CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
SODRAG

“Arggghhh!” Dante Moran screamed out as he landed on his back, the air leaving his lungs in a rush and pain shooting through the lower portion of his hips as he impacted the hard surface of the indoor mat.

Zarah Leonidas continued in her wickedly fast motion, twisting his arm and rotating her body over the top of his, all the while holding his thumb and palm in a savagely painful and distorted grip. Though only twenty-one years old, twenty-two as soon as her Coming of Age passed as she was always so pleased to tell everyone, Zarah Leonidas was perhaps one of the most lethal hand-to-hand instructors in the Union military. She had taken to the martial arts when only five years old and quickly advanced at a rate her own instructors could not believe. By the time she was eleven she could defeat all of her Agoge Instructors with ease. She had an exquisitely smooth combination of vampire and wolf strength and endurance, and the ability to blur and wrap the shadows around her with consummate skill. Her five foot five body was a picture of slim muscle and very feminine curves with long legs for her height and an ass that could turn the eye of a wolf or vampire hundreds of years older than her. She had her mother Isabella’s chest with full, firm and prominent breasts, something she had only just started to dress to accent. Her body drew the most attention obviously, with most young wolves and vampires drooling over the prospect of bedding her, until they came to their senses and realized who she was. She was daughter to King Leonidas, and sister to Androcles Leonidas, two males who had shown a very protective nature towards the females in their family. Often times that nature caused pain for the fool males who thought to make a play for a Leonidas daughter and were not sincere in their actions. 
Those who took the time to get past her obvious physical delights discovered a ravenous seeker of new knowledge and experiences. Zarah Leonidas was well on her way to becoming an incredibly skilled engineer like her sister Carina, and she loved to tinker with machines and computers. When males saw this level of intelligence and insightfulness in her, they quickly decided Zarah was out of their league. Combined with who her father was, it made it next to impossible for her to find any male who was interested in her.


She wore the standard Mark IV ArmorPly armor as they all did, and the gathered High Coven riders watched with some awe as she dropped onto Dante’s chest with all of her weight, another rush of air leaving his lungs and emptying them completely. She popped up quickly and released his arm, watching as he rolled to his side holding his arm tightly to his side. Zarah brushed her dark brown hair from her face as she watched Dante, the rest of her shoulder length locks pulled into a pony tailed and tied with Drow silk all the way to the tip. She looked to where Yuri was sitting on her sore butt from being dropped by Zarah in even less time. Her face was locked in a scowl as she nursed her twisted arm and leg.


“Anyone else?” Zarah popped out as she turned her dark eyes to the other riders. Like her mother’s eyes, they were lightly shaded with green, but her father’s dark eyes were definitely the more dominant.

Narice and Carisia looked at each other quickly with equally wide eyes and then back to Zarah. “You… my sister and Dante were the most skilled among us in hand-to-hand fighting.” Narice spoke softly.


Zarah turned back as Dante began to get to his feet. “Less attitude more concentration next time.” She spoke to him as she tried to help him to his feet.

Dante yanked his arm away from her. “You surprised me!” He snapped.


“No… you thought because you are a big bad vampire male that you could stomp my little female wolf ass.” Zarah stated with a grin.


“You are not wolf!” Dante barked. “You are a half breed!”


Zarah smiled brightly at him, his sarcastic comment bouncing off her. “Actually… my father’s genes are more dominant so that makes me more wolf than vampire, but if the best you can come up with is half breed… I guess it will do. I’m a half breed that just beat your ass!” She spoke. “Never judge a book by its cover. You’ve never heard that expression?”

Dante looked at her. “No!”


“Well now you have.” She stated.


“You should not have been able to defeat us so easily.” Yuri spoke now as she stood up and moved closer. “We are bonded to dragons! Our abilities are increased, enhanced by these bonds!”


Zarah nodded. “Only if you know how to call on them and use them.” She spoke calmly. “Which you can’t.”


“What do you know child!” Yuri snapped. “You are not bonded to a dragon!” Yuri heard soft chuckling and she turned her head to see the two older Durcunusaan Spartans standing to the rear of the gather pilots.


“Are you so sure Princess?” Zarah asked lifting her hand. All them were stunned when the light blue psychic shield appeared and engulfed her hand up to her wrist. She lifted her other hand and another light blue psychic shield engulfed that hand as well. “That would be a painful mistake to make don’t you think?”


Narice stepped forward a little. “You are bonded… you are bonded to a dragon?” She asked. “Our… our intelligence did not reveal this!”


Zarah looked at her and smiled. She liked Narice. She was even tempered and no where near as arrogant as her older sister. She was open to new things and did not treat those around her as if they were inferior. She was a little perturbed at how she had treated Arrarn the night on Andro’s island, her arrogance showing through then but that had disappeared the moment she smelled the interest Narice had in her brother, as well as the red head Toria. Zarah quickly chalked it up to jealously and fear and not arrogance.

“I would imagine there is a lot your intelligence did not reveal to you.” Zarah said with a smile. “But no… I’m not bonded to a dragon.”

“Then how…?”


Zarah shrugged. “No one really knows for sure… but I have the ability to draw from the psychic presence of any dragon or Mindvoicer in the vicinity of where I am. The stronger that person or persons, the stronger the shield I can project. I’ve learned how to channel that Mindvoice power into my physical blows and in how I fight. I use it to enhance my ability to blur and also regulate the power of my strikes.” She looked at the riders. “It is a skill all of you have… you just have not tapped into yet and that is what you have to learn how to do. That’s what I will teach you.”


“And what will you teach us child!” Yuri snapped once more. “You have never fought Kavalians! Their clone soldiers are savage and large. As large as your brothers for the most part. They are fast, utterly ruthless and exceptionally strong. You would not last a second or two in single combat with them! I have barely escaped single combat with them.”


“And I beat you down pretty effectively.” Zarah said. 
“You… you caught us by surprise with you skills.” Yuri barked. “It was not a fair test of our abilities!”

“We can go a second time if you don’t think it was fair test Princess.” Zarah said. “The result will be the same.”

“Your arrogance will be your undoing child.” Yuri growled.


“I’m not arrogant Princess Yuri.” Zarah spoke calmly. “I know what I can do and I’m confident in my abilities. I have abilities you as riders have, but do not know how to use.” She explained. “I have read every report and studied every bit of intelligence on the Kavalians and the capabilities of the biogenic clones. We are not stupid, contrary to what you continue to believe.” Zarah turned back to the other riders. “I can teach you to focus and channel your psychic abilities to enhance the power and speed of your physical blows. You just need to amp up your connection with your dragon. Let it flow through you more. It must become second nature for you, just as it is for the riders of Mjolnir’s Hand.”


“I grow tired of hearing of Mjolnir’s Hand.” Yuri snarled more forcibly now. “You and the others speak of them as some sort of gods. They are riders, just as we are. No different!”


Zarah looked at her evenly and shook her head. “Not gods… just men and women who have taken the bonds with their dragons to the next level. Something you will never achieve because you choose to look at Vollenth as a tool rather than an equal. Any one of Mjolnir’s Hand could erase you in the time it would take for them to blink because you don’t believe.”

“Believe what?” Yuri snapped. 


“That you can be more.” Zarah answered immediately.


“Are there any here on the base now?” A male rider asked from the ranks. “Members of Mjolnir’s Hand I mean?”

Zarah shook her head as she turned to look at him. “Just Andro, Deni and Lisisa.” She answered. “The members of Mjolnir’s Hand wear essentially the same uniform as we do, but their shoulders are painted in crimson. My brothers and sister don’t wear their Mjolnir’s Hand uniforms. They won’t start wearing them again until their ranks are filled once more. They are still missing one Bonded Pair, and until they find that pair the search will continue.”

“Wait… isn’t Princess Eliani and Prince Resumar… they are bonded to dragons as well.” A female rider spoke now.


Zarah nodded in agreement. “Yes… but they are not true members of Mjolnir’s Hand. Including my father there are only four in my family that are active members of their unit. Our younger siblings, maybe one day since they have all discovered their bonds early, but we won’t know for several years at least.” Zarah smiled. “You never know… no one really knows when they get together as a unit. They usually operate in ones and twos so it’s hard to get them all together.”

“Will they come here?”

Zarah shrugged. “Aside from my Uncle Isra… you might see one or two during your time here. No one really knows when they come and go as I said. They only have two people they answer too really. My father and Andro.”

“Aren’t many of them older than him by several centuries? Even their dragons.” Narice asked now. “I understand he is Crown Prince of the Union… but doesn’t that cause… doesn’t it cause friction between them, having to take orders from someone so much younger?”

Zarah shook her head quickly. “Never. Andro was bonded with Elynth when he was still within my mother’s womb… I think you have been told that before. In some ways their bond is stronger than my father’s and Torma, in some ways it’s not. And after Alba Tau… no one will ever question my brother because of his age. Besides… the members of Mjolnir’s Hand do not look upon each other as subordinates or officers. They view themselves as brothers and sisters with each other as well as their dragons. That is what makes them so very powerful. And that is why there are only three hundred of them at any given time. As a rider you must be one with your dragon in a way the goes beyond most Bonded Pairs. You must think and act with one mind, one breath and one heart.” Zarah looked at Narice. “You and Carisia have almost reached that point with Deneth and Anthar. You know what I am talking about.”
Narice glanced quickly to where Yuri stood looking at them and then back to Zarah. “Perhaps not as much as you might think.” She said.

Zarah may have been young but she was far from stupid and without even turning she could sense Yuri looking at Narice and Carisia. She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe I was wrong then.” She said quickly. She clapped her hands together. “Ok… let’s get to the first lesson shall we.”

“Immortals!” Arrarn gasped.


Andro nodded as he handed Arrarn the data pad. “She’s with them now. Mother is on the way in a DT to meet with them and get her back.”


“Wait a minute!” Moneus declared. “Get her back? Why isn’t Uncle Martin sending a full Fleet Group to get her? They are Immortals Andro! Why would they… why would they just give her up.”


“You remember the Immortal that our fathers saved on Lycavore?” Andro asked him as he moved to the table in the Command Center. “His name was T’lolt.”

Moneus nodded. “Father told me a little about him. It was Uncle Martin who saved him really. They seem to think that it was him who took out the APC that was assaulting their flank.”


“It was him. Father talked to him.” Andro stated. “And now he and his nephew have sworn an Iglata d'Vlos to protect Normya.”

“His nephew?” Arrarn asked looking up from the pad.


“The son of the Immortal Captain Cha’talla and his pureblood vampire wife… this Esther Suira.” Andro spoke.


They both looked at him. “Cha’talla?” Moneus exclaimed. “Andro we were told he was dead!”


“Well… apparently the reports of his death were exaggerated somewhat.” Andro said as he looked at him. 


“Andro… a Jump Gate exploding… that should be all over the Netnews!” Arrarn said leaning forward in his chair. “Especially seeing that it was Normya that was flying the TYPE II that hit it.” 


“Yes I know.” Andro replied. “It appears the mercenaries that attacked her ship while she and Toral were trying to repair it had help within our ranks. That is why it hasn’t been reported yet. Aside from those of us in this room, father and our mothers, no one else knows. At least not yet. Father decided to wait until just before the pulse to give mother time to get as close as possible before they announce it. We don’t know who or what or why right now, and we won’t until mother gets to Normya and talks to her and finds out.”

“Uncle Martin trusts this Immortal Andro?” Moneus asked softly. “Isn’t that a huge nubous risk? Immortals… they enslave elves, not help them. And forgive me for saying so, and don’t tell Carina, but Normya is one smoking hot elf female. Immortals… they turn them into sex slaves and…”


“Yes we know.” Andro said softly. “They spoke with him, and in this we need to trust father and mother’s judgment. They were there and talked with this T’lolt. The only reason he told me was because he knew I had Arrarn checking why Normya hadn’t even reported her position in, and he doesn’t want it revealed just yet. Whoever set her up doesn’t know she survived yet. We need to get as close as we can to finding the person or persons that helped these mercenaries before it is announced she is alive and safe. This mercenary scum was after Normya specifically. They knew where she was going to be, so it does not leave this room, and most certainly do not tell Zarah. She would be worried sick and demand to go after her.”


“Someone at the GUC had to be helping them.” Arrarn spoke. “They must have looped the feed somehow.”


Andro nodded. “That is what Uncle Andreus is moving to check even now.” He said. He looked at Moneus. “How are Thast and the others doing?”


Moneus grinned wickedly. “They don’t like it… that’s for sure.” He said. “They are returning today after their shift… but the Security Commander is keeping them busy.”


“No recons since they left?” Andro asked.


Moneus shook his head. “None that we’ve detected.” He replied. “That’s not to say they haven’t developed something to mask themselves while wrapped in the shadows though.”


“They would have used it by now.” Andro acknowledged. “Keep the security around Operations and the Command Center here tight. Let Nyla know as well Moneus.”


Moneus got to his feet and nodded. Andro was his best friend and he knew by the tone of his voice that he was keeping him out of the loop specifically to protect him. “I’ll go over and tell her right now. She and her team are drilling by the east quad.”


Andro nodded as he watched his friend leave. As soon as the door closed and sealed he turned to Arrarn. “You still have your contacts at the GUC Command Base on Apo Prime?”


Arrarn nodded. “Raloua’s brother just got promoted. Why?”


“Contact him Arrarn. See what he can find out. We sent Normya off by herself… and now Toral is dead and our sister is in the hands of Immortals who say they are friendly and will protect her. Whether that is true or not remains to be seen, but I want to know who set our sister up. And when we find out, you and I are going to have a talk with them.”

Arrarn nodded his dark eyes matching the anger in his brother’s azure blue ones. “I’ll take care of it.” He spoke. “What’s going on Andro?”


Andro shook his head as he got back to his feet. “The Feravomir said something to me yesterday.” He said softly. “The Coven and Kavalians here on Earth, the issues mother and Aunt Sivana are having on Hadaria. This lash up with Lisisa. And now this deal with Normya. If I didn’t know any better brother… I’d say they were all tied together somehow and it is being directed by some master conductor.”


“Because they all seem to be happening at the same time?” Arrarn asked.


“It’s odd don’t you think?” Andro spoke.


Arrarn got up as well. “It may seem that way because you are trying to find something that may or may not be there Andro.” He spoke. “That is a gift you and Elynth have, but sometimes it is not always right.” 


Andro looked at him. “Perhaps.” He said. “How are the pilots coming?”


“You mean from when you asked me two days ago?” Arrarn said with a smile. “Sadi and I start taking them up today.”


“And the other thing? Are you still going to pursue that?” Andro asked.


“After the other night?” Arrarn exclaimed. “I don’t know Andro… they both tickle my nose for sure, Narice more so because of who she is I think, but she is just so anse uptight. Part of me says go for it… part of me says it ain’t worth it.”


“When have you ever backed down from a challenge Arrarn?” Andro asked. 


“What about father?” Arrarn said. “You know he will have a fit.”


“Does your blood burn for her?” Andro asked him. “For them… because now that they have found each other I have a feeling they’ll be a package deal just like Eliani and Nyla.” 


Arrarn shook his head. “As much as I would like it to happen… it won’t.” He answered. “I’m not that lucky… and I think they may be more interested in each other. I can smell Narice all over her. Similar to how Nyla’s scent saturates Eliani like you said. And there is something about both of them that is different somehow.”


“Don’t give up hope just yet.” Andro said with a grin. “Stranger things have happened to the members of our family.”

“Why do you… why does it seem like you want it to come about Andro?” Arrarn asked.


“Because you have never been this attracted to a woman before Arrarn. Let alone two. You are half wolf and you know when you mark their scents brother, you are hooked. And you have never marked the scent of a female before now.” Andro said with a smile. “Sadi tells me she can see it in your eyes… and she also says Toria is making no bones about her interest in you.”

Arrarn waved his hand. “Ah… she’s seeing things.” He stated. “Besides… I don’t have the stamina for both of them to be biting me at the same time.” He said with a grin. “I wouldn’t know who to bite back.”


Andro laughed at that. “Just hang in there. And find out what you can about the personnel in the GUC.”


Arrarn nodded. “Will do.” He said moving for the door.


Andro turned and moved to the small window in the command center briefing room and looked out across the tarmac.


[You are worried Andro.] Elynth’s voice filled his head.


[Should I be sister? Is Arrarn right? Am I reading to much into what is happening all over?]


[We can not control everything ourselves brother. Only what is within our realm of influence. That is something our fathers told us long ago..] Elynth answered. [And our fathers have many more years of knowledge and experience than us.]


[I know. I’m just wondering if maybe they are keeping the same feelings we are having buried just as deeply as we are.] Andro spoke. 


[If he needs us he will call.] Elynth spoke. [Now we have our own important mission to achieve. We are agreed with the Feravomir and Elder Mother about their plan?]


[Oh yes.] Andro said. [It eliminates one issue and potentially two. And it will go a long way to bringing them closer together.]


[I agree as well.] Elynth answered. She paused for a long moment. [Andro… I was going… I was going to ask Anthar to hunt with us tonight.]


[And you need my permission for this why sister?] Andro asked with some humor in his voice.


[I am not asking for your permission my riad aulved brother!] She barked out with some indignation causing Andro to chuckle. [I… I do not know how to act.] She replied.


[You act as you always act sister. Do not change who you are. Anthar is no fool and he wishes it just as much as you. Do not rush things if you are uncomfortable. I do not believe he will mind.] He answered.

[You are right.] She said.


[Of course I’m right sister.] Andro said. [I am a male. I know these things.]

[He has been in my thoughts much these last few days.] Elynth spoke. [I do not know if father will approve of him.]


[Then we are in the same position sister.] Andro told her. [As you have told me when it concerns Carisia. Do we ignore what we feel for them and allow it to pass from our lives and always wonder. Or do we act on what we feel for them and perhaps find happiness and so much more? They have been in both our dreams sister. And we agreed it was time for both of us to begin making our own path into the future.]


[Yes we did.] Elynth said.

[Then follow what your heart tells you my Bonded Sister.] Andro said.

[What you felt between them Androcles my brother.] She said. [I was passing him today and I felt it as well. In both of them.]


Andro nodded slowly. [I’m going to cultivate that as much as possible. And they will discover each other soon enough I think. Possibly sooner than even we think. Something is pushing them together Elynth, and once they do come together even without the training the others have had, they will be among the most powerful among us. It is almost as if they are two pieces that are about to be put back together in perfect harmony.]


[We must be ready to tell your uncle Isra and your uncle Andreus if it happens.] Elynth spoke. [We must welcome them in our way. All of them must be present for that. As well as the Elders. It is the way our fathers have always done it.]


[And so shall we.] Andro spoke. [I’ve already spoken with Uncle Andreus and he has already sent word to the others to move within one or two jumps of Earth and be on stand by. I will talk to Uncle Isra tonight and fill him in.] 

[When will you have Carisia over to your bungalow?] Elynth asked her voice more relaxed and filled with humor now. [All of you must sate that burning… or we will never get anything accomplished.]


Andro laughed softly to himself. [When Yuri leaves I think.] He said. [Then we will be able to be together… and then we can really begin to train them. We can make them powerful Bonded Pairs sister. All we need is time.]


[I agree.] Elynth replied. [The question remains… will we get that time.]
JAL-14 LIMIAN LESIURE TRANSPORT

“…did your sister do?” Cihera asked her.
Las’elh looked at her intently from across the small table. Cihera was taller than her by a good four or five inch margin, almost as tall as her husband who Las’elh put at just over two meters in height. Her shimmering white hair fell loosely about her shoulders, still somewhat wild. Her skin was a dark chocolate color and incredibly smooth and soft looking, even more so than what she noticed the evening before. The light blue half jumpsuit hugged her lean, muscular frame tightly, wrapping around her body in all the right places as far as Las’elh was concerned. In her time since being vetted out of the EI, Las’elh had resorted to many tings to find the truth about her sister, and that included bedding with other species and even females. She had also discovered she rather enjoyed the feel of another woman’s body against her own, and the pleasure that could bring. The elven female they had left on Talbor Seven was quite adept at giving Las’elh pleasure in that way though she turned out to be rather empty between her elven ears.

Las’elh had awakened to the soft sounds of their love making and she had laid on the couch just listening, and becoming rather excited in the process despite everything that had happened in the last few hours. The sounds Cihera made were gentle whimpers of unabashed delight, and Las’elh could hear her soft professions of love. She had chanced a look in their direction and had to suppress a startled cry of her own. The darkness did nothing to hinder her elven vision and she had seen Cihera atop Anton’s muscled body, her face contorted in blissful pleasure as she rode the largest cock Las’elh had ever seen on a male before. Las’elh watched for several seconds, the thick shaft disappearing again and again into Cihera’s depths, before tearing her own eyes away and stifling a groan as her fingers danced across her bare mound under her pants and she squeezed her thighs together to keep from cumming herself. 

They had awakened several hours later completely unaware that Las’elh had been witness to their lovemaking. Anton showered and dressed quickly, and since there was little privacy in the JAL-14 even though it was a leisure transport, Las’elh had to consciously keep her eyes from his flaccid cock as he dressed. She had, however, stolen several glances at Cihera as she dressed and couldn’t help but admire her body. Anton had taken a tray of food to Gravork and then questioned him for several hours while Cihera studied the data pads Las’elh had given them to pass to Queen Dysea.

Cihera looked up from the pad and gazed at Las’elh with those amber colored orbs. “Las’elh?”


Las’elh shook her head quickly. “Huh… what? I’m sorry… what was your question?”


“Your sister?” Cihera asked again. “What did she do?”


“She was a student. She was completing her last year in school.” Las’elh answered admonishing herself for letting her mind wander. “She was studying at The Genecor University on Apo Prime. She was returning to Elear for a week long break between final exams when she was abducted.”


“Genetics?” Cihera asked.


Las’elh nodded. “She was to complete her finals and then transfer to Hadaria and study with the Divine One Eurin. It had already all been arranged. She was so happy she was chosen to study with Eurin. Not many students who are not Hadarian study directly with her.”


“Yes… I understand that is somewhat of a distinguished honor if you are not Hadarian.” Cihera answered.


They turned as Anton came out of the rear compartment and they caught a glimpse of Gravork sitting on the couch shoveling food into his face. The door slid shut and Anton moved to the table where he took the chair next to Cihera.


“I’ve asked him several different ways and the answer is still the same.” He spoke. “All he did was to arrange a meeting between this Lycavorian and the Evolli. He was paid well and then cut out of the loop. It is how he conducts these sorts of transactions.”

“So then we have to confront the Evolli?” Cihera said.


Anton nodded. “It looks that way.”


“I was hoping to avoid that.” Cihera said softly.


“Yes… so was I.” He agreed pouring himself a mug of coffee.


“Did you ask him about my sister?” Las’elh asked quickly.


“Not directly.” Anton replied quickly. “However, it does appear he made several contacts with unknown individuals that were requesting the flight schedules and plans of up to a dozen transports between Apo Prime, Hadaria and Elear. These individuals were quite specific in what they wanted, mostly elven females as Las’elh has said.”


Cihera looked at him. “And?”


“He contacted this Lycavorian we are searching for.” Anton replied. “It appears they have been working together far longer than Gravork wanted to admit at first. Upwards of twelve or thirteen years, perhaps even before that. He would not answer directly how long. Contacts were always made in the same fashion however; garbled secure holo transmissions and the Lycavorian always wore a helmet. He was never able to get a clear image of his face, and the Lycavorian had a scrambler on his end to prevent tracing the transmission. This Lycavorian provided him with the information which he then passed on to those who wanted it.”

“What about these unknown individuals?” Las’elh asked quickly.


Anton shook his head. “The only thing he could tell me was that they were large, they always wore heavy cloaks and cowls and that they moved like soldiers. Very well trained soldiers.”


“Immortals?” Las’elh gasped.


Anton shook his head. “He was reasonably certain they were not Immortals.” He replied knowing Las’elh’s fear in that. “He knows of the large Immortals mercenary group that operates here in The Wilds, but they are not shy about hiding their faces or what they are. No… these soldiers were someone else.”

“Can we trust what he is telling us?” Las’elh spoke quickly.


Anton looked at her at he sipped his mug. “Our drugs are quite effective.”

“Drugs?” Las’elh gasped.

Anton nodded. “A mixture of Lorpec and Vorelen. When combined they make for a very effective interrogation drug. It has no long term effects, and simply makes the person more susceptible to suggestion and answering questions. It is why we can’t allow you to question him Las’elh… no matter how much you think you would get out of him. It must be done in a way Cihera and I are trained in.”

“I thought interrogation by drugs was illegal within the Union.” Las’elh spoke. “It is not allowed or practiced.”
Cihera nodded. “Yes it is illegal within Union borders. However, we are not in The Wilds and this is a matter of the highest security. As Anton has said… the drugs have no lasting effects and it is much easier and far more accurate in terms of the reliability of the information we get. Torture does not work very well.” She stated with a smile. 

“Does… does the Krypteria always operate in this way?” Las’elh asked.

“We act in whatever manner we need to act to keep the Union safe from harm.” Anton spoke. “And it would appear Gravork is involved in more than just T19 weapons sales, which lends more support to your theory about what is going on Las’elh.”


Cihera looked at him. “This might explain why he is so happy to be in our company.” She said. “If he somehow managed to anger one of his buyers in some way. Perhaps he was becoming worried for his safety.”


“Dealing with Kavalians doesn’t translate to a long life span.” Anton agreed. “According to him he has had thirty-three sales to the Kavalians of T19s and other assorted equipment over the last five years. When we destroyed the Evolli manufacturing plant for the T19 in the last year of the war, the Kavalians began asking him to supply them with more.”

“How many dragons did the Coven bring to Earth?” Cihera asked.


“Dragons?” Las’elh spoke. “The High Coven brought dragons to earth?”


Anton looked at her ignoring Las’elh. “Forty-three.”


“And how many T19s have the Kavalians purchased in the last five years?” Cihera asked.


“According to Gravork… over ten thousand.” Anton answered. “Not all of them were useable or operational mind you… but far more than what you would need to fight forty odd dragons. And more than enough to supply their forward units with them.”


Cihera nodded. “By quite a large margin.” She said.


“Well… it would appear that this Lycavorian, who we are pretty sure is Pusintin, we are positive he is involved in ordering the attempt on Aunt Anja and Aunt Aricia.” Anton spoke. “He obviously has access to information that is not day to day chatter if he was able to discover the exact time they were leaving Hadaria. Whether he is involved in the weapons deal with the Immortals we’ll have to ask the Evolli when we see him.”


“If it is Pusintin… then he has people embedded within the Union.” Cihera spoke. “High enough to get the flight plan for the Queens. And he obviously does not care that his actions risk open war with us.”


Anton shook his head. “Access to a secure terminal and the command codes is all they would need.” He spoke matter-of-factly. “Hadarian security is not as rigid as it is on Earth or Apo Prime. Or even Elear for that matter.”


“True.” Cihera spoke. 


“As for risking war… I think we agree that the Kavalians would not be shy in attacking us if they knew they could get away with it. Sometimes I wonder if their leaders are even able to carry on an intelligent conversation without using threats and violence.” Anton said. 


“What about my sister!” Las’elh demanded.


Anton and Cihera both looked at her then. Cihera leaned forward. “Understand something Commander Las’elh. Our priority is to the Union. Anton and I understand why you are doing what you are doing. I too am an Elf… Anton half elf. We will assist you in your endeavors as much as we are able, but our duty is to the Union first. If that is not something that is acceptable to you, we will give you credits, supplies and weapons and when we reach Nebonese you can go where you wish.”

Las’elh’s eyes grew a little bigger. “You would… you would just let me go?” She asked.


Cihera looked at Anton quickly and then back to her. “Personally… with your attitude… I believe you would be dead within a month now that Gravork’s friends appear to be looking for him. They do not know about us; however they know you saw him last on Talbor Seven. It seems our paths have crossed for a reason Commander… and your search for your sister is somehow tied to what is happening within the Union. Yes… we would just let you go.” She stated. “And you would be back to square one. Or you could remain with us… and help us to help you. Anton and I believe it is all tied together… and the sooner you learn to trust someone besides yourself, the longer you will stay alive. As our Aunt Dysea told you… she will do whatever she is able if she finds a need. That we have not heard back from her tells me that she just may very well have discovered what we sent her to be more than it is. But do not make the mistake of thinking she, or Anton or myself will not erase you from existence if you threaten to jeopardize our mission, for it concerns far more than just one elf female.”


“I… I just want to find my sister.” Las’elh spoke softly. “I swore to my mother I would find her. She is… she is the youngest of our family. The light. So young and vibrant and full of life. The only one of my parent’s children to not find a path within the Union military. She was going to be a researcher so that she could help others.”


Cihera nodded slowly. “Then work with us and not against us.” She said. “Believe me… having us as your friends, and by virtue of that most of the King’s family, your odds have greatly increased.”

Las’elh stared at her amber eyes, suppressing the shiver that ran through her from those incredible orbs. And it wasn’t a shiver of fear. She nodded slowly her blue eyes locked squarely with Cihera’s amber orbs. “If it… if it helps me to find Na’lia, I will do whatever you ask of me.”


Anton nodded and got to his feet. He leaned over and kissed Cihera’s head gently. “I will check our course and time to Nebonese.”


Cihera nodded as she reached up to squeeze his hand before he moved away. She turned back to Las’elh. “Now tell me about your sister.” She spoke. “I want to know everything about her.”

“Everything is in the data pads.” Las’elh said.


Cihera shook her head. “Tell me what is not in them Las’elh.” She said evenly. “Tell me about her friends… any males she may have been seeing. Her interests outside of school. All of it Las’elh.”


Las’elh nodded as she met Cihera’s eyes.

G9 HIGH COVEN LRR

Normya flipped on the bench once more trying to get comfortable and not succeeding very well. The G9 was not meant for creature comforts, and apparently the Immortals preferred the temperature to be a few degrees lower than what she was used too. She was trying to get a handle on everything that had happened in the last few days; the explosion and impact with the Gate; the mercenaries led by this Gareld trying to capture her; Toral’s death and the events on Yocetu. And then the huge Immortal who had anointed himself her protector. 
Normya played it over in her head again and again what would have happened if Tir’ut had not appeared out of nowhere to attack that creature. And done so with such ferocity as she had never seen before in her life. And then to discover that he had attacked the creature alone, a creature that his own people would not dare hunt without at least four in their number. Normya didn’t know what to make of that. Nor did she know what to make of the feelings that just being around him elicited from her. At first Normya had thought it was because of her Coming of Age Fever. One of the strongest symptoms of the fever was that it made the females gripped in it very sensitive to any male who showed interest in them. Their senses and hormones were at such a peak that even a male of another species could draw their interest. In Normya’s case however, her fever was slowly burning off and leaving nothing but mature woman in its wake. 


Normya didn’t see a monster when she looked at Tir’ut. She didn’t see an Immortal either and part of her was frightened by that. 


His dark eyes were filled with an animated life, his smile was infectious, and he and the others acted in a manner that mirrored her own brothers and sisters and their people. Their humor was almost laconic in nature, and Tir’ut had laughed at himself easily when he was looking up at her from the floor of that bunker. That was a trait all of her instructors had said no Immortal possessed, yet she had seen it for herself, and not just with Tir’ut. His brother acted in a similar fashion, as well as having showed obvious affection for the female Ja’narie. She glanced over to where his brother Fash’ka sat on the opposite bench. His pure Immortal features were relaxed and almost peaceful, Ja’narie leaning affectionately up against his side, both of them sleeping for the first time in several days without having to worry for their safety. That Tir’ut worshiped his mother was also plainly evident in his actions when the Empress began to call her names. 
“Our blood is thicker.” Tir’ut’s voice spoke softly from next to her.

Normya turned quickly and saw him kneeling on the deck plates next to the bench. The burnt bronze color of his skin was very easy to look at, the smaller bone spurs along his jaw line giving him a fearsome visage to some extent, but surprisingly Normya felt no fear when she looked at him. His face was relaxed like his brother’s, and then she could see the part of him that was his mother in his face. The smoothness of his skin and the narrow nose, his full lips, unlike those of the other Immortals, and then his eyes. Normya shuddered inwardly as she pushed herself up looking at those eyes and she didn’t know if it was from the cold or the way those eyes gazed upon her. Not with lust or possessiveness, but intelligence and respect and desire.

“What?” She finally managed to stammer.

She watched him pull the large fatigue like jacket from his upper body. “Our blood is thicker.” He said again. “That is why the cold does not bother us as much.” He held out the jacket top to her. “It is… it is very big… but it will chase the chill from your body.”

Normya looked at him for a moment before taking the jacket from his hands and putting her arms into the sleeves and pulling it on. She extended her arms out and couldn’t help but laugh as the tips of her fingers ended about two and a half inches from the cuff of the sleeves. Tir’ut chuckled as well and reached up, his parted lips revealing the just tips of his fangs. She watched his face as he began to roll the sleeves up on the jacket.

“Your… your fangs…” She asked softly. “I thought…”

Tir’ut shook his head with a grin. “I am only half Immortal Il kal'daka darthirii.” He said. “I can retract my fangs entirely, just like my mother. I simply choose not to most of the time.”

“I’m… I’m sorry…” She stumbled out with the words.

Tir’ut looked at her. “Sorry for what?” He asked. “For asking a question you did not know the answer too?  That is not something to be sorry for.” 
“You… you need to feed like…”

Tir’ut nodded. “Not as often as my mother or father. The combination of their DNA in my body made me less reliant on blood for some reason. It has something to do with my pure Akruxian genes. My mother tried to explain it to me once…” Tir’ut shook his head with a smile. “I was sorry I asked. When she goes off on a DNA related rant it is nearly impossible to understand what she is saying. To heal and such, blood speeds the process… but I usually do not take blood to heal.”

“You were going to on Yocetu.” Normya stated.

“Yes. To insure I was in condition to protect you.” He answered. He looked at her as he finished rolling the sleeves for her. “I frighten you don’t I Il kal'daka darthirii?”

Normya shook her head quickly. “No!” She stated. “It’s just…” She saw him looking at her with those eyes. “Yes… a little I guess.” She continued. 

Tir’ut nodded his head slowly. “I do understand.” He spoke. “My people do not have a stellar reputation for our past actions. Especially with elves. And many of them still serve the High Coven, something my father and uncle hope to one day change. Just know that we are not like them.”
“I’m beginning to realize that.” Normya said looking at him. “Why did you do it?” She asked.

Tir’ut tilted his head slightly and looked at her oddly. “Do what?”

“Attack that monster by yourself.” Normya asked. “Your brother… your uncle… even your mother… I’ve heard them talking. Even those Immortal soldiers who came with your uncle look at you in a strange way. They say you were malda to do such a thing alone. That no one has ever done that.”

“Malda? What is this word?” He asked with a smile.

“In the Lycavorian language it means crazy.” Normya said.

Tir’ut chuckled. “Yes well… I have been called that many times. The Bancorik… it was going to make a meal out of you.” He said. “I could not let that happen Il kal'daka darthirii.”
“Why?” Normya persisted.

“It… it does not matter.” Tir’ut spoke softly after a long moment. “You are safe and that is what matters.”

“Tir’ut!” The voice called.

They turned and saw two of the pure Immortals who had come with his uncle waving him down to their location.

Tir’ut got to his feet slowly and looked at Normya. “You should try to get some sleep now Il kal'daka darthirii. We will arrive on Kranek in nine hours.” He said. He tilted his head a little looking at her and then turned to move down to where the two Immortals were. Normya watched him as he moved, using the bar of the ladder to half leap and half slide down into the lower level of the LRR with ease. He moved with such confident grace and agility. Normya pulled the jacket he had given her closer around her shoulders and it was then her wolf nose detected the scent. His scent. A musky ginger smell that rushed through her head and tickled her nose like no man she had ever smelled before. She pulled the jacket tighter still, inhaling deeper and feeling that scent reach to every portion of her body and make her tingle all over.
“Normya?” Esther’s voice filled her ears and she turned quickly to see her settle to the bench next to her. “Are you alright child?”

Normya glanced quickly back to where Tir’ut stood and then returned her eyes to Esther. “Yes… I’m fine.” She said. “He gave me… he gave me his jacket.”
“Immortal blood is much thicker than elven blood or even Lycavorian blood.” Esther answered easily. “They do not get cold very often.”

“He is very… he is very shy isn’t he?” Normya said.

Esther’s eyes widened. “Tir’ut shy?” She exclaimed with a small laugh. “Tir’ut is his father’s son… and like his father he is blunt and straightforward. Much like Aikiro found out earlier. The little ones of our settlement think he is their personal plaything. He spends most of his days when he is not hunting or training with his father at the school entertaining them.”
Normya chuckled now. “He did call her some rather inventive things didn’t he?” She said. 

Ether nodded. “Yes he did.” She agreed. “I have spoken with Cha’talla.” She said looking at her.

Normya’s face took on a worried expression. “Esther…”

“You have nothing to be afraid of Normya Leonidas.” Esther said quickly. “Once I explained to my husband everything that happened he agreed completely with our actions. In our stead he would have acted no differently. As I said… protecting you protects us as well.” She said with a smile. “Besides… it has been nearly two weeks since I have felt his arms around me and when I told him I would make it up to him for disobeying him to remain away from the border, he came around rather quickly. He may be an Immortal… but he is still a man. And as his wife I know what buttons to push!” She said with a grin. “Your mother… she will have no trouble finding us, even coded as our location was that you gave her?”

Normya shook her head. “She will know right away.” Normya answered deciding that she very much liked this Esther. “If Aikiro had not been there I would not have used code.”
“So your father knows where this mountain is as well?” Esther asked.

Normya nodded. “He promised me Esther. My father has never broken a promise he makes in all the years I have been alive. And if what my Uncle Danny says is true… not in all the time he has been alive.”

“I had heard that about your father.” Esther spoke.

They heard the laughter and turned to see Tir’ut and the two other Immortals sharing a laugh over the data pad one held in his hand. Esther chuckled. “What Tir’ut called Aikiro will rapidly make the rounds of our settlement when we return.” She said. “Do you need to shift to heal your leg completely?”

Normya shook her head. “I don’t think so.” She said. “It will be sore for a few days… but as you said nothing was broken.”

“Make sure you have Tir’ut carry you from the Runner.” She said. “It will protect you from being trampled by the young ones when we return and re-injuring your leg.”

“He doesn’t have too.” Normya said. “One of the others can…”

Esther shook her head. “No Normya Leonidas… none of the others will touch you.” She said. “At least not the males.” She smiled and squeezed her arm. “Get some sleep child. You still need the rest.”

Normya watched her wondering what her words just now meant.

None of the others will touch you. At least not the males.

HADARIA
CITY OF NALUSS

MERCHANT DISTRICT

The fifth largest city on Hadaria and where most of the import and export shipping took place. It had three large spaceports to accommodate this, and the Merchant District was filled with vendor stores and warehouses. It was also the city on Hadaria where most of those non-Hadarians lived and worked by choice. The Hadarians were a reserved people for the most part, though having Anja and Sivana as their Queen and Princess was changing that across the entire planet slowly. Their influence, combined with Eliani’s popularity and being tied so closely to the Lycavorians now was causing the people to be more open and less tame in their pursuits, more free thinking and restless in their natures. At least among the vast majority of the younger population and a good portion of the older generations. 


The tavern was well kept and reasonably quiet. It was filled with dozens of freighter captains from dozens of different species, soft music playing in the background and loud talk between the many occupants. They sat in the rear of the tavern, on the raised level near one of the view windows that overlooked the thriving spaceport nearby. The sun was just going down and the lights of the spaceport cast beautiful scenery across the horizon. It also cast many shadows through the window adding to the dim nature of the upper level and making it even harder to see. They were just four nameless faces among the hundreds that came in and out of the tavern on a daily basis. The two females had scarves drawn up over their heads, covering their hair and the sides of their faces. One would have to be directly in front of them to see what they looked like. They sat with their backs to the stairways leading to the upper level where they were sitting at the table, the lone Lycavorian in their group leaning up against the wall in his chair. The single Hadarian male sat facing the Lycavorian. Dressed as he was in plain clothes and not the robes of the Hadarian Elders and since the Elders were almost never seen outside their sprawling compound, no one would recognize Elder Okein. It was the same for Buonau who sat to Okein’s left. The second female remained quiet and staring at the table for the most part in an almost subservient way.


“You are certain this will work Rinard?” Okein asked. “We are taking a massive risk in going forward with this plan.”


Rinard leaned forward in his chair. His face was clean shaven and very smooth, his lips thin but his nose wide at the end indicating it had been broken several times over the course of the years. He did not look his age of six hundred and fourteen, but then most Lycavorians never looked their real age, as was the case with vampires and elves as well. His muscular definition was massive however, with thick arms almost ready to burst from the shirt he wore, his chest wide and his shoulders broad. His six foot two body was nothing more than muscle, and exceptionally well defined. He was even larger in some respects than King Leonidas, who Okein had met on two separate occasions. His dark hair was cut very short as was the manner of the Lycavorians on Hadaria, mainly because of the rules put in place by Star Commander Belen, the overall commander of Durcunusaan and Union forces on the planet. This command position was usually filled by an Admiral, but since Belen was a member of the Durcunusaan as well as Princess Sivana’s husband, he was given this combined task four years ago. Rinard’s eyes were hard points of dark brown, and Okein regretted for a brief instant that the Elders had ever gotten involved with this hard nosed and obviously cruel and angry young man. It lasted only an instant however, for like him, the other Elders were fearful of losing what little power and reverence they still held among their people. The Queen and her sister were rapidly pulling their people forward out of their more reserved and religious nature and setting them on a path of decadence and openness unparalleled in their history. And the Hadarian Elders held no part in that future in the Queen’s view.


“Do not speak to me of risks Okein.” Rinard spoke his voice low. “You stand to lose only what little face you retain among your people… I however will lose my life if we fail.”


Buonau leaned forward. “We do not mean to imply there is no danger to you Rinard.” She said. “Elder Okein was only asking if our plans are without error.”


Rinard nodded. “They are perfect.” He answered. “As long as the Elders pass and affirm the petition, we will be on our way to having what we want.”


Buonau nodded. “We have more than enough votes to affirm Pcillany’s petition.” She spoke. “Taking it to the Ruling Council is another matter. You said you would supply us with what we need to convince them. That is why you needed my daughter’s Duewa’s help.”

Rinard smiled. “And wonderful help it was.” He stated looking at the young woman who had been silent so far.


“I do not wish to know what it is you had her do.” Buonau spoke. “Once we pass the petition we will seek an audience with the Ruling Council. That will force Queen Anja to return to Hadaria. Even she can not dismiss the Ruling Council. We will need this information from you to give to the Council or all will be for naught.”


Rinard reached down to his belt and removed the slim data disc. “Present this to your Ruling Council.” He spoke. “When they see this… they will have no choice but to act.”


Buonau looked at him as she took it. “What is on it?” Okein asked.


“Things that you were not willing to do to accomplish your goals.” Rinard spoke. “I am not limited by your ridiculous sense of morality and high handedness, and neither it appears is Buonau here. Do not look at it before you present it to the Ruling Council.”


Buonau looked at the disc and then lifted her eyes to gaze at Rinard. They shifted to where her oldest daughter sat for a brief moment as well. Buonau alone, among all the other Elders, only she knew the majority of Rinard’s plan for she is the one who approached him about this undertaking. She hated Anja and Sivana with something bordering on obsessive behavior, and she would see the sisters brought down no matter what she had to do. She would not allow them to take away what she had spent seven hundred and eighty-five years building. “The subject who helped you to make this?” She asked finally.

Rinard grinned. “Already taken care of.” He answered. “It was frighteningly gratifying to some extent.”


“I’m sure.” Buonau spoke. “The rest?”


“I received it back only today.” Rinard spoke evenly. “It is complete and it is quite damning. One part is enough… but the others will help if any of the Elders or Ruling Council balk.”


Buonau nodded and tucked the disc into the folds of her robes. “We have also held up our end of the bargain and plan as well where it concerns the children.” She spoke. “We are in this together Rinard… so we must protect each other.”


“We shall see.” He spoke. “I have heard that before.”


“You know of course he will never allow them to return here.” Okein said now. “We are prepared to send the Hadarian Militia to Earth if need be… but it will end up being a very long court and hearing process.”


Rinard nodded. “It will sow confusion and distrust among him and his Queen. That is what we want. That is what we need for this to work. I have waited many years for this… and I intend to see it through. His children are of no consequence to me, I only want to see her life destroyed and then I want to kill her myself and watch as the light leaves her eyes.”


“The children are of consequence to us however and that is why I have an alternate plan in place.” Buonau said. “The King is a brute. He lacks tact and intelligence and thinks only with what is between his legs. He will be easy enough to control once Duewa is entrenched within his life.”


Rinard chuckled. “Yes… I know I was.”


“You are disgusting!” Duewa snapped. “Just as he will be! I only do this because it must be done!”

“You didn’t seem to mind when I was pummeling your tight body into the mattress!” Rinard said with a grin.


“By the gods you are a vile man!” Duewa hissed.


“Enough!” Buonau barked softly. “We will succeed Rinard. You must have faith in our goals.” Buonau spoke.


“I hope you are right.” Rinard said.


“I suggest we do not meet like this again.” Buonau said. “Once events begin… we will all be watched closely I’m quite sure?”


Rinard nodded in agreement. “I agree. Though it will be a pity to not have your daughter Duewa’s attentions anymore.” He reached out to stroke Duewa’s cheek and he laughed when she reached up and slapped his hand away. “You must allow your daughter more freedom Elder Buonau… she has many repressed emotions bottled up inside her waiting to be released.”


“Shut up you pig!” Duewa hissed softly as Rinard got to his feet.


“My daughter’s emotions are none of your concern.” Buonau spoke softly. “We will contact you on the normal channel if we need to meet for some reason.”

Rinard nodded. “Don’t worry… I’m not going anywhere.” He spoke. He turned and moved off away from the table and was soon blending into the crowd and gone.


Okein looked at Buonau. “We need to be very careful with him.” He spoke softly and leaning forward. “Something tells me he is working from his own agenda. And much of that does not include us.”


Buonau nodded slowly. “Yes… unfortunately we do not know what that full agenda is.” She said. “However we do need to trust him for now, it is his contacts and access to funds that has gotten us this far.” She looked at the disc turning it over in her fingers. “This is what will bring down our pompous Queen and her arrogant sister. This is what we need to take back the control of our people and return them to the old ways. And then we can branch out and begin our plans against the King.”

“The cost could still be great Buonau.” Okein spoke softly causing Duewa to turn her head and look at him revealing her stunningly bright green eyes. Her face was narrow with high cheekbones and a thin delicate nose. The edges of her deep auburn red hair poked out from underneath the covering she wore, her full lips painted a soft pink in color. Her five foot seven height gave her a supple, yet leanly muscular frame, attesting to her almost hundred and twenty years as a Hadarian Mage Warrior before entering the service of the Elders. She was allowed to marry then, a man who was chosen for her by the Elders because of his status among their people. He was a man Duewa had not loved or cared for in the least, but she adored the two sons he had given her. When he was killed three years earlier in a transport accident, Duewa had not lamented his loss and only devoted more of her time to her sons. Tinrell and Tinyn were nine and ten now and growing almost faster than she could keep up with them. They were her purpose now. She instructed them daily just as she was raised by her mother, almost too sternly in fact. She allowed nothing of the events happening off Hadaria to influence them; just as her mother had never allowed the events to influence her brothers and sisters as they grew. She was also the oldest of her mother’s daughters at two hundred and twenty-eight years old. Duewa had been involved in this plan almost from the very beginning for her own reasons. 

She hated Eliani Leonidas.

The Queen’s daughter was far more powerful than Duewa could ever hope to be, and she had not endured the many years of sometimes ruthless training and instruction that Duewa had to undergo under her mother’s tutelage. Eliani had more independence to do what she wished than Duewa had ever hoped to have, and she looked upon the Elders as beneath her in numerous respects, never passing up a chance to exhibit herself in front of them or disregard their spoken word. Not to mention she flaunted her vampire lover openly whenever they walked on Hadaria. Eliani Leonidas had been free to choose her own path even though as a member of the Hadarian Royal Family she should have been required to endure the same things as Duewa had. And in her mind Eliani treated her as inferior in many ways as well. 
She had agreed to help her mother so that they could return power and influence back to the Hadarian Elders. She had not expected her mother to tell her she must tolerate Rinard’s vile touch upon her body however, but she had done so because she was committed to their goal. He was a cruel man, and built like a bull, and if not for her ability to heal she would have been left with dozens of bruises and injuries that would have been very noticeable. It was the Elder’s way of keeping the man happy while they moved ahead with their plans.

Duewa had never met King Leonidas personally, only seen him at a distance with Anja. Her mother called him a brute and always spoke of him in a derogatory way, especially of his intelligence level and his propensity for violence to solve his problems. None of the Elders cared for him very much, though Duewa knew they all feared him in many ways. This constant belittling had rubbed off on her and now she hated the man as well as her Queen. Duewa didn’t know what was on the disc her mother held, but she hoped it was enough to finally rid them of the Queen and her influence.
“What do you mean Elder Okein?” Duewa asked. “What cost?”

Okein looked at her. “The Union has adopted many of the more brutal laws from the ways of the King’s father on Earth. Spartan laws as they are called. If what we are doing is discovered, we will face those laws regardless of our positions.”

“We have known that since the beginning.” Buonau snapped softly. “And still we have pressed forward. Part of our reasoning is to have many of these laws rescinded Okein… you know that.”

Okein nodded. “Oh I don’t doubt our commitment or cause Buonau…” He spoke. “The vast majority of the members worlds of the Union, ninety-six percent of them, they welcomed these laws however. They are the minds we will need to change. That will be a much bigger task.”

Buonau waved her hand dismissively. “The Hadarian Elders have always held great sway and status among the species of the Union. Once we do this and expose the Queen for what she really is, I believe they will begin to doubt the leadership of the King as well. His past is by no means pleasant, and if need be, there are many who are willing to lie and bring him down. He has angered many people across the Union, and though they are few in number, they are powerful men and women. And the Lycavorians own sense of sexual openness and freedom will only help in bringing him down if he chooses to go against us.”

“And the Prime Minister mother?” Duewa asked. “What of her? She and the King almost never disagree on a course of action. It is almost as if they are of one mind in many ways.”

Buonau smiled. “If it comes to that, I have information that will benefit us… don’t worry. You however, you must be prepared to go into the heart of the decadence and the uneducated daughter. A large portion of our plans hinge on you.”
Duewa nodded. “I am ready mother.” She spoke. “You need not worry about that.”

Buonau nodded getting to her feet. “Good… then I suggest we make our way back to the Compound before we are missed. I despise being in this city… it already reeks of disease and debauchery.”

GYTHEIO

RESUMAR’S VILLA


Athani’Puat stood on the balcony of Resumar’s bedroom overlooking the mountain city of Gytheio far below. She was nearly naked, the thin satin sheet wrapped around her body, held in place only by her armpit. Her long blond hair was askew and wild, her tail twitching slightly as it flipped back and forth behind her attuned to her mood, which was one of completeness and joy. His villa was far above the city below and she could see his brother’s island stretching into the gulf. Athani looked down at her hand, her fingers twirling the round band of glittering gold and silver that wrapped snugly around her thumb. It had been something she had never heard of before, let alone taken part in, but that one hour long ceremony had bound her quite happily to Resumar Leonidas in a way nothing ever could. This is what her people lacked. A sense of commitment and love to one another that she was rapidly discovering was an attitude widely held outside of the borders of the KFI. She was well past committed now. She hadn’t planned it this way, never even imagined it could happen this way, but it had happened. And it had swept her off her feet completely. She had never felt the devotion to someone that she felt at this moment for Resumar. A devotion that only grew more pronounced as the hours went by. 
Yes… she was committed on her path now and she had no intention of altering what this future held for her no matter what it might be.
Athani sighed in delight as his powerful arms slid around her waist and pulled her close to the front of his body.

“What are you thinking Aryschanne?” He asked softly his lips brushing her ear.

“That I have never been happier in my life than I am at this very moment.” Athani spoke as she wrapped her arms around his and snaked her tail around his waist.
“That’s a good thing.” Resumar said. “I will undoubtedly drive you insane, badger you constantly and overall, just annoy you to no end.”

Athani chuckled. “It you love me as you do right now I will not care.” She said.

“I will remind you in a hundred years that you said that.” He spoke nuzzling the side of her neck and wrapping his aura around her tightly.

“It… it was a beautiful ceremony Resumar.” She whispered as she turned in his arms to face him. “You… you did all that for me?”
“For us.” He told her holding up his hand and displaying an identical gold and silver band on his thumb. “Claiming you as my mate was not enough Athani. It makes you mine yes…” He told her. “But the Elven Marriage Ceremony is what binds us together completely.”

Athani slid her arms around his shoulders and neck and lifted herself up easily so she could kiss him. And a sizzling kiss it was. Her legs curled up alongside his hips and her tail tightened around his waist as he held her securely and turned to carry her back into the bedroom. Athani pulled her lips away quickly.
“Food!” She exclaimed. “You must feed me first my… my husband!” She said the word she had spoken almost a hundred times in the last three hours, a word that she loved hearing herself say. “I will never refuse you… but we do have to eat!”

Resumar chuckled and altered his course across the room. “Food it is!” He spoke as he carried her out of the bedroom and headed down the hall to the stairs. “How does a thick Greek steak and vegetables sound my beautiful wife Athani Leonidas?”

“The food sounds wonderful.” She replied. “I like the name even more.”

Resumar smiled as he reached the bottom of the stairs and turned for the kitchen. “So do I.” He said softly. “So do I.”

“I can cook if you…” Athani began.

“Woman… I am a Spartan!” Resumar exclaimed. “If there is one thing my mothers taught me to do as I was growing up it was to cook!” He pushed open the door to the kitchen and walked in. “I will make you the juiciest…” He stopped his dark eyes going wide as he looked over Athani’s shoulder.

Her face became alarmed as she looked at him. “Resumar? My love what is…?” Athani felt her heart slam into her chest as if she had just been crushed against a steel wall as she turned to see where he was looking.

Anja and Isabella sat at the waist high counter, while Gorgo was making her way back from the dispenser with a mug of coffee. All of them turned and looked at him as he stopped and lowered Athani to the floor slowly, easing his way out in front of her protectively. 

“We wondered where our son was when he did not come to Deni and Lisi’s new villa.” Isabella spoke calmly as she turned in the stool to face him.

“And then when he didn’t answer us… and was blocking us… we figured we come and see if he was alright.” Anja spoke. “We suspected something was not right since Resumar Leonidas tends to be the more reserved of his brothers.” Anja held up the data pad. “This only confirmed it.” Anja flipped him the pad.

“Mothers… grandmother… I can explain.” Resumar said quickly as he caught the pad.
“Damall un jar idie vada fenneennum rie vada Kavaalii Nabhe coi shidony tis terit maleja?” Isabella stated from her seat next to Anja. (Explain to us why the daughter of the Kavalian Prefect is naked in your home?)

“Jainn… lon caoira tur alda.” Anja said. (Yes… that should be good.) “Mithisoth vada shahle cingola forn neval jar idie forn wen shidony una?” (Especially the part where you tell us why you are naked too.)
“Neweni.” Gorgo spoke as she sipped her coffee. (Indeed.)
Athani looked between the three women and Resumar, still not able to understand more than a few words in the ancient Lycavorian tongue. Her Mindvoice abilities were increasing by the day, but that was not something she had begun to absorb so easily.
“Resumar…” She said softly. “Husband… what is going on?”

Resumar saw the looks on the faces of his mothers and grandmother when Athani spoke that term and he drew himself up to his full six foot one height. 

“Huor?” Anja gasped as she glanced at Isabella. (Husband) 

Resumar nodded. “As of three hours ago… yes.” He stated proudly. “And Athani is my valiath. We were married in an elven ceremony tonight.”

“Res… have you fully lost your mind?” Anja exclaimed coming off the stool. “She is the daughter of the Kavalian Prefect!”

“I know who she is mother.” Resumar replied.

Athani’s hands still resided in the region of Resumar’s waist, her tail curled protectively around his thigh. “Does… does that automatically make me a bad person Lady Anja?” She asked softly.

“What? Yes… no!” Anja snapped.

“I love her mother.” Resumar spoke firmly. “Since the moment she came aboard father’s ship I have known that. She came here with the intent to defect anyway and…”

“And you don’t find that in the least bit convenient?” Isabella asked.

Athani’s face darkened. “I came here to defect!” She snapped. “I did not come here with the intent to fall in love with your son! That… that evolved on its own!”

“So you say!” Anja snapped.

“Does… does father know?” Resumar asked.

“No!” Isabella replied quickly. “Aricia and For’mya are keeping him occupied at the moment. You do know what your father will do?”

“There’s nothing he can do!” Resumar spoke. “We’ve already been married in the Elven Ceremony. That can’t be changed. And I will not give her up. Not for you, not for father, not even for her people!”

“And I will not allow it!” Athani barked now.

“How did you find out?” Resumar asked. “I was… I was very careful in my actions.”

Anja snatched the pad from his hand. “This is how I found out!” She hissed. “A bio metric scan and its results. Do you know what is on here?”

“You scanned them without their knowledge?” Resumar asked.

“You had no right to do that!” Athani popped.

“I had every right sister!” Anja barked right back at her. “How many others among your people that have undergone the biogenic treatments are like you?”

Athani’s brow furrowed now. “Like… like me? What do you mean?” She asked.

Gorgo stepped from behind the counter, her eyes filled with realization. “Via pinnoc pera.” She said softly. (She does not know.)

“Know what?” Resumar barked.

Anja’s eyes grew a little wider now as well and Isabella came off her stool to step up next to her. “Melyanna... is that possible?” She spoke softly. “Can she not know?”
“Is what possible?” Resumar demanded. “Someone tell me what the hell is going on?”

Anja looked at Isabella. “It’s possible.” She said softly turning back to look at Athani. “It’s possible if the Kavalian people are in some way related to Lycavorians somewhere along the gene code.”

Athani looked at her oddly. “What… what do you mean?”

“Your treatments.” Anja spoke. “When did you stop taking them?”

“Why?”

“Just answer the question please.” Anja spoke more subdued now.

Athani looked at Resumar who could only shrug his shoulders. She turned back to Anja. “Twenty-five years ago… almost twenty-six. Why? What… what don’t I know?”

Anja held up the data pad and looked at her, stepping closer. “Did you know that the treatments you were taking had Lycavorian and Elven core DNA strands in them?”

Athani shook her head slowly. “All we were told is that the serum would remove the hair from our bodies and our tails would recede. That we would look like normal people. It was done to improve our chances of infiltrating the High Coven. This happened over a period of years… from when we were small.”

“And the clones received the same treatments?” Anja asked.

“I assumed so… only in much larger concentrations.” She replied. “Why? What don’t I know? What is happening to me?” Her eyes were filled with very real fear now and all of them noticed how she gripped Resumar even more tightly.

“Why did you stop taking the treatments?” Anja asked.

“I… at first I lied about why.” Athani said. “I liked my tail and I wanted it back. I did it to rebel against my father and sister. When I tried to resume them… I became violently sick and I stopped taking them altogether.”

“And this happened with others?” Anja asked.

Athani nodded quickly. “Yes… many hundreds of those who were given the treatments. Why?”

“And they stopped taking them as well?” Anja asked.

Athani nodded once more. “Yes. Like me… they did not revert back to their normal forms. I… at times I have wondered why this is but our scientists could never determine why.” Athani looked at Resumar quickly. “Please… please tell me I am not sick!” She gasped turning back to Anja. “I have… I have only just found everything I have desired in this world and I could not bear to lose that now.” 

“Mother?” Res asked the worry very evident in his voice now.

Anja looked at him and then turned to Isabella. “It would explain a great deal.” Isabella spoke. She looked at Athani. “Can you feel Resumar when he projects his aura upon you?”

Athani nodded quickly. “Yes. I did not think that was possible, but even that pig bastard Pusintin was able to affect me with his aura.”

“And your sister?” Isabella asked.

Athani shook her head. “I don’t think so. At least not on as large a scale as he could warp my senses. Why?”

“The sudden emergence of her Mindvoice abilities.” Gorgo spoke moving closer and stopping in front of Athani. “Her ability to sense and feel Res’s aura. Hers are the shields we felt at the dinner. That is why they seemed so familiar. Resumar instructed you how to shield didn’t he? And he and Cemath were helping to reinforce those shields.”

Athani nodded. “Yes.”

“Yes it would explain a lot.” Anja said moving closer to her as well.

“Explain what?” Resumar barked pulling Athani closer to him in a protective manner. 

“You are not sick Athani’Puat… you…”

“Leonidas!” Athani stated firmly. “My name is not Athani’Puat! Not anymore! It is Athani Leonidas!”

Anja looked at Gorgo quickly her eyes wide. Gorgo couldn’t help but chuckle and shake her head. “She appears to have the same disposition as any female that has been claimed by a Leonidas.” She said. 

“She most certainly does.” Isabella spoke moving up next to Anja.

“What is… what is wrong with me?” Athani asked.

“There is nothing wrong with you child.” Gorgo spoke with a warm soothing voice. 

“Your treatments…” Anja told her. “When you were given the initial DNA sequencers as a child, you were injected with Elven and Lycavorian core DNA samples. Within Lycavorian core DNA samples are what we call L-stereoisomer cells, these cells are what makes a Lycavorian what he or she is. In those L-stereoisomer cells is a protein called Tryptophan. This protein is what makes the virus in our blood able to change others. The treatments you were taking were intended to keep the Tryptophan levels well below what Kavalians normally have. In you… and apparently within many others, the L-stereoisomer cells merged and bonded with your core Kavalian DNA. When this happened… the treatments began making you sick. The Lycavorian DNA had rewritten your own core DNA to an extent that your body was rejecting the treatment to keep your Tryptophan levels down. By the time you stopped taking the treatments, the L-stereoisomer cells were so abundant they were making their own Tryptophan. Far more than the treatments you were receiving could account for. That is why you did not revert back to your natural state when you stopped the treatments.”
“I… I am reverting back now?” Athani gasped. “Is that what you are saying?”

Anja shook her head. “No. Your relationship with Resumar has eliminated that possibility from ever happening. How you are now… that is how you will be for the rest of your years… not to mention you now have the Lycavorian longevity and a smaller portion of our healing ability.”
Athani’s face suddenly became brighter and she looked at Resumar quickly, taking his hand in hers and pulling it tightly to her chest. “I… I have become more like Resumar?” She asked.

Anja nodded looking between her and Resumar. “Essentially yes.” Anja said. “I would imagine the same principle exists with the others who have stopped taking the treatments. And if that is the case… then it implies that somewhere along the genetic stream of life, Kavalians and Lycavorians were one and the same.”

Resumar’s eyes grew a little wider as what his mother was saying hit him. “We are related to them?” He asked.

Anja nodded. “In a genetic sense yes.” She replied. “Athani’s Mindvoice abilities are growing in power. I doubt she will reach the level we have obtained because of your father’s blood, but certainly a low level Tier Six.”
“She already shows signs of this if she is able to communicate so easily with Cemath.” Isabella said looking at her. “As well as hold back the inbred instinct of her people to attack and kill vampires. Which you are doing quite well by the way.”

Athani met Isabella’s eyes without fear. “I do not consider you my enemy.” Athani stated plainly. “You… you are one of Resumar’s mothers. And unlike the rest of my people I don’t consider all vampires my enemy. Just those that want to kill me.”

Isabella smiled. “Well… I’m glad that is the case.”

“Does father know all this?” Resumar asked.

Anja shook her head quickly. “No. Are you kidding? He would fly off the handle! And he can’t find out about you and Athani right now. There is far too much going on with Dysea meeting with Immortals and the High Coven here on Earth.”

“Immortals?” Resumar declared becoming more alert. “What is that about? Mother is an elf… why would she be meeting with Immortals? What is going on? Where is she?” He barked out, worry for his mother very evident in his voice.
“It involves Normya.” Isabella spoke. 
“Normya?” Resumar said quickly. “What about Normya? What is happening?”

“Perhaps we should fill you in since you have been preoccupied these last few days it seems.” She looked at Athani as she spoke. “Normya’s TYPE II hit a Jump Gate near the border. She and Toral were set upon by mercenaries and Toral was killed. Normya was rescued by Immortals. They are among the tribe of the Immortal your father saved on Lycavore more than two decades ago. They have declared an Iglata d'Vlos to protect Normya. Ussta she-elf is moving to meet with them now.”
“How could father trust Immortals?” Resumar gasped.

“An Iglata d'Vlos is sacred to Immortals.” Isabella spoke. “It is a vow none of them have ever broken in their entire history. At least to my knowledge. This Immortal that your father saved… they spoke together and Dysea agreed to meet with them and recover Normya. They do not appear hostile to the Union and seemed very genuine in their manner. I trust your father and Dysea in this matter. They spoke with this Immortal directly. Besides… your mother is more than capable, and should the need arise help will not be very far away. Once they left, your father dispatched and entire Fleet Group to the area of the border. They will detect any signal for help that Dysea might send.”

“It is a concern…” Anja said. “But not more so than you and your… your new wife. At least not right now.” 
“Mother it will come out about Athani and I eventually. Probably sooner rather than later.” Resumar said. “Athani has been promised by her father to Qurot. He is becoming bolder in his actions in how he treats her because of this. I will not allow him to lay his hands on her anymore. She is my mate… my wife.”

Gorgo stepped closer and took Athani’s hand. “Then I suggest we put our heads together and figure out what we are going to do. And quickly.” She smiled at Athani. “Come child… you may have not been welcomed to our family in the proper way, but I will not allow you to wander around your new home without clothes. Regardless of how much your husband desires it.”
Resumar turned away from his grandmother and one could say he was almost blushing as Gorgo led Athani out of the kitchen. He turned back to look at his mothers in front of him and his small smile vanished quickly.

“Has it ever once occurred to you and your siblings to do something the easy way?” Anja asked in a serious voice. “To not cause tidal waves when you make a statement or complete an action? She’s the youngest daughter of the Kavalian Prefect Res.”

“I know who she is mother.” Resumar stated. “Do you honestly think I’m doing this for some wicked reason? She… she affected me the moment I laid eyes on her. I don’t know how to explain it… or how…”

“Resumar… do you love her?” Isabella asked. “Truly love her?”
“Without a moment’s hesitation.” He answered immediately.

Isabella looked at Anja and they both reached forward to take his hands. “Then let’s find a way to make sure this does not start a war.” Anja said softly. “And you need to put clothes on. Having you walk around half naked stopped being cute and funny when you turned ten.”

Resumar leaned over and nuzzled his mother’s cheek, and then did the same with Isabella. “Thank you mothers.” He said.

“I think you will owe us… what is it you say Melyanna… big time… when this is over.” Isabella spoke.

Anja shook her head. “That’s about as large an understatement as I have ever heard Bella.” She said.

“Yes… well… I had to say something.” Isabella answered with a grin.

SODRAG

Zarah sat in the comfortable chair holding the data pad and reviewing the training for the day. She was impressed with herself, but knew there were ways to improve on what she had done. It was the first time she had given instruction to such a large group and even with the assistance of the two older Durcunusaan Spartans, she had been hard pressed to keep up with the questions from the Coven riders. She had started them out with basic moves and quickly discovered that Narice had been right. Yuri and Dante were exceptionally skilled, and while Yuri put her sparing partner down efficiently and quickly, Dante seemed to enjoy dragging it out. He was showing off she knew, and that had not changed until the hulking Durcunusaan Spartan had lined up against him. 
Zarah knew he was her DC, or Detachment Commander, and while she hardly ever noticed him he was always around whenever she was off duty or someplace that was deemed sensitive. His name was Rotan, and she had never really taken notice of him until today because of his duties. She definitely took notice when he took off his fatigue top and stepped across from Dante. He was easily six foot tall, the dark gray t-shirt conforming to the bulging muscles and washboard flat abdomen. He was handsome in a rugged sort of way, and he certainly didn’t carry himself as the six hundred and ninety-seven year old Spartan which Zarah knew him to be. She felt herself flush somewhat as she kept glancing at where he stood near the counter talking with another Durcunusaan soldier. Her hazel eyes were admiring the way he filled out all of his uniform, especially how the pants held what appeared to be a very promising package. Zarah shook her head quickly, feeling the fever in her blood rising as she gazed at him, and tried to push those thoughts from her head. As handsome as he was to her, she wanted someone far younger the first time. Someone close to her age who would not already be set in his ways. She took a deep breath and knocked back the remainder of her cool water and got to her feet.
She rose directly into Dante Moran’s path and he came up short before running into her reaching out to make it appear he was going to steady her. Zarah was far more coordinated than that and simply stepped back a half step.

“Excuse me.” Dante spoke in a gentle voice as he looked at her. His dark eyes flared for an instant and Zarah thought she saw a flash of red within them, but then it was gone. “I wasn’t looking at where I was going.”

Zarah looked at him and felt the fever within her amp up a notch. He was very handsome she decided, and not at all out of shape as his own muscles and hard abdomen attested to. She felt a strange tingling fill her head and she shook it quickly to clear her thoughts, feeling the fever begin to recede.

“No harm done.” Zarah spoke quickly looking at him. “You did very well today Dante Moran.”

Dante smiled warmly. “Thank you.” He replied. “You are far more skilled than I would have imagined. You must have been training since you were very young.”

Zarah nodded quickly. “Since I was five.” She replied. 

Dante’s smile broadened and she thought she saw that flash of red again as he gazed at her. “I as well!” He exclaimed. 

Zarah smiled warmly then herself. “Kind of makes you wonder what else our two peoples have in common.” She said.

Dante nodded. “Or just you and I.” He said.

Zarah cocked her head to the side slightly. “Could be.” She stated almost shyly.

“I don’t suppose we would be allowed off the base yet?” He asked.

Zarah shook her head quickly. “No… I’m sorry.”

“You are allowed off the base however.” Dante spoke.

Zarah smiled and nodded. “Yes… but I’m not the one training.”

Dante’s smile was almost too perfect, but Zarah did not pick up on it as inexperienced as she was with men. “I was only thinking that I would like to buy you dinner and make up for acting like an ass with you this morning. You beat me soundly. I should not have gotten upset.”

“Everyone loses once in a while.” Zarah spoke. “It’s the nature of things.”

“Have you ever lost?” Dante asked.

Zarah shook her head. “Not yet.” She said.

“Perhaps I will be the first.” He said.

Zarah grinned. “There’s a first time for everything.” She said turning slightly as Rotan’s bulk appeared next to them.

“Everything alright Princess?” He asked in a very calm and controlled voice.

Zarah nodded quickly. “Yes… we are good Commander.” She answered looking at him. Viewing him close up right now was almost more than she could bear. The fever surged once more because she could feel his male aura banging against his Mindvoice shields and with a monumental show of will power Zarah took a deep breath. She could easily detect Rotan’s almost irresistible amaretto like scent, and it tickled her nose deeply. She could also smell the much less prominent yuzu scent of Dante. It reminded her of the fruit of the same name that was sold in the western quarter that she thoroughly enjoyed. “If you will excuse me.” She stammered before the combination of the two scents overwhelmed her completely and she jumped someone’s bones. She turned quickly and made her way toward the door while Dante looked at Rotan.

“You got lucky today big man.” Dante hissed.

Rotan smiled. “Let me know when you feel lucky again boy.” He chimed back. “I can always use a good workout. And keep your distance from Princess Zarah.”

Dante chuckled. “I wasn’t aware there was a rule about speaking with the Princess.” He spoke.

“There is my rule.” Rotan spoke without humor. “And when it considers Zarah Leonidas, my rules are all that counts.”

Dante tilted his head and looked at him. “Ah… you find her attractive.” He stated. 

“I am her Detachment Commander!” Rotan snapped. “It is my duty to protect her from the likes of you. Vampire or Lycavorian!”

“And you do such a good job of it!” Dante said. “Until next time Commander.”
Rotan watched Dante turn quickly and march back toward the table where his brother and sister sat. He cut his eyes just as the Princess exited the building and the setting sun provided an incredible backdrop, outlining her incredible figure in its entire splendor. Rotan shook his head quickly, chasing those inappropriate thoughts from his head. He had guarded Zarah Leonidas since she was thirteen, watching as she grew into the woman she now was. She was almost like the daughter he never had, for his duties prior to acceptance into the Durcunusaan twenty years ago had kept him from finding a mate. It was something of a sticking point between him and his mother that he had not yet settled down and taken a mate, but Rotan was having entirely too much fun doing what he was doing now. Now however… seeing the beauty Zarah had become had made him start looking at her in a different light. And Rotan felt shame at that knowledge, but he did not know how to stop it.
He turned as his fellow Durcunusaan member stepped up to him. “Everything alright Ro?” He asked using his nickname.

Rotan glanced over at Dante quickly and nodded his head. “Yes.”

“Let’s get back to what we were talking about.” The man spoke. “I’m telling you the sniper rifle they have just come out with is accurate to four kilometers and…”


Malic’s dark blue eyes searched for her among the small crowd of personnel off loading from the STRIKER at SODRAG’s main base Spaceport. Later in the afternoon as it was now and it was very quiet as most of the men and women who shuttled back and forth to SODRAG had already left. He spotted her easily enough, her slight figure standing out among the few techs and Durcunusaan soldiers that remained. She looked very out of place. She wore a simple tan jumpsuit and Malic’s eyes grew a little wider when he saw her abdomen swollen with pregnancy. He had only been informed minutes ago that she was arriving, and Malic had rushed to the Spaceport. It had happened so fast, and he really hadn’t even talked to her about coming here. As he raced across the base he wondered who could have gotten her arrival cleared so quickly. She was a civilian and a teacher, and not even senior military officials found it easy to gain entry to a Durcunusaan base. Yet there she was. She was the youngest and most outspoken of his parent’s daughters, and as far as Malic was concerned the only one who really treated him as an equal. He threaded his way closer to her until he was just behind her and then he saw her nose scrunch up as she detected his scent among the many new and odd ones assailing her wolf senses. She turned quickly and her dark blue eyes flew open wide upon seeing him.

“Mal?” She gasped


Malic grinned quite uncharacteristically. “Hello Adriana.” He said softly. Though easily eight inches shorter than her older brother Adriana jumped up and threw her arms around his neck as he hugged her to him, careful not to squeeze too hard due to her abdomen. He inhaled her wintry fresh scent and smiled even wider.


Adriana pulled back slowly gripping his shoulders. “Mal… what is wrong?” She asked quickly. “I had a pair of Durcunusaan Hippeis Sedla show up at my door telling me I had to come with them. They said you needed me for something. They escorted me all the way here from Hunlar Five. I’ve… Mal I’ve never even seen a Durcunusaan Hippeis Sedla before they came to my house.”


Malic looked at her oddly. “Durcunusaan Hippeis Sedla?” He questioned. “I only asked four days ago if you would be allowed to come here. This is a Durcunusaan base, but I did… I did not think they would treat it as an emergency. And certainly not enough to send the Hippeis Sedla. There are few enough of them as it is.”

Adriana looked at him, her eyes growing a little wider. “This is… this is a Durcunusaan base?” She asked softly. “You… you are here! Malic did you…”


Malic smiled slowly and nodded his head looking at her. “I have been selected for a candidacy into the Durcunusaan. I have come here to conduct my training and assist with some other things.”


Adriana’s face was bright and full of the pride that Malic never saw in the eyes of his parents or other siblings. “Malic… oh Mal that is wonderful!” She said hugging him again. “That is what you have always wanted.”


Malic nodded slowly. “Part of it yes.” He said.


Adriana pushed him back at arms length and looked at him. “My big brother… a member of the Durcunusaan. Oh Mal… I am so proud of you!”


Malic reached out and touched her swollen abdomen gently. “What… what is this?” He asked.


Adriana slapped his shoulder. “What do you think it is fool?” She barked playfully.

Malic looked at her. “Tuvar’s child?” He asked speaking of Adriana’s pureblood vampire husband. 


“Who else’s child would it be?” She exclaimed. “He is my husband and mate.”


“And so he is.” Malic spoke softly.


Adriana looked at her brother carefully. He looked different than when she had last seen him. More calm and almost at peace with himself. She squeezed his hands tightly. “You… you do not show the distaste you normally do for Tuvar Malic.” She said. “Why?”


“I have been here… I have been here only a short time Adriana… here on Earth among these men and women and I have seen things I never thought I would. Small things really… but when you add them all together… everything father and mother pounded into our heads as children is…”


“Wrong.” Adriana said simply.


Malic looked at her. “Yes. Wrong.” He said firmly. “I have begun to look at… to see that vampires are not what father and mother always told us they were.”

Adriana smiled as her eyes became moist. “Oh Malic you don’t know how happy hearing you say that makes me.” She said.


“I did not… I did not know if Tuvar would accept me after what I have said to him in the past.” Malic spoke even as shame filled his face and eyes. “That is why I did not think to ask if he could accompany you. I also did not know you would be allowed to come here so quickly. Security screening can take weeks and months to complete fully, especially the ones conducted for anyone associated with the Durcunusaan.”


“Why have you asked me to come here Mal?” Adriana asked. “I am a civilian. A teacher. I know nothing of fighting and war.”


Malic looked at her evenly. “I will need you to teach me Adriana.” He said. “I will need you to teach me what I need to learn in order to succeed.”


“Mal… I teach small children.” Adriana said with a smile. “You are not a child Malic.”

Malic nodded. “I know… but that is how I must start. I know that now. I have never been as smart as you or our siblings and…”


“Mal that is not true!” She snapped softly.


“But it is true.” He said quickly. “I will admit that now Adriana. I… coming here and seeing what I have seen. Just being among these men and women, it has made me accept who I am. I know what mother and father did when I was a baby. I may not understand all of it, but I know what they did. It is why I am the way I am. I am not as smart as you and the others. I want to change that sister.”


Adriana stared at her brother for a long moment. “You have changed Malic.” She said softly. “You have changed so much from the man you were only six months ago. Why has this happened?” She reached up and placed her hand on his cheek. “What has caused you to desire this now?”

“I have found my calling Adriana.” Malic answered softly. “I have found three things which I desire more than anything I have ever wanted. And it is here… among these men and women. Here among the dragons. And one day I hope to count myself among their number. Two of these things I will never have… but the third is within my reach. In order to do that… there is much I much learn. The ancient language to begin with.” He said. “My rank grants me a larger than usual bungalow… you can stay with me. Teach me at night and have the days to yourself. I will do whatever you think I need to do. I have my normal duties but I will study whatever you think I should at night. I can see about you being allowed into the nearby city and…”

Adriana reached up and put her other hand to his cheek now. “Yes Malic.” She said softly. 


Malic’s blue eyes smiled and he looked around quickly before leaning over to nuzzle the top of her head. “Thank you sister.” He said softly. He scooped up her two bags in his hands. “Come… I will show you the dragons as we return to the bungalows. You have never seen one up close have you?”


Adriana shook her head quickly. “No never! You don’t fear them?”


Malic shook his head. “They are the most honor bound species I have ever come across.” He stated. “And they are… they are special.” He smiled. “Come!”


Adriana held his arm as he led her out of the spaceport.


Adriana’s eyes were wide as they fell upon the forty odd dragons near the hanger and Malic slowed the open aired Lifter. They were milling about half inside and half outside the hanger. Dragons of all colors and size Adriana saw. She took Malic’s arm as he helped her out of the Lifter with a grin, her eyes focused on the mystical creatures that were so revered in the Union. They were less than a hundred meters away and Adriana could not believe their size and the grace with which they moved. Malic could feel the Mindvoice tremors within his head and knew they were speaking to each other. He had grown accustom to the tremors now, many times allowing them to fill him completely even though he could not hear what was being spoken.


Adriana held his arm tighter as they moved closer. “They… they are so massive!” She gasped out softly.


Malic nodded. “They have completed their training for the day and gather here to go over what they have learned with the Dragon Scholar who accompanied us from Sparta to teach them.” He said. “He is probably inside with the others. He is the one I want you to see. His scales are a silvery purple color Adriana. He is proud and strong.”


Adriana gripped his arm tighter as they walked closer, the heads of many of the dragons turning to look at them. She was taken aback by the intelligence she saw in their eyes. “They understand our spoken words, don’t they Mal?” She asked.


Malic nodded. “Yes. I can feel the tremors of their conversations within Mindvoice, but I do not have the strength to hear their voices.”


Adriana looked at him strangely. “That is new.” She said. “You never were a very strong Mindvoicer.”


Malic nodded. “I know. It started on the Prince’s ship when we were coming here.” He said. “It has only continued to grow stronger the more time I spend here.” Malic pointed. “There he is.”


Adriana turned and looked to where he was pointing at the massive dragon. He did indeed have silvery/purple scales she saw, with a long neck and tail. She gripped Malic’s arm tighter as they moved closer. She watched as the silvery colored dragon turned towards them, those amethyst colored eyes making her gasp softly in surprise. It crossed to them in three strides and suddenly it was in front of her and lowering its massive head. 


“Mal… Malic?” She panted almost breathlessly, gripping his arm even tighter.


Malic smiled. “It is ok sister.” He spoke softly looking at her. “His name is Vincix I believe. He is the dragon teacher that was brought to school the others. He will not hurt you. None of them will. He is just looking at you.”


“Then why are his eyes focused on you?” Adriana spoke turning quickly to look at him.


“What?” Malic’s head turned and even he was startled to see Vincix’s amethyst eyes focused on him intently, his huge snout only inches away from his face. Then Malic felt it… the tremors within Mindvoice, and far more powerful than anything he had felt until this moment. His own dark blue eyes grew a little wider as Vincix’s snout moved closer still.


Vincix stared at this tall Lycavorian, unable to comprehend what he felt pouring from the man. He was very tall and muscular, his dark blue eyes nearly unreadable as they gazed at him in confusion. He felt an enormous Mindvoice presence from the man, and it somehow seemed so very familiar to him. He had seen him several times over the past few days, always from a distance though while he worked. 

Vincix had felt something different in the past two weeks. A presence of some sort that filled him like an echo in his mind. It was not something he had ever felt before, yet as the days passed these last two weeks the echo had become louder and clearer. It was not something he had told his mother or anyone else, for he himself had never experienced something like this before and did not know how to describe it. Yet now… standing in front of this man… the echo was no longer an echo. It was a shouting and hammering in his head that was causing his heart to race and his tail to twitch. He inched his snout closer to the man, his ocean driftwood scent filling even his senses, and seeing that the Lycavorian did not pull back. There was something about this large Lycavorian Vincix knew. Something that was reaching out to him in a way he’d never felt before.

And that something saved his life.

Time to show you what I learned today oh mighty Vincix! The cruel voice erupted within Mindvoice.


Vincix’s head snapped around to his left and his amethyst colored eyes went wide when he saw the end of the large tail whipping directly for his head. The blow caught him unprepared and snapped his head around on his neck with such force his entire body was propelled across the floor of the hanger. 


Malic’s eyes flew open when the snout of the dragon disappeared from in front of him and he watched as his body was sent hurtling across the hanger floor, toppling two other Coven dragons to their sides until he rammed into the wall of the concrete hanger with enough force to crack and shatter the wall. Several large pieces broke free and fell on the body of the dragon he knew as Vincix, further adding to the stunned silver scaled dragon’s predicament. He watched as the green and yellow scaled body of Vollenth moved past him quickly, Yuri’s dragon appearing intent on doing more harm to the dazed Vincix, even as he struggled to get his feet back under him. Malic felt pain wrack his body, stabbing pain in his head, causing him to nearly double over in agony.


Adriana looked at her brother reaching for his shoulders stunned at what she had just witnessed. “Malic! What is happening?” She screamed.


Malic’s eyes sprang open wide, and he staggered slightly, Adriana trying to steady him. “No!” He hissed. “No!”


“Malic… what is wrong? Malic!”


Malic’s head snapped around and his eyes saw Vincix finally gather his feet under him, just as Vollenth slammed him in the side with his tail once more, Vincix’s body smashing into the concrete wall of the hanger and slumping to the floor.


“NO!” Malic screamed, his voice carrying over the inside of the hanger like a clap of thunder rolling across the plains. It caused the head of every dragon in the hanger, each of them stunned by the sudden viciousness of the attack, to snap around and look at the near crazed look in Malic’s eyes. “NO! YOU WILL NOT HURT MY BROTHER!”

Adriana would never forget what she saw next and it would remain with her for the rest of her life as the catalyst to the defining moment that changed her brother’s path in life forever. Her own blue eyes grew wide as Malic’s Shi Viska burst into existence and his eyes changed, his wolf fangs bursting forth. Malic sprinted toward the green and yellow scaled dragon with a speed she had never observed from any male Lycavorian before, and she could only watch in horror as that green scaled beast’s tail came whipping around once more. 

Vincix’s amethyst eyes grew large as he saw the Lycavorian he had been looking at intently skid to a stop in front of him, his Shi Viska out and humming on his arm. He could only watch as if in slow motion as Vollenth’s tail came whipping around with savage speed, intent on smashing into Vincix’s body once more. The tail smashed into the Lycavorian man instead, impacting directly on the now exposed shield and Vincix watched as his body was sent hurtling backwards towards him. Vincix groaned when Malic’s two hundred and thirty pound body rammed into his side with unbelievable velocity. The scream that followed deafened all within the hanger except for the trumpeting bellow that echoed the shriek in almost perfect harmony.


A scream and trumpet not of pain or shock, but the scream and trumpet of two minds becoming one.


It was a scream and trumpet that echoed through the endless chasm that was Mindvoice. It did not touch all those who were able to use this skill, for the power involved would have made many of them go instantly insane. Across the vastness of Earth and space five hundred and ninety eight minds came instantaneously alert and reached across the void from wherever they were to touch the final two that would complete their circle. Five of those minds right here on Earth.


They reached out and wrapped around the final two minds, passing to them all that they were, all that they knew. The many battles, the endless hours of training, the many tricks they had picked up through the years. They took from the two minds as well, blending within themselves the vast wealth of knowledge from one and the utter commitment and force of will to succeed from the other. They took it and made it part of themselves. Many of them were of the original group formed by the King. Twenty-five years and several conflicts had seen them lose twenty-three of their number. Twenty-three hearts and minds that they worked to replace through the years. Two of the final three positions had been filled only within the last two years since they were already Bonded Pairs within the ranks of the Durcunusaan, and they had thought it would be some time before the last position was filled. This sudden shock and the immense power of what they felt announced that their search was over and they were finally whole once more.

Two hundred and ninety-nine Bonded Pairs reached across the enormity of stars and planets and sent one message with one voice.


WE ARE COMING BROTHERS! 

The Sacred Circle of Mjolnir’s Hand was complete once more.
