave know we have her with us?” Anton asked.


Armetus shook his head. “No… I said that a couple of agents ran into her on Talbor Seven during transit. He was going to dispatch an EI Recovery Team to pick her up.”


Anton’s eyes narrowed now. “Really? Why not just let her rant and rave if there is no evidence to support what she claims.”


“Anton it is against our charter to get involved with internal politics. You know this.” Armetus spoke. “If we could… I would. There are too many things that don’t add up in regards to her. We can’t however. Not without a direct approval from Dysea of For’mya. You can leave her with the Drow detachment on Nebonese if it makes you feel batter. Send her back here and I will see what I can do for her. Su’ave would not lie to me… but EI also does not have the resources we do. They do not fully believe in our line of work, and they do not have the trained personnel to do what we do.”   


Anton nodded his head from the pilot’s seat of the JAL-14 Leisure Transport. “Very well Armetus. I’ll contact you as soon as we get settled into our suite in Sangtal and relay to you any new information Gravork has given us.”


“Nebonese is a lot more lawless Anton.” Armetus said. “Especially the outskirts of the cities. Both of you watch yourselves. I do not want to have to explain to your parents why our two best agents got caught with their guard down.”


“We know.” Anton said with a smile. “We will be cautious Armetus.”


Armetus nodded. “I’ll look for your contact in three days.” He said.


Anton got up from his chair and moved to the door, passing his hand over the small panel and then stepping into the large main area of the JAL-14. His eyes took in Las’elh as she sat on one of the comfortable couches and looked up at him as he left the cockpit. The door to the next compartment opened and Cihera stepped through, her shimmering white hair still damp from the shower and the contacts gone from her eyes revealing her normal and radiant amber colored eyes. Anton smiled and felt a surge of desire sweep through him for his Drow mate. Las’elh came to her feet quickly, her eyes wide as she watched Cihera step up to Anton and share a deep kiss of passion with him.


Anton grinned as his mate pulled her lips back from him. “I see you were happy to get the coloring out of your hair.” He said. 


Cihera smiled. “Carians… I hate how it makes my real hair so greasy.”


Las’elh watched them with wide eyes. She had never met a Drow elf in person before as she had never had cause to go to Earth where the majority of them lived and worked. She only knew what the reports she had read told them. Many of them had been tortured horribly by the High Coven when they controlled Earth, but they had survived and even built their own city not far from the capital of Earth. The half vampire Drow scouts were renowned throughout the Union for their actions with the King on Ukwav as well as Alba Tau and other planets during the war. They were said to possess all the skills of a vampire but none of the usual needs such as having to drink blood. Even the children that had been born since still retained many of these vampiric skills. They were said to be deeply devoted to their Drow Queen who was herself Vice President of Earth and their loyalty to King Leonidas was completely unequivocal. Las’elh had also heard the Drow had an almost surreal beauty to them with their amber eyes, pure white hair and dark skin tones. Looking at Cihera now… Las’elh suddenly did not doubt that in the least.

In many instances Las’elh knew they would be the spearhead of any military operation the Union conducted. And it was rumored that Armetus had almost a dozen Drow working directly for him, and no one doubted the skills of the leader of the Krypteria. If this man and woman worked directly for Armetus… their skills would far surpass anything Las’elh could call upon. 

“Where is Gravork?” Anton asked as he went to the dispenser and got them both a mug of coffee.

“I slipped him a sedative before I went to shower.” Cihera spoke with a smile. “He will sleep the majority of our trip to Nebonese thank the gods. I had absolutely no desire to listen to his whininess for the entire trip. Did you speak with Armetus?”

Las’elh’s eyes grew wider as Anton nodded and he held out the mug to his mate. “Yes. He will have things prepared for us when we get there.”
Cihera nodded as she sipped the coffee. “Good.”

“You… you spoke with Armetus himself?” She gasped in disbelief.

Anton looked at her and smiled. “Yes. I told you we work directly for him.” He said as he moved to the table and sat down. Cihera pulled her chair even closer to him and settled into it, draping one long leg over her husband’s. “I discovered some very interesting information about you.”

“Me?” Las’elh exclaimed. 

Cihera smiled. “We are Krypteria Las’elh.” She spoke. “When we ask for information… we tend to get it. One way or the other.”

“Sit down Las’elh.” Anton spoke motioning to the third chair at the table. “Sit down and explain to us why you went rogue over this incident involving your sister and why, as we speak, there is an EI Recovery Team on its way to Talbor Seven to arrest you?”

“Why should I tell you anything?” Las’elh spoke as she remained standing.

“Why indeed?” Cihera asked looking at Anton puzzled. “What exactly did Armetus tell you my husband?” 

“Right now you are wanted for breaking several laws on Elear… including the assault of a member of your parliament.” Anton spoke calmly. “And if there is an EI Recovery Team involved in your apprehension… you have done something that officials in your government do not want others to know. You have a choice here… you can tell us what we want to know… or when we reach Nebonese we will hand you over to the Drow detachment there for return to Earth where you will be questioned by Armetus and then returned to Elear.”

“You can’t!” Las’elh barked. “Please… if you do that… if you do that I will never find out where my sister is.”

“Your sister is supposed to have died in a transport accident.” Anton spoke.
“My sister did not die!” Las’elh snapped. “She is not dead! I would know if she was dead!”

“And what leads you to this conclusion? It appears that all the information that your own Elven authorities’ discovered in their investigation reveals that she did indeed die in that accident.” Anton spoke.

“It was no accident!” Las’elh spat. “Their transport was hijacked and the young women taken!”

“Taken by who?” Cihera asked.

“That is what I was on Talbor Seven for! That pig Gravork knows! He is the one who sold the information on the transport’s flight path. That much I know for sure!” Las’elh spoke.

“And why would you know this is what happened?” Cihera asked.

“Because the daughter of that Parliamentary member was on the same transport as my sister Na’lia.” Las’elh spat. “She is now safely back home with her family. They say she was the only one to reach the escape pods. That the others malfunctioned in some manner. One or two I can see malfunctioning! The transport had thirty-three escape pods however. More than enough for all one hundred and nineteen passengers!”

Anton looked at Cihera for a long moment and finally she nodded slightly. He then turned back to Las’elh. “Please take a seat Las’elh.” He said. 

Frustration brewed within her and she yanked the chair out in anger and plopped herself into the seat, her blue eyes burning in rage. She watched Anton slide his hand across the table to the small panel and enter a code. The small panel rose from the flat surface of the table causing Las’elh’s eyes to grow a little wider.

“Spartan Seven Dash One. Code 569812. Authorize Simpson, Anton Star Commander Krypteria Three one.”

-Authorization confirmed. Simpson, Anton Star Commander. Krypteria Three One. Please state communications request?-
Las’elh looked surprised at the computer’s voice request and she looked up at Cihera who only wore a small smile.

“Spartan Three or Spartan Five. Direct link. Level Nine Encryption. Full filters. No trace.”

-Spartan Five location is Sparta. Spartan Five is Code 344. Spartan Five is unable to respond. Spartan Three location is Delmah. Code 691. Spartan Three is active.-

“Affirmative.” Anton spoke. “Connect Spartan Three then please. Level Nine Encryption and no trace.”

-Stand by-

“What are you doing?” Las’elh demanded. “Who are you contacting?”

-Connection complete. Communication accepted. Routing-

“Anton? Cihera? What is wrong?” Dysea’s voice filled the small room and her image burst into existence from the large holo emitter on the floor of the ship. Las’elh’s eyes nearly bugged out of her head as the image of the Elven Queen of Elear and the First Elven Queen of the Union shimmered slightly and then became crystal clear. Las’elh could see several Drow moving around in the background of what appeared to be a military briefing room of some sort.

“Aunt Dysea.” Anton spoke with genuine warmth in his voice as he got to his feet. “You look positively ravishing as always.”
Dysea’s head tilted slightly in the transmission. “Anton Simpson… do not try and sweet talk me. It does not work for your father and it will not work for you. What is wrong? Where is Cihera?”

“Simpson… if my daughter is…” The new voice began and Las’elh saw the extremely tall Drow warrior she knew as General/Colonel Lynwe step into the transmission.

“I am fine mother.” Cihera spoke with a smile now causing Las’elh’s eyes to go even wider.

“Cihera… why are you contacting Dysea on her private channel?” Lynwe asked. “What is going on?”

“I will let Anton explain mother. He knows most of it since he talked to Armetus.” Cihera replied.

“Anton?” Dysea spoke.

“Something has come up in the course of our investigation Aunt Dysea.” He spoke.

“Something that you do not want Armetus to know?” Dysea asked.

“Not at the moment. It concerns a member of the elven parliament and some missing elven females.” Anton spoke.

Las’elh saw Dysea’s eyes narrow. “Missing females? Missing from where?”

“There are at least a hundred, possibly more. Taken from different spots within the Union and The Wilds from what I understand. All of them listed as dying in accidents and such.” Anton spoke. “We have it on good authority that these young women did not die… and indeed were abducted by unknown parties.”

“Abducted? By who? For what?” Dysea snapped.

“That is information we don’t have at the moment.” Anton spoke. “We were hoping you could help us obtain it.”

“Where did you get this information Anton?” Dysea asked.

“I gave it to them my Queen!” Las’elh spoke now as she stood up from the table.

“And you are?” Dysea spoke.

“I am… I was a Commander in EI Milady.” Las’elh spoke quickly. “One of the missing elf females was my younger sister.”

“You speak in the past tense when concerning your status Commander.” Dysea spoke. “Why is that?”

“I was… I was vetted out because I did not believe the official report of what happened. I began my own investigation and discovered all was not as it seemed. I was vetted out to keep my silence.” Las’elh said.

“Las’elh? You… you are the young woman who assaulted Minister Cunlaut several years ago!” Dysea said.
Las’elh lowered her head. “Yes Milady… that is true.”

Dysea’s eyes turned in the transmission. “Anton?”

“You know what Cihera and I are investigating Aunt Dysea?” He spoke.

Dysea nodded. “Yes.”

“The contact we have made concerning our situation also appears to be involved in these so called disappearances of elven females. It appears he may be involved in both these events.” Anton spoke.

“What do you mean?” Dysea asked.

“It is possible… however unlikely… but it is possible what we are investigating is somehow linked with these disappearances.” Anton spoke. “This Kochab Gravork seems to be involved in quite a bit more than weapons deals.”

“Does Cihera share this feeling Anton?” Dysea asked.

“I do Dysea.” Cihera spoke.

“There is an EI Recovery Team going to Talbor Seven to arrest Las’elh here.” Anton spoke. “That by itself warrants something is not right.”

Dysea looked at Las’elh in the transmission. “You are not on Talbor Seven I take it?” Dysea asked. She held up her hand quickly as she saw Anton begin to speak. “Don’t answer that! And no… an EI Recovery Team being sent to arrest her implies there is much more going on. Kinsoaurgai and I have given specific orders on the use of Recovery Teams, and this was not one of them. I assume you have documentation on everything you have discovered Commander?”
Las’elh nodded quickly. “Yes Milady!”

“Give it to Anton and Cihera. They will send it to me and I will review it.” Dysea spoke. “Lynwe and I need to finish what we are doing now… but I will review it with For’mya tonight after our dinner with the Kavalians.”

“Yes my Queen!” Las’elh spoke with new found hope in her words.

“Keep her with you and Cihera for now Mandri.” Dysea said. “Either For’mya or I will contact you sometime tomorrow.”
Anton nodded. “Is everything alright Tenna? You seem distracted.” He said genuinely concerned.

Dysea shook her head. “I am fine. Commander Las’elh?”

“My Queen.” Las’elh spoke instantly.

“You travel with the son of my Nauta Melme’s brother and the daughter of two of my dearest friends.” Dysea spoke. “If I discover there is something to what you say Commander… I will pursue it to the fullest. If however… you are making this all up over the loss of your sister and harm comes to one of them… the EI Recovery Team will be the least of your concerns. I will find you and bury you myself. Is that clear?”

“Yes my Queen.”

“Good. Anton… I will be waiting for your transmission.” Dysea spoke. “Cihera… say goodbye to your mother and then we must go.”

Lynwe came into the transmission again and Cihera smiled. “Xuil udossta dumoas dos helothannin dalharil.” (With our blessing you travel daughter)
“Dosst dumoas Usstan mir wun ussta xukuth ilhar.” Cihera replied. (Your blessing I hold in my heart mother)
“Be mindful of him Cihera.” Lynwe stated sternly looking at Anton. “He is just as wild as his father.”
Cihera laughed. “I will mother.”

“The spirit of the King’s grandfather watch over you both. Until next time.” Lynwe said as the transmission faded.

Anton chuckled as he returned to the table. “We must really tell them we are married soon Cihera.” He said. “Lynwe doesn’t seem to like me very much.”

Cihera laughed and kissed his cheek. “We will.” She said. “We will.”

“You… you have the private channel for Queen Dysea?” Las’elh asked them still in shock. “Who else are you able to contact?”

“There are advantages to being my father’s son.” Anton spoke. “Namely… we do not have to wait around for permission or intelligence. We go straight to the source. You heard her Las’elh. Give me what you have and we will go from there.”

Cihera nodded. “If Dysea says she will review it… you can rest assured she will. And all of us need to get some sleep.” She said coming to her feet. “Commander… the couch there is yours since I doubt you want to sleep in the same bed as Gravork. Everything on our ship is coded to us alone. You will not be able to do anything should you think up some crazy scheme. We may have decided to help you up to this point… but that does not mean we trust you.”
“If Gravork… if the Kochab has the only sleeping quarters… where will the two of you sleep?” Las’elh asked.

Anton got up and went to the wall panel. He touched several buttons on the panel and the wall opposite the table came down revealing a large bed. He began stripping out of his clothes as he made his way to the bed. Las’elh watched him with wide eyes and turned to look at Cihera who was also stripping out of the clothes she wore. Las’elh couldn’t help but watch as she uncovered her soft, satin like dark skin.

“We sleep there.” Cihera spoke. “As we always do. I suggest you get some sleep Commander. We are going to have some very long conversations tomorrow while we sort all of this out.”

Las’elh watched her turn and walk over to the bed. That she was completed naked in front of a stranger did not seem to faze her in the least. Las’elh admired her long legs and flawless ass while she lowered herself into the bed next to Anton. Cihera looked at her, her firm breast jutting outward as Anton gathered her into his arms.

“Get some sleep Commander. We’ll see you in the morning.” Anton spoke before reaching up and turning the lights down.

SPARTA

ROYAL VILLA


He was not what she had expected.


Jalersi had found her heart rate and pulse increasing the closer they drew to the Royal villa. Since discovering this was Pusintin’s brother Jalersi had done nothing but wonder what he would be like. What kind of man could so utterly defeat her mate that he would be sullen and withdrawn for nearly two years upon his return to her? What kind of man could inflict the damage done to her husband in the form of the injuries to his body? She had seen Pusintin fight on many occasions, and she had seen him train. He was very nearly without equal among her people, yet this man had beaten him down in a way nothing ever had.


Jalersi had worn her finest dress this evening, something she had ordered made for her by Kavalian tailors out of High Coven silken fabric. It was royal blue in color and fell almost to her ankles. Her abdomen was bare with a single asymmetrical shoulder strap that accented her large breasts, and a front slit that came almost all the way up to her crotch. She wore her shiny, platinum blond hair very long and flowing over one shoulder. She knew that women within the Union were much more open about their style of dress, and they were allowed enormous freedom in the styles of clothes they wore. She knew from the Lycavorian Netnews reports that for gatherings such as this, the Queens would always dress elegantly and quite provocatively as well. She wanted to insure she was dressed in a similar manner. Jalersi had been surprised at the dress that Athani appeared in the lobby wearing and she could barely contain her outburst of laughter at the look of disbelief on Qurot’s face when he viewed her. It was a dress Athani had chosen to purchase during their lunch recess this very day. She had apparently seen it and couldn’t resist buying it when the store’s owner had said she could have it to her for this evening with little problem. It was also a floor length gown, blue green in color which matched Athani’s eyes. The dress left her shoulders bare, wrapping tightly around Athani’s own firm breasts and then splitting open to reveal her abdomen before coming back together just above her navel. It was slit up her right leg to the outside of her tanned thigh, and then both sides of the dress were cut into two openings which exposed the skin of her hips and very trim waist. Even Jalersi had to admit it looked as if she had been poured into the dress. Athani was most certainly going to take advantage of her time here on Earth to experience the freedom given to females within the Union, regardless of what her future mate thought or did. And there was very little Qurot could do to stop her and he knew that.


Qurot, Pian and Karun had all opted to wear their uniforms, Pian rejoining them after being released from the hospital. Unlike Qurot’s wild and tangled coat of fur, Pian’s light brown coat of hair was impeccably groomed and trimmed. He actually looked very handsome to Jalersi and she silently chastised herself for such thoughts. Pusintin’s depression in the first years after returning had pushed her away and right into Pian’s arms for a single night of blistering, hot and sweaty sex. Jalersi did not know why it had happened, but it had, and Pian had fucked her senseless that night. She barely had the presence of mind to keep him from fully seating his huge cock inside her, pulling her down around the thick bulb at the base of his shaft and locking them together for hours. She would certainly have become pregnant with his child had he done that, but something had kept him from doing that very thing, even without her plea that he don’t. It would have gotten both of them killed when it was discovered and apparently he valued his life and career more than his pleasure and her. This had angered Jalersi to some extent. It angered her that he did not care enough for her to lock them together as he filled her with his cum; even after so many years of saying he wanted her and no one else. Soon after this night Pusintin began to come out of his self imposed depression and Jalersi had devoted herself to him. She had forgotten that night, swearing to herself it would never happen again, even as every time she saw him the memories would come flooding back.


Karun had been very quiet on the trip to the Royal Villa, and that had Jalersi wondering as well. Her oldest son was always reserved and quiet, never giving council unless asked for it specifically, but tonight he seemed more distracted that Jalersi had ever seen him. Jiss and Matuarr wore their formal Legislative Vestments and were content to talk with each other and Jalersi on the trip to the Royal Villa. It was not a long ride in the extended Lifter, but it was exceptionally beautiful. The towering pine trees and mountains in the distance truly made for a magnificent backdrop to the Royal Villa. 


They had been greeted by the Prime Minister and her mate, a tall, well built Spartan male as well as Queen For’mya outside the main entrance to the Villa. For’mya was dressed in a stunning dress similar to Athani’s in many respects, but a light crème in color. They were led into the Villa and all of them were struck at the simple elegance in how the interior was decorated. There was nothing extravagant in the least, the furniture appearing to very old but cared for meticulously. For’mya directed them through the main room with the large fireplace, and they caught only a small glimpse of two Durcunusaan soldiers as they walked the perimeter in the distance. On the patio Jalersi discovered that the Governor of Sparta had joined them for dinner, and it was here she was introduced to him and her husband’s mother.


Gorgo.


Pusintin had not spoken of her very often after that day, only to say she had betrayed him in the vilest of ways. Abandoned him to fate and left him to die. Gorgo stood next to Riall, who wore his formal dress uniform as well, the medals and ribbons decorating his chest signifying many centuries of fighting the High Coven. Her dress was a very elegant wrap, a rich dark green in color and worn to highlight her still very attractive figure. Gorgo smiled at her when they were introduced, shook her hand warmly, but her eyes were cold and emotionless. Those same eyes softened somewhat when they fell upon Karun, but not by much Jalersi saw. Karun for his part gave no sign that she was his grandmother, and Jalersi knew that Pusintin would be happy about that.


And then For’mya took her hand and motioned back towards the house and introduced him.


Martin Leonidas.


Aricia Leonidas occupied his right arm, the Persian red haired Queen Anja his left. The second of his two elven Queens walked next to Anja, hand in hand with the dark haired pureblood vampire Isabella. All of them wore breathtaking dresses that accented their incredible figures and she even found herself admiring how stunning his vampire Queen was. Jalersi also noticed that all of them had exceptionally long hair. Martin Leonidas apparently liked his Queens with long hair. He stood just over two meters in height, perhaps an inch shorter than Pusintin’s six foot three Jalersi calculated. He wore a formal dress uniform as well, eight rows of ribbons decorating his chest with the crimson shoulder boards of royalty clearly displayed. He was thickly muscled, slightly more so than Pusintin. His black hair was also long, falling almost to his shoulders but tied in a neat ponytail at the back of his head. Jalersi couldn’t pull her blue eyes away from the dark brown orbs that gazed upon her as if they were measuring up their next kill. She knew from the Lycavorian’s own Netnews channels that he was a physically imposing figure, but after more than thirty years with her mate Pusintin, she didn’t think that could faze her. Standing in front of him however, Jalersi found herself almost frightened of the man.


He had greeted her warmly enough though, taking her hand gently when he shook it and smiling openly. It was no different when he greeted the others, though he stopped for a moment when he greeted Athani and looked at her a bit longer for some reason. He made no sign that he even noticed her tail as it rested in a relaxed position along the outside of her dress. There was something else he detected in her it seemed. He shook hands firmly with Jiss and Matuarr, Almost greeting Pian in a friendly manner and nod of mutual respect. Qurot however, his face turned to stone when he greeted Qurot, apparently deciding he didn’t like him right away. No doubt from the information given to him by his Queen. Jalersi watched carefully when he greeted Karun… and as with his mother, he smiled and shook his hand cordially, but there was no sign of acknowledgment in his eyes of who Karun was. Jalersi found this very odd in a way, but she let it pass. Perhaps it had to do with the conversation Karun had had with his father before leaving. Neither he nor his father had shared with her what they talked about, Karun only saying that he looked forward to his role and the reaction he would get.

He introduced all his Queens to them, and Jalersi watched intently as Isabella was greeted by the men in her party. Karun she knew would be respectful and hold in his feelings, as would Jiss and Matuarr due to their positions. She was more concerned with Qurot and Pian however and once more this night Pian surprised her by greeting Isabella with a handshake and nod of his head. Qurot simply glared at Isabella for a moment, his eyes hard. The look bounced off the vampire Queen and she dismissed Qurot with barely a thought. This only seemed to infuriate him more. Jalersi knew he had not received the respect and deference he expected and received from females within the Kavalian Empire and this angered him. Only the fact that he was within enemy territory kept him from reacting how his upbringing had conditioned him to react.

Martin Leonidas directed them into the large dining room where his half elf son Resumar appeared now, also wearing his dress uniform. Jalersi did not notice the look of pure delight from Athani when she saw Resumar, and she did not understand the look he gave her when greeting her. They waited while he greeted everyone, and then they all took seats at the large table. Jalersi next to For’mya, who sat to Aricia’s right. Athani was to Resumar’s left on the opposite side of the table, as he sat next to his birth mother Dysea. Anja sat to Martin’s left, Isabella next to her. Qurot managed to procure the seat next to Athani before Jiss did and everyone else settled to their seats.

The meal was a mixture of ancient Greek dishes from Sparta’s history, and then several more modern selections. Jalersi noticed that there were several Kavalian foods among those on the table, and she realized that the cooking staff must have gone out of their way to obtain them. Small talk was exchanged between everyone as they began to eat, and Jalersi had to admit to herself, the Kavalian dishes were exquisitely prepared. She also noticed that Resumar Leonidas sampled all of them and appeared to prefer the Vremchek Beef Spice Rolls more than anything else which delighted her sister since she was the one who told him to sample the food. As the dinner began to wind down Prime Minister Deia was the one to angle the conversation towards what Jalersi had hoped.

“The negotiations are nearly complete Milord.” Deia spoke. “With final approval from you and the Senate… I believe we will have an ample supply of Notal Berries for several years to come.”


Martin nodded and sat back in his chair and lifted his wine to his lips. “The application for an embassy?” He asked.


“I was hoping to present that to you tonight King Leonidas.” Jalersi spoke now. “After we had the chance to show you that an embassy could go a long way to bringing our two peoples closer together.”


“It has actually left me with more questions than answers.” Martin spoke.


“I will answer whatever questions you ask to the best of my abilities.” Jalersi spoke.


“Why now?” Martin asked simply.


“I beg your pardon?”


“Why now?” He asked again. “Why come forward now and request these things? We have had no contact with your government in nearly twenty years. What drew you out of KFI space now?”


“If I am correct Milord… we have requested negotiations in the past.” Jalersi said. “Many times… and they were refused.”


“And why were they refused?” Aricia asked now.


Jiss leaned forward. “Jalersi… may I?” Jalersi turned to him and nodded. “Fourteen years ago we asked for similar negotiations in regards to Tratonic Ore. The Union has the largest concentration of Tratonic Ore known to exist. We offered substantial compensation for a trade agreement. It was refused.” He spoke. “Nine years ago we came forward on a proposal for Talracian Ore. That was denied.”

“Talracian Ore is a strategic asset to the Union.” Deia spoke. “We do not trade Strategic Assets Legislature Jiss.”

“This very planet has the largest deposits anywhere in the known universe now.” Jiss spoke. “Surely the Union could part with a small amount of it?”

Deia shook her head. “No.”

“And our request for a Free Rights Passage four years ago… that too was refused.” Jiss spoke.

“At the time we were currently involved in our war with the Evolli Triad.” Isabella spoke now. “Having KFI warships crossing Union space would not have been wise.”

“And now?” Jiss asked. “Many of our merchant ships have to detour almost all the way through KFI space to reach The Wilds where we do most of our trading. You do not allow us to trade with worlds that are members of the Union.”

“Member worlds chose who they trade with… not the King.” Deia spoke.

“Then why did the Hadarian Council of Elders refused our request for a contingent of their Healers?” Jiss asked. “Our medical facilities and training is far inferior to yours… we openly admit that. Surely you would allow us to partake of their skills.”

“I am the Queen of Hadaria.” Anja said in a heated voice. “And my people are not a commodity to be bargained for Legislature Jiss!”


“So you deny us proper medical treatment for our people. New and improved medicines that could save thousands of lives?” Jiss spoke.

“Legislature Jiss… ninety-two percent of Hadarian Healers are female.” Anja spoke. “Why exactly would I allow them to enter KFI space and be subject to the same laws that govern your own females?”


“Now you question our laws!” Matuarr spoke coming forward in his chair.


“Why do you treat your women the way you do?” Anja asked.


“That has always been our way!”


“Yet Jalersi and Athani are here now!” Dysea spoke. “Leading this delegation. Or is that only for show?”


“They are the daughters to Prefect Keleru.” Jiss spoke. “They were chosen for this delegation because of their knowledge of the Union and your ways. When we return to KFI space, Athani will become the mate to Commander Qurot. She follows the old ways in this regard… as the daughter of the Prefect should!”


Qurot laughed. “And I do so look forward to that day.” He spoke cruelly reaching out to touch Athani’s hair. His face turned darker when she slapped his hand away.


“Don’t touch me Qurot!” She hissed softly.


Qurot leaned even closer. “I will enjoy making you my mate Athani. And I will enjoy taking your purity. And when I do… I will have you resume taking your treatments and rid yourself of the tail you have allowed to grow back.”


Athani turned to look at him with savage anger in her eyes. “My purity is something you will never have!” She snarled at him.

“Qurot that is quite enough.” Jalersi barked from across the table.


Athani was sitting close to the table, her legs well hidden and out of sight. She felt the powerful hand of Resumar extend under the table and rest gently on her thigh. Her hand dropped quickly and squeezed his fingers tightly as she regained her composure and took a deep breath.


“Our laws are not the concern of the Union.” Jiss spoke showing displeasure none of them had seen before now.


“No they are not.” Martin said. “However… like you… we can chose who we wish to do business with. The items and details you have requested in the past were not acceptable to us. As Anja has told you, her people are not a commodity to be traded back and forth. The Hadarian Council of Elders refused your request. Not me.”

“And the Union Senate’s decisions to not allow us to offer compensation for what happen on Gamji?” Jiss asked. “That is what the last twenty years have stemmed from isn’t it? That one incident?”


Martin looked at him. “The Union Senate voted to authorize that.” He said. “I refused to allow it to go any further.”


“May I ask why?” Matuarr spoke. “That was the result of one rogue officer among our millions of men at arms. And if I am correct… he had faulty intelligence telling him Gamji was a staging area for an upcoming attack. He...”


“I don’t put a price on life Legislature Matuarr.” Martin spoke. “You can not compensate for the innocent lives that were taken on Gamji.”

“And our men who you slaughtered?” Qurot demanded. “You killed all of them! You left none of them alive. Not even those who were not clones!”


“They were shown far more honor in death than you showed our people in life.” Riall spoke for the first time.


“Bah… what do you know of war?” Qurot barked.


“I know more of war than you will ever know Kavalian!” Riall spat. “I was fighting the High Coven a thousand years before you were ever born. I was fighting Immortals while you were still wearing diapers… or whatever your people call them! Do not presume to know all there is to know about a person Commander. More often than not… that tactic will get you very dead.”


“Is that why you will now sign a Cease Fire Accord with the High Coven?” Jiss asked as Gorgo rested her hand on Riall’s arm to calm him. “An enemy you have fought for more years that we have. Now… after so long you will sign a Peace Agreement with them? After all they have cost your people?”


“It is a Cease Fire Accord.” Martin spoke calmly. “Nothing more. We have not fought an engagement with the High Coven in twenty-five years. This is just a way for me to show them I have no intention of getting involved in their war with you. Would you care to sign something similar? Would Prefect Keleru be open to that? I’d be more than happy to sign something like that.”


“That is not what we are here to discuss.” Jalersi spoke now trying to regain control of the conversation.


“Why not?” Deia asked. “We are all here. The men and women in this room make up the majority of who will decide on such a proposal. Why can’t we talk about it?”


“I do not have my father’s authority to speak of such things.” Jalersi said. “We are here only to work out the details of the trade pact and request an embassy.”


“Why should we grant an embassy if you are not willing to talk peace?” Panos asked from the end of the table next to Karun. “Or do you not want peace?”


“The Union has many things they will not share with others.” Matuarr spoke once more. “Peace is always preferable to war… but the Union must be willing to share what they have in order to gain that peace.”


“We are always willing to talk peace.” For’mya spoke softly. “We are just not willing to sacrifice our values or what we hold dear to obtain that peace.”

“So you are willing to die for what you hold so dear and do not share with others?” Qurot demanded.


“Why? Are you planning to attack us Commander?” Martin asked casually.


“Certainly not Milord!” Jalersi almost shouted as she came to her feet now. “Please… Milord… I can not speak on my father’s behalf in regards to what you propose. Only in regards to what we were sent here for.” She said. “I would be happy to speak with him in regards to this and what you suggest.”


Martin looked at Jalersi now and leaned back in his chair. He nodded his head slowly. “Your request for an Embassy will be ratified by the Union Senate by the end of the week.” He said. “I intend to approve that. Perhaps then maybe we can see how far your father wishes to extend this tenuous friendship.”


Jalersi nodded her head. “Thank you Milord. He will be most happy to hear that. We…”


“King Leonidas!” Karun’s voice echoed from the end of the table drawing everyone’s attention. He had waited long enough, heard enough. He looked across the expanse of the table at his uncle.


“Yes?” Martin asked.


“Milord… I would like to meet my sister.” Karun spoke.


The reaction of everyone at the table with the exception of Martin and his Queens was predictable. Jalersi’s eyes went wider than he had ever seen his mother look. “Karun… what… what are you talking about?” She gasped. “Your sister is on Cabelir.”

Karun didn’t take his eyes from Martin. “King Leonidas knows what I speak of. Don’t you sire?” He said.


“Karun… you will stop this nonsense!” Jalersi snapped.


Gorgo’s eyes were nearly as wide as Jalersi’s and she looked back and forth between her son and Karun. Even Deia and Panos wore stunned expressions.


“Martin… Martin… what is this fool boy saying?” Gorgo finally blurted turning to look at him. Martin sat in silence staring at Karun, while Aricia and Isabella’s eyes were closed, Anja simply glared at Karun and Dysea and For’mya were looking at each other.


Karun stood up straight. “I want to meet my sister.” Karun said again. “I want to meet the sister of my father’s blood. I want to meet Lisisa.”


The gasps that followed that pronouncement could not have been louder than if a bomb had gone off in the room.

