CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
KRANEK


Normya stood on the walkway along the outside of her quarters looking down upon the small park like setting below. The sun was just beginning to lift over the trees and mountains and Normya was surprised at how long she had slept. The events of the last few days had taken more of a toll than she thought and with barely any reflection on where she was, Normya had gone right to sleep when Esther and Erli’ra had shown her to the small apartment. She had woken this morning, the throbbing in her leg gone, and feeling completely refreshed. In the small apartment’s main room she discovered a bundle of clothes left for her by Erli’ra, and she quickly showered and changed into them. Though there was still some small fear inside her, lingering just beneath the surface, Normya found herself wanting to explore the settlement and see everything. 


They had been very thorough in what they had left for her, leaving a small bundle of clothes and programming the coffee to be made and ready when she woke. Now she wore the almost leather like tan pants and the button down white shirt with her normal combat boots. Her combat harness was present as well, and she removed the shoulder straps and simply buckled on the holster with the K12 on her right thigh and her Nehtes on the left. Now she stood on the walkway looking down on what had to be one of the main thoroughfares of the settlement for there were already hundreds of men and women moving back and forth on the hard pack dirt street beneath her. Most of them were Immortals she saw, but she also spied a goodly number of different species as well. They moved among the streets with barely a pause, greeting the many Immortals with a wave or smile or laugh. It was beyond strange for her to see this, particularly with the training she had been given during the Union Academy and Union Flight School. She lifted the mug of strong coffee and sipped it once more, letting the liquid chase away the cool chill that still lingered in the air.

“It’s not what you were expecting is it?” The female voice said.


Normya turned and saw Erli’ra approach her from a short distance away; carrying the small bundle in her arms of what could only be a newborn infant. As she came closer Normya saw the full head of dark hair on the baby as well as a much lighter but tanned skin tone. It was like a medium brown shade, almost sienna in its tone. The bone spurs were just small nubs along the baby’s jaw line and extending back under the ears but that the child had Immortal blood in its veins was obvious. And then Normya saw the elven ears on the baby, and she realized they were much less pronounced and would more than likely end up being no larger than her own half elven ears.

Erli’ra saw where Normya was looking and she adjusted the thin blanket so that more of the baby was exposed.


“This is To’palia.” Erli’ra stated quite proudly. “She was born six weeks and four days ago. She is our first child, Na’Thu and I, our light and happiness.”


Normya had to admit that even with the bone spurs and oddly colored skin, the baby was incredibly adorable. “She is… she’s beautiful.” Normya said as she reached up and allowed To’palia to latch onto her index finger. Her emerald eyes flew open as she felt the small baby’s grip squeeze tight. “She is… she is so strong!”


Erli’ra nodded with a chuckle. “She has her father’s strength.” She said looking at her with a smile. “An Immortal’s strength.”


Normya glanced up into her eyes shyly. “Forgive… forgive me.” She said quickly.


“Forgive you for what?” Erli’ra spoke earnestly. “For not believing everything you have been trained to expect from Immortals? That is why you ask for forgiveness Normya… because everything you have ever been taught to believe is turning out to be wrong. At least for those Immortals you have seen so far.”


“How?” Normya asked. “I thought that… elves… female elves were…”


“You thought that female elves were the sexual slaves of Immortals.” Erli’ra said with a small smile. “That once we were broken by an Immortal, we would be forever bound to that Immortal because of a dependency on a chemical in their semen. Enslavement not by force but of need if we wished to stay alive?”

Normya nodded her head shyly. “Yes. That is what… that is what we are taught and trained to expect in the Academy.”


Erli’ra nodded. “Yes. It is what I was brought up with as well.” She said softly. “I would imagine that is still the case in many places with the Immortals that serve the High Coven, and with those Immortals who have turned to a life of mercenary work and such. Not here however. Not among the Immortals of our tribe.”

“How?” Normya asked.


“Esther is how.” Erli’ra answered. “She has several degrees and one happens to be in Bio Genetics. Using small samples of each Immortal’s blood she was able to develop a serum unique to each male Immortal. She basically rendered that one chemical in their bodies inert. Every single male in this settlement volunteered for this procedure Normya, without as much as a second’s hesitation. They knew their Tribe needed to be different in every way if they were to break from the old traditions of their people. And they have.” Erli’ra tucked the blanket back around a cooing To’palia and looked out over the settlement.

“Na’Thu rescued me from Kochab Bounty Hunters that had attacked our transport. There were over a hundred of us on that transport ship; elves mostly, but many others as well. They killed almost half, including my mother and older brother, before they took us to some desolate planet. They were going to sell the rest of us as slaves to whoever would buy us. My father and I, and some fifty others escaped with the help of Cha’talla and the Immortals here. They had intercepted our last distress call, and tracked the Kochab scum to where they had forced our ship to land because of heavy damage. Na’Thu found me about to be raped by three of them. He was so enraged at this he practically tore one of them in half with his bare hands. They brought us back here to Kranek, Esther healed my father and so many others and they protected us.” Erli’ra smiled as she remembered those weeks. “Na’Thu hovered and doted over me for weeks, like I was some precious gem. We didn’t believe them at first, much as you find it so hard to believe now. Slowly however, we began to see that what they were telling us was true. I think I began falling in love with him six months after I came here. I was… I was terrified the first time we were together, after I convinced myself I wasn’t going completely crazy for falling in love with an Immortal. Let’s just say Na’Thu is exceptionally well equipped shall we.” She said with a seductive smile. 


“That… that is true of all Immortals I thought.” Normya spoke.


“I wouldn’t know… Na’Thu is the only one I care about.” Erli’ra stated with a fake smugness. “It was the most incredible experience of my life.” She continued. “I have not looked back since Normya Leonidas. I share my husband’s bed not out of some drug induced need, but out of desire and love. When I woke the next morning and I was curled into his arms it was the most incredible feeling in the universe. I was his gem, and he has been my prince since that day. I was the first, but the other seven female elves who had lost everything and remained here also found husbands among the Immortals. Husbands they adore just as deeply as I do Na’Thu.”


“What about the others? The ones that didn’t remain with you here?” Normya asked.


“A year past and once they were well enough to travel… Cha’talla told them they would be welcomed and honored to remain here with us. Many of us did because we had lost so much in the attack there was no point in returning to the lives we had. Those that did not he provided them a transport and escorted them back to Union space. Those that went back never revealed that we remained here, and we have had monthly contact with them over the years. We are friends with many of them and if we can not find something here in The Wilds we ask them to provide it for us.” Erli’ra looked around. “There are over twenty Elven/Immortal children now Normya. Children born of love and devotion. To’palia is only the latest. Two more elves are expecting soon. There have been several mixed marriages among other species as well, but surprisingly all of the female elves that remained with us have chosen Immortal husbands. Once that ingrained fear was gone, the natural instinct in elf females to find strong, suitable husbands came forth. That just happens to be Immortals. Cha’talla made my father a member of our Ruling Council almost from the day he recovered from his wounds. I was elected two years ago. This is what we have built Normya… and it is something we are all so very proud of.”

Normya let her eyes wander over the settlement. “It is incredible.” She said softly. “You have kept it so very simple, but so modern as well.”


Erli’ra nodded as her eyes also drifted across the settlement. “It was T’lolt’s idea actually. To combine the older, more sturdy and plain architecture with modern facilities and advanced construction techniques. The Tribe has nearly doubled in size since they first came here twenty-five years ago. And we grow larger every year. We…”


They heard the squealing of small children and looked down. In the park like area below them were eight or nine children. Four were pure Immortal, that was easy enough to see, but of the others were three that were half elf. They were running in circles around the large fountain being chased by someone Normya recognized immediately, for he had filled her dreams the night before. She watched as Tir’ut roared loudly and lifted one screaming girl off the ground, while snatching another in his large hand. The others proceeded to leap upon Tir’ut’s legs and around his waist as he stomped along the ground roaring like a bear. Normya couldn’t help but chuckle at this. Erli’ra smiled as well.

“He truly loves children.” Erli’ra said. “Nearly every morning, if his duties do not pull him away, many of the children in his apartment complex go to him and this is what he does. He chases them around playing with them before they depart for the main school. He always encourages them to learn all they can from their teachers. He tells them education is the key to finding what their purpose in this life is.”

Normya looked at her. “Their purpose?” She asked.


Erli’ra nodded. “He is the first born son of a pureblood Akruxian Immortal and a pureblood vampire.” She said. “He and his brothers are unique… a new breed of Immortal if you will. The future. Just as To’palia is the future.”


“Esther said that as well.” Normya spoke.


Erli’ra nodded. “She is wise beyond her years.” She said. “As Cha’talla’s Blessed Wife, she is considered the Matriarch of our tribe.”


“You consider yourself part of their tribe?” Normya asked.


Erli’ra nodded. “Oh yes. All of us do. Without question or regret. Just as you are now.”


Normya’s eyes grew a little wider. “Me?” She gasped.


Erli’ra nodded once more, only this time with a small smile. “The moment that Tir’ut proclaimed an Iglata d'Vlos to protect you, he became your Quortek S'argt. While he lives, no matter where you may go, he will protect you with his life. As will the members of his family and his tribe. An Iglata d’Vlos is not something undertaken lightly by Immortals. It is a sacred tradition, one that Cha’talla has allowed them to maintain from their old lives.”


“Why would he do this?” Normya asked. “He… he doesn’t even know me.”


Erli’ra smiled and let her eyes gaze down on where Tir’ut was now on his knees while the children happily buried him with their bodies. “Tir’ut has always been different. Because he was their first born, Esther and Cha’talla were incredibly stern and rigid with him. He has all the strengths of an Immortal and a pureblood vampire, but almost none of their weaknesses. He is the perfect combination of the two. He also has quite a powerful Mindvoice ability.” She saw Normya’s eyes grew even wider. “Esther has taught him how to shield it ruthlessly, to levels that are nearly undetectable even by someone with your skill, but it is there.”


“That… that still doesn’t explain why he did it.” Normya said softly. “I saw that… that Bancorik that he attacked. It had to be three or four times his size but he didn’t hesitate. Fash’ka, Ja’narie, the others… they said he was crazy to do such a thing. That they don’t go after Bancorik without at least four in their hunting party.”


Erli’ra nodded. “That is very true.”

“So then why Erli’ra?” Normya asked.

“Why don’t you ask him?” Erli’ra answered. “He is your Quortek S’argt. He will deny you nothing Normya, no matter what you ask of him.” Erli’ra stepped closer to her. “Your Coming of Age is nearly over Normya Leonidas, I have seen enough of them to know that. And you can’t decide if your attraction to Tir’ut is because of the remnants of your maturing fever, or something that you really feel.”

Normya looked away quickly. “How would you know that?” She stated.

“Because I am a woman.” Erli’ra spoke softly. “And I have seen the look in your eyes when you gaze at him. I also noticed that you have not returned his uniform top, and I noticed the way you would sniff it when you first arrived. I do know something of Lycavorians and their ways. His scent tickles your senses.”

Normya looked at her shyly. “He smells… he smells like jasmine.”

Erli’ra smiled. “I also noticed the way you clung to him when he carried you in his arms when you first arrived. Everything you have been taught in regards to Immortals is being called into question because of your growing feelings for Tir’ut.”

“I… I am grateful to him for saving my life.” Normya spoke quickly trying to deny what Erli’ra was saying. And failing miserably. “But an attraction…?”
Erli’ra nodded. “Yes I’m sure you are grateful to him. However there is much more isn’t there? I am the Blessed Wife of an Immortal Normya Leonidas and I know that look.” She followed Normya’s gaze down to where Tir’ut was roaring like a large bear once more. “Isn’t your father the one who says never to fear the unknown?”

Normya looked at her. “Erli’ra…”
“You will do what you will Normya.” Erli’ra spoke with a soft smile. “If my judgment of character is still any good, you will come to realize what it is you want Normya Leonidas. All I’m saying is if what you want somehow includes Tir’ut, do not fear the unknown.” She shifted To’palia into one arm and reached out to take her hand. “Come… let us get you some breakfast. Your mother arrives in two hours and it wouldn’t do for you to greet her on an empty stomach.”

Normya nodded slowly and turned her emerald eyes once more on Tir’ut far below. Her heart caught in her throat as she realized he was looking up at her. It was only a fleeting glance, but it was enough to cause shivers to course through her even as she felt the gentle caress within Mindvoice of a new and powerful presence. It was something her mother had taught her, how to expand her horizons within Mindvoice almost subconsciously to detect other users without them knowing it. Normya Leonidas, as with all her brothers and sisters, was considered a very powerful Mindvoicer. She was easily on a level with her brother Resumar even though she was not bonded to a dragon, and she lowered her shields far enough to detect the new Mindvoicer. As Erli’ra had said, it was an exceptionally powerful mind, and heavily shielded in a way that made it impossible to penetrate those shields without a concentrated probe. Her father or Andro could have done it with barely any effort, perhaps even her mother, but she could not. She felt Erli’ra take her arm gently and she tore her eyes from Tir’ut and allowed Erli’ra to lead her down the walkway.

SODRAG


“…everything seems to be in perfect order. You and the baby are in ideal health.” The elven medic told Adriana as she lowered the scanner.


Adriana smiled brilliantly. “Thank you.” She said.


“Eliani will be in shortly.” The female spoke. “She’ll want to examine you. You are the only pregnant woman on the base at the moment, and we much prefer your company to the injured and grumbling soldiers and riders. They usually come in because they have injured themselves doing something stupid.”

Adriana chuckled. “Yes… I have heard that.”


The female elf heard voices and patted her leg and smiled. “I’ll be right back.” She said. She gathered the data pad and moved into the hallway outside the examination room where she saw Eliani and Nyla entering the small clinic. They were holding hands and laughing softly, having just returned from lunch. Eliani was the senior Hadarian Healer on SODRAG at the moment because the complement of base personnel was not that large. As SODRAG continued to grow and house more personnel a Hadarian Officer would be assigned permanently. The medic truly enjoyed working with Eliani. She was just as sharp witted as her mother and unbelievably knowledgeable for someone only twenty-five years old. She walked up to Eliani who turned to look at her.


“I did a preliminary exam Princess.” She stated as she held out the data pad. “Lycavorian female, ninety-six years old, excellent health and twenty-nine weeks pregnant. Baby is also in excellent health and developing on the base scale.”

Eliani took the pad with a smile. “Thank you Renala.” She stated.


“I told her you would be in shortly. Exam Three.” She stated as she turned and began to walk towards another room.


“Renala?” Eliani spoke quickly looking up.


“Yes?”


“The baby’s father is not listed.” Eliani said.


“She is staying with Enomotarch Malic Princess.” Renala answered. “I… I assumed he was the father.”


“Malic?” Nyla gasped.


Renala nodded. “Prince Androcles granted her access to the base and she arrived late yesterday afternoon. She’s staying at Malic’s bungalow.”


Eliani looked at Nyla, her fern green eyes wide. She glanced back to Renala. “Thank… thank you Renala.” She said softly turning back to Nyla as Renala went about her duties.


Nyla’s green eyes were also wide in surprise and they quickly filled with regret and a little anger. “Ussta Che?” She questioned.


Eliani shook her head slowly. “This… this was not in his records Aur Enyla.” She spoke softly. “Not anywhere that I saw.”


“Nor I.” Nyla answered.


“That ronnus!” Eliani hissed softly. “She’s twenty-nine weeks pregnant! There’s no way he could not have known!”


“Perhaps that is why he brought her here!” Nyla stated with heat in her own voice. The most noticeable trait that their deep connection within Mindvoice gave Eliani and Nyla was that they could feel each other’s emotions and in many ways Nyla was almost able to use Eliani’s wolf senses. It also allowed them to feed off of each other emotionally. “She is staying with him at his bungalow. And he has not been on the base since late yesterday either. He was gone before full light this morning. I checked.”

“He’s avoiding us now that she is here.” Eliani said. “Andro knew! He had to have known!”


“Eliani… Andro… he knows how we feel about him. Why would he not tell us?” Nyla asked.


“I don’t know… but intend to find out!” Eliani snapped. “As soon as I meet this Adriana female!”


“May… may I come with you?” Nyla asked softly. “I… I wish to see her as well.”


Eliani nodded as she began moving down the corridor to the exam room. It took them all of twenty seconds to reach the room and they saw Adriana turn from where she was looking out the window as they entered. They both stopped when they saw her. Her face was bright, her hands rubbing her swollen abdomen. She was exceptionally beautiful, that they could not deny, and she appeared to be in excellent physical condition just as Renala had said.


“Good afternoon Princess.” Adriana spoke animatedly. “I hope my coming here hasn’t interfered with your schedule. Andro said I should come to see you.”

“Hello… hello.” Eliani stammered as they moved further into the room. “And no… you are not interfering. So you have talked with my brother?”

“Oh yes.” She said. “He’s not… he’s not what I expected from everything that I have seen on the Netnews. He’s much more… he’s very normal.”


Eliani looked at Nyla. “Yes he is.” Eliani almost snarled out the words as she turned back.


Adriana stared at them for a moment. “Is there something wrong?” She asked quickly.


“Huh… what? Oh no!” Eliani said. “We… we just didn’t expect you to be…”


“Expect me to be what? That I would be so pregnant?” Adriana said with a smile as she rubbed her abdomen.


“Renala didn’t tell me how far along you were.” Eliani caught herself quickly. “This is… this is Nyla Sinthe. She is… she is working with me in the clinic today.”


“Yes… it… it helps me to be better prepared on the field of battle.” Nyla stammered out now.


Adriana moved back to the low table and perched herself on the edge before pushing back and sitting. “Your medic said you would want to examine me.” She stated.

Eliani glanced at Nyla quickly before moving up to the table. “Just… just some questions really.” She said. “Renala… Renala is very efficient.”


“She’s very nice.” Adriana said with a smile. “We don’t have any elf medical personnel on Hunlar Five.”

“Hunlar Five?” Eliani said. “You came all the way from Hunlar Five?”


Adriana nodded. “Yes. I’m a teacher there. The smaller children mostly. It is quite an adventure teaching them. They are very active.”


“You are staying with Enomotarch Malic I see.” Eliani said looking at the pad.


Adriana nodded. “Yes. The bungalow is larger than I thought he would have.” She replied. “The bed is very soft though… which helps because I have to sleep on my side now.”


“Yes… I’m sure it is.” Eliani stated. “And how long have you known Malic?”


Adriana looked at her, surprised at the sternness of her voice and the set of her jaw. She glanced at the Nyla woman next to her and saw a similar look. Her husband was a pureblood vampire and Adriana knew well the nuisances that the faces of purebloods took on when they were perturbed or angry, as well as when they were happy. Her husband’s parents had been overjoyed when they were married and even happier when they told them she was expecting their first child. It was the complete opposite when Adriana told her mother. Her mother was incensed at this, her father even more so when he found out. Adriana had long ago accepted their attitude towards Tuvar but she still felt the need to tell them they were going to have a baby.


“I’ve known him all of my life. I love him so much… and I’m even prouder of him because of his accomplishments.” Adriana replied. “We haven’t seen each other in a while and he was surprised when I arrived and was so pregnant.”


“He didn’t know?” Nyla asked.


“Oh no, he knew. He found out the same time I told my parents.” Adriana said. “They weren’t too happy I’ll tell you. Mal was more open to it though.”


“Mal?” Eliani said.


“My nickname for him.” Adriana answered with a smile.


“And my brother… Andro knew you were coming?” Eliani asked.


Adriana nodded. “Oh yes. He approved my clearance. I understand it was done much quicker than normal.”


“Yes… it usually takes almost a year for the correct security clearance to find entry onto a Durcunusaan facility.” Nyla answered in a similar stern voice.

Adriana looked at them, sensing the underlining hostility radiating from both of them. It was then that Androcles words came back to her.


Just remember burgundy and yellow. That is what else your brother desires. More than even he realizes.


Princess Eliani’s hair was the color of deep burgundy and Nyla’s was yellow blond. Adriana knew what they meant to each other, and there was almost no one within the Union who did not know of the relationship they shared. Right now they were acting as two very jealous Alpha female wolves would act in the face of competition for an alpha male’s attention. These two women wanted her brother Adriana thought to herself, and if Princess Eliani’s scent was any indication, they viewed her as a threat to what they wanted. Adriana smiled inwardly to herself, keeping this discovery from her facial expression. She was being continually stunned by the events and people surrounding her brother in the last few days. His bonding with Vincix in such a way that he was now a member of perhaps the most famed and feared unit within the Union Military. And now she was discovering that not only did a Princess of the Union desire her brother, but so did that Princess’s pureblood vampire lover and companion. Adriana did not take offense at the way they were reacting, for they wanted her brother and thought she had him. Strangely it made her very happy.

“Perhaps Prince Androcles knew I could be trusted.” Adriana said. 


“Where… where has Malic been these last two days?” Eliani asked. “He hasn’t been reporting for his duties as he should.”


“Yes…” Nyla stated. “I’m… I’m going to have to recommend he be reprimanded. The Durcunusaan do not shirk their duty, no matter how mundane it may seem.”


Adriana shook her head. “I don’t know. He only told me he would be gone during the day and at the bungalow in the evening.” She replied, keeping with the story Malic had told her. Adriana knew Eliani undoubtedly would know she was lying, and no doubt Nyla did as well. Tuvar could tell when she was teasing him or not telling him everything just by her heart rate, though you had to be a very skilled vampire to be able to detect this. “You can stop by tonight if you like.”


[She’s lying to us ussta che.] Nyla spoke.


[Yes I know.] Eliani answered as she looked down at the pad. [We need to go see Andro and find out why he allowed her to come here! I am so angry right now I want to rip her face off! And his!]


[He should have told us!] Nyla declared.


[I know.] Eliani looked at her quickly and then turned back to Adriana. “Well everything appears to be in order. Remain with the diet you are on and if you have any problems one of the medics will assist you.”


“Andro said I should come to you.” Adriana spoke knowing she was prodding Eliani in an almost evil way, but she wanted to see just how much this Princess and her lover wanted her brother.

“I am usually very busy!” Eliani snapped intentionally. “I don’t really have the time to direct my attention to just one person!”

“Oh…” Adriana spoke sweetly. “I understand. I will see Renala if I need something then.”


“That is probably best.” Eliani stated. “It was nice meeting you, but I need to check other patients.”


Adriana got to her feet. “Of course Princess. It was a pleasure meeting you both.” She said with a smile.


“When you see Enomotarch Malic, please instruct him he is to report to me immediately when he returns.” Nyla snapped. 


“Certainly.” Adriana said. “I should get dressed and leave you to your duties.”


Eliani nodded and looked at Nyla. “We need to do other rounds now Nyla.” She said in a flat voice.


“Of course Eliani.” Nyla answered.


Adriana watched as they both turned and exited the exam room. She smiled to herself as she began to dress in her normal clothes. 


“My brother…” She said softly. “First you become a member of Mjolnir’s Hand… and now you have a Princess of the Union and her vampire lover wanting you so bad they can hardly contain their anger at me.” Adriana chuckled. “Oh Malic… you have become so much more than even I had hoped.”

Background Music is Malic’s Theme in the Yahoo Group
Black Hawk Down Soundtrack


The sum of cross currents in fifty-three knot winds and a gravity coefficient of point three nine? Isra’s voice asked the question.


Sixteen degrees. Vincix’s voice answered.


Turn radius in a gravity of 1.5, altitude of twenty-three and speed of two hundred nineteen kilometers? Lisisa’s voice asked.


Four point three meters per second. Malic answered immediately. Malic heard Denali’s voice chuckle within his head and he smiled inwardly, his hand reaching up to touch Vincix’s lower snout which was inches from his shoulder.


Twenty for twenty. Denali spoke. Excellent.

You and Vincix have been studying. Isra spoke with some humor in his voice as well. 


And flying. Vincix spoke quickly. We woke long before dawn and went out over the western portion of the base.


We can see with each other’s eyes. Malic said. We hunted together. I shifted and was on the ground, Vincix in the air.


Isra nodded slowly his eyes remaining closed. I can honestly say I was very wrong about you Malic. He spoke. I will never make that mistake again.


We will never make that mistake again. Aelnala chimed in.


Nor will I. Lisisa said.

Take it all in brothers. Everything around you. Sense it… feel it… wrap yourselves within it. You must be aware of even the tremors of the smallest branch or leaf around you. All of it is life in some manner. Isra’s voice was calm and even within Mindvoice. And all of it could shape your actions and their consequences. 

The roaring of the hundred foot waterfall filled the clearing not far from the edge of the small lake the waterfall emptied into. The jungle was cut back in a large circle, able to fit a dozen dragons with no trouble. Now it held four with their riders. Isra sat between Lisisa and Denali, the three of them sitting around Malic in a loose circle. Jeth, Aelnala, Aradace and Vincix rested on the ground behind their bonded ones, all of them with closed eyes.

Feel the beat of your bonded one’s heart. Lisisa’s voice echoed now. His blood pumping in his veins. 


You are one now… and you must surrender to each other all that you are. Denali’s voice spoke.


Do not be afraid our brothers… Isra spoke once more. Your bond was destined by greater powers than we. Just as mine and Aelnala’s was. Just as Lisisa and Jeth were and Denali and Aradace. Never doubt each other. You have reached that pinnacle and now you must harness it. Do not be afraid to reach out Malic and Vincix. You have brothers and sisters now. Draw on their years of experience and knowledge, just as we draw on yours.


We have become far more than the Elder Mother and King ever suspected. Aelnala’s soft smooth voice caressed their minds. Three hundred Pairs that think and fight and breathe as one. No doubts, no hesitation. You have learned much in only one day and more will come as the hours pass.


We will teach you to absorb it all. To focus and retain everything. Aradace spoke now. Unlike the other Bonded Pairs, who must nurture and develop their bonds, our bonds radiate at full power from the moment they come into being. 

It makes us different. Jeth’s deep voice spoke now, all the childlike personality gone from his nature. Now it was Jeth, a member of Mjolnir’s Hand talking. More powerful, yet with that power… with that power also comes the added responsibility of possessing it.


Others will look to you and Vincix now. They will trust you to lead them… to guide them in their endeavors. Isra said. If you trust no one else… then trust in each other.

I can… we can see all that you are. Malic spoke softly his voice filled with awe.


We keep nothing but our most personal thoughts from our brothers and sisters. We share all that we are. Isra continued.

Forget what has happened in your past Malic. Lisisa spoke. Let go of it, for you are reborn now. You are no longer the Malic you once were. Now you are part of us, and we a part of you. Your failures are ours as well. Your victories we share with you. You no longer need to question your purpose in this life. You and Vincix are where you belong. Where you were destined to be. 

Can you lay down your lives Malic and Vincix? Lay down your lives so a stranger can live? Androcles’s voice boomed within their minds. Clear, powerful and commanding.


Yes. They replied together.


Can you take what you need from your brothers and sisters Malic? But give back more than you take? This new voice burst forth with even more commanding a presence and Malic knew immediately who it was.


We will always give more my King! Malic replied.


Can you close every day without glory and fame? Torma’s voice echoed now. Can both of you hold your heads high even when no one knows your names? For that is our path… our calling as Mjolnir’s Hand.


You speak with a single voice now my brothers. Andro continued. Do not be afraid to share with us your thoughts.


I wished this at one point. Malic answered honestly. But no more. Not after what I have seen. After what… what we feel coursing through us is not what we expected. I do not know how to describe it.

It is purifying. Vincix said. All our doubts and fears have been brushed aside. There is nothing left but the two of us. Pure. Whole. Free.


Good. Martin’s voice said. Very good. Never look back brothers. You are what you were meant to become. We live and we die for our bonded ones and those we serve within the Union. You have completed the circle for us and now we also can move forward. Welcome my sacred brothers and I will see you in the morning when the rest of us arrive.


Thank you my King. Malic spoke quickly.


No Malic. Martin spoke. To you and Vincix… now I am your brother as well as your friend. I am simply Martin Leonidas. 


Sire… Martin… I wish…


He heard Andro and Denali’s voices laughing softly within the connection. He certainly does not lack for courage father. Andro spoke.


Nor boldness it seems. Elynth’s voice echoed with humor.


Martin could be heard chuckling as well. I have seen your heart and soul now Spartan. He said after a moment. What I have seen leaves me with no doubts as to what you desire in your heart. Yes… you have my blessing to pursue Eliani and Nyla if that is your wish Commander Malic of Mjolnir’s Hand.
It is Milord!

I believe Nyla’s parents would very much approve. Martin said.

We will not disappoint you Milord! Vincix announced.


No… I don’t believe you will. Torma and I must go. We will see you tomorrow. Martin’s voice said.


Speaking of my sister and Nyla… I must go as well. Andro spoke. They appear angry with me for some reason. I will stop by your bungalow tonight Malic. I have something else I want to give to you and Vincix.


Yes sire. They answered.


They felt Andro and Elynth leave the connection and Malic slowly opened his eyes. He looked around and saw Isra and the others gazing at him and Vincix.

“What… what do we do now?” He asked.


Isra smiled and looked at Lisisa and Denali and then back to him. “How about we do some close quarters flying.” He stated. “That always gets my blood pumping. At least Tarifa and Aihola think so.”


Lisisa shook her head. “Oh… that is so enough Uncle Isra!” She exclaimed.


“Too much information!” Denali agreed. “Way too much information.”


Isra laughed and got to his feet. “Sister… why don’t we show the young ones here a thing or too.”


Aelnala snorted loudly and nodded her massive head. It would be my pleasure!

Isra looked at them. “Last one to circuit the base at a hundred feet and return here buys the first round tomorrow at the REC.”


Lisisa and Denali scrambled to their feet. “That’s a bet.” Denali spoke.


They turned to see Malic scrambling onto Vincix’s back. He looked at them as he settled into the saddle and smiled. “We are the newbies.” He said. “We must use every advantage! Vincix my brother! Go!”


Vincix trumpeted his approval and propelled them into the sky.

SPARTA
NEW KAVALIAN EMBASSY

[…are angry that your sister acted as she did.] Athani spoke as she walked the granite tiles in the large flower garden. The early morning hours in Sparta she had learned were the quietest times, and also when you could most often smell the pine trees that covered the surrounding mountains in the air. The moon was just beginning to begin its journey down to the western skies. 

They had been allowed to move into the new embassy today and Athani knew it would be several days before she could feel her husband’s arms around her again. Being able to touch him within Mindvoice provided her the comfort and strength she needed. His mothers and grandmother had surprisingly gotten over the shock of them being together rather quickly, and before she had left Resumar’s mountain villa they had taught her several new tricks to mask her presence within Mindvoice to a level that would not raise the suspicions of anyone powerful enough to detect her. They seemed more concerned about what his father would do more than anyone else and that told Athani quite a bit about the type of people they were. She knew they were a spiritual species, believing in a higher power or powers. She had spent countless hours researching the Lycavorian people and to a smaller extent many of the species that called the Union home. King Leonidas the First had started this ingrained mentality, the idea of Gods being very prevalent on Earth in their ancient times. The Spartan mystique was wide ranging and had taken root in almost everything they did. His son and five Queens continued this in how they saw the dragons and each other. They believed something larger guided their actions and reasons. They believed destiny and fate played a huge role in who a person was and what their ultimate path would be. Gorgo had said that she and Resumar had found each other for a reason as strong as their love for each other had shown itself to be. To brave what would undoubtedly be a death sentence for Athani if it was discovered she had married Resumar, or even allowed him to have her in his bed was all the truth that Gorgo had told her she needed. 

Her species had always forged ahead in their lives mainly because they thought they were far more cunning and militarily superior to the next species. This mentality had almost cost them their very existence in Athani’s eyes, for their war with the High Coven nearly a thousand years ago had brought them to the brink of extinction. Her father’s actions had saved their species, but to Athani’s way of thinking they had learned nothing from that action. They sought not to improve their people and live side by side with others, but only to conquer and regain the prominence they once had. The actions and concerns of Resumar’s mothers and grandmother had shown Athani that, while the Union may have considered them a threat, they did not fear her people in any way.

The actions of Lisisa and Denali Leonidas today had only sealed that notion for her. Jiss and Matuarr were so incensed at what Lisisa had done and the disrespect she had shown them they were practically foaming at the mouth, while Timur fumed silently at how easily Lisisa had handled him. They were livid that she had taken Denali Leonidas as her mate, and thrown that fact into their faces. The part of their plan that Timur would play a role in was now effectively neutralized. Jalersi was also acting differently since they had come here. She remained silent for the most part listening to the males rant back and forth with each other and drinking the strong Spartan wine. Karun had come briefly to the embassy to secure his temporary quarters and then disappeared to walk the streets of Sparta. The Lycavorian blood within him allowed him to pass more easily among the citizens of Sparta, and he was more readily accepted. He had not returned as of yet, but Athani knew Karun was more than capable of taking care of himself.


Resumar’s soft laughter filled her with warmth and she felt his aura wrap itself around her even from his villa in Gytheio. [She has never been one to beat around the bush so to speak.] He answered.

[I miss you my love.] Athani said.


[Has Qurot or anyone…]


[No.] Athani exclaimed quickly. Athani had seen Resumar in action on board his father’s ship and she knew well what her new husband was capable of. [They are too involved in trying to figure out how they will get your sister to respond to their demands.]


[That is what my mother For’mya determined as well. Their attention will not be on you for the time being.] Resumar said. [If anyone attempts anything with you Aryschanne you contact me instantly and I will send Cemath to get you out of there.]


[That would be very revealing my husband.] Athani answered with humor of her own. [Having Cemath snatch me from inside the embassy walls would undoubtedly announce to everyone that I am not just a simple Kavalian female.]


[You are not just a simple Kavalian female.] Resumar answered. [You are my wife and mate. I will not allow anyone to touch you.]


[I am capable of taking care of myself.] Athani said.


[That is not something I question Aryschanne.] Resumar said. [You are mine however, and I will not be happy if some fool thinks he can have his way with you.]


Athani smiled when he called her his. [I will call for Cemath if things get out of hand my love.] She said. Athani was no fool, and while she was very deadly in her own right, she had no desire to feel anyone’s touch upon her body now except that of Resumar. 


[It will only be for another day or so Aryschanne.] Resumar explained. [My mothers are working with Deia to make sure that when you announce you are defecting that your people can do nothing politically. They don’t believe your father will be very happy, and they want to take away every recourse he may have before we act.]


[Resumar… I could try and find out as much as I can before I leave.] Athani spoke. [Troop deployments, fleet movements, what they plan for the embassy here. How they will try to discover about the High Coven.]


[No!] Resumar nearly shouted within Mindvoice. [You are my wife and mate Athani. I did not fall in love with you to try and discover what your father and others are doing and use you as some sort of intelligence operative. I don’t want you to risk yourself in any way. My mothers agree with me.]

[I know that Resumar.] Athani answered gently as warmth swept through her at his words. Hearing his answer brought down any doubts that may have been lingering in her subconscious.


[Then do nothing to put yourself at risk!] Resumar stated again. [Nothing.]


Athani’s tail twitched slightly and curled up around her waist in a sign of contentment and peace. [Then I won’t.] She said. Athani’s sharp feline like eyes caught movement near the turn up ahead and she stopped walking when she saw her sister appear. [My love I must go. Jalersi is nearby. I will contact you later today just so that I may hear your voice.]


[Soon Aryschanne. Soon nothing will draw us apart.] Resumar said.


[And I look forward to that day.] Athani spoke as she continued to walk towards her sister who had seen her now.


Jalersi held the mug of Kavalian tea in her hands as Athani walked up and stopped in front of her. She eyed her younger sister evenly, taking in the confidence in her gait and the brightness of her eyes. There was something different about her sister since they had arrived on King Leonidas’s ship and Jalersi could not place it.

“You are up early sister.” Jalersi spoke softly.


“With the men ranting and hooting from the first floor it is a wonder anyone can sleep.” Athani replied. “I take it they did not agree with what the daughter of Leonidas did?”


Jalersi snorted softly. “I don’t believe any female has ever talked to them as she did this morning. And she is Pusintin’s daughter, not Leonidas.”


“Really? Well… obviously she does not agree.” Athani said.


“Jiss and Matuarr will force her to comply.” Jalersi said slowly. “They are preparing an extensive brief to present to the Spartan Galactic Court. A brief this Lisisa will have no choice but to adhere to.”


“And you think that she will just do this because Jiss and Matuarr say she has too Jalersi? Sister… I have never known you to act stupidly.” Athani spoke seeing Jalersi turn to glare at her. “Why is it so important for Jiss and the others to force this woman to do something she will not ever do?”


“You know why Athani.” Jalersi replied. “She is a member of this Mjolnir’s Hand. One of the most powerful of them if all accounts are accurate. Almost on a level with the King and his oldest son.”

“And you think she will willingly give up this position because Pusintin is her father?” Athani asked almost sarcastically. “Or because of some ridiculous laws Jiss and Matuarr will attempt to use against her. And bringing Timur here, declaring he was promised by Pusintin that she would be his was foolish. Jalersi… we were the ones who studied these men and women for months. Why is father dismissing our council now? Or was his intent to never listen to us in the first place?”

“Athani you have no idea what you speak.” Jalersi snapped but with no where near the vehemence she should have because part of her was beginning to believe her younger sister.


“Don’t I?” Athani said softly seeing Jalersi look at her with bright blue eyes. “The moment Jiss and Matuarr revealed what their real purpose was I was pushed to the side like a piece of meat. I do know that father never really intended for us to make any serious decisions or commitments while we were here. We were only sent as a show to the Union that perhaps females were not treated as badly as the Union believes. They failed in that regard and now they will attempt to use outdated laws against the Union in the hopes of gaining what it is they want.” Athani said. “This only serves to confirm to the Lycavorians what they have always believed. And the Lycavorians are not as stupid as Jiss and Matuarr believe them to be either.”


“What would you have me do Athani?” Jalersi said. “I have spoken with father! He…”

“He told you that Jiss and Matuarr would now be in charge didn’t he?” Athani said.


“Yes.”


“And no doubt Pusintin agrees with him sister.” Athani told her. “He may be Lycavorian Jalersi, but he has been among our people for too long. In many ways he is no better than Qurot. Even Pian has shown you more respect since coming here.”


Jalersi looked at her evenly wondering if her sister was aware of what Pian had told her in the hospital room on the ship. Jalersi did not want to admit to herself that she had relished in the night she had spent with Pian all those years ago. He had not marked her because she was mated to Pusintin, but he had fucked her until her mind was awash in pleasure. It had angered her that he had not locked groins with her then, for no matter how much she professed to love Pusintin, Pian always had a small part in her head and she did not know why. Pusintin treated her with the respect she would not receive from a male of her own species and that is what drew her to him at first. But now Jalersi wasn’t so sure. He had fathered a child from someone other than her, and he had never told her about it. It didn’t matter to Jalersi that it was from the vampire witch, but the fact Pusintin hadn’t told her made her wonder what else he had not told her. And it made her question whether he had gone outside their union since becoming her husband and mate. Since that moment on the ship when Pian had professed he loved her, Jalersi had begun to question everything. Athani was right she knew, for Pian had acted differently ever since then. He was always meticulously groomed, and he would be considered fantastically handsome by Kavalian standards. He had stepped up to shield her on several occasions since joining them on this mission, even facing off against his friend and mentor Qurot on one of them. His actions were not typical of the Pian of old, and though Jalersi had always found him extremely handsome, she had avoided him and his advances because of his association with Qurot.

Now she wasn’t so sure that perhaps a different part of Pian was coming to the surface.


Jalersi looked at Athani. “You seem different Athani.” Jalersi said softly. “More calm and in command of your emotions. Why?”


Athani shrugged with a small smile. “I have accepted what fate and destiny have given to me Jalersi and what role I will play.” Athani spoke.


“You… you have never believed in these things before sister.” Jalersi said. “Why now? What has made you change your mind? ”


“Does it matter?” Athani said gently. 


“You… you will not protest Qurot taking you?” Jalersi asked.


“If that is what destiny decrees… then that is what will be.” Athani said. “There is no sense in fighting it.”


“You know that father will… he will order you to return to Cabelir within a few days.” Jalersi said. “He… he doesn’t feel your presence here is needed any longer. He thinks you are more of a…”


“Distraction?” Athani said with a small smile. “Yes I determined that already. When will I be going back?”


“He dispatched a Courier Ship last evening. It was traveling with Qurot’s ship and should arrive in three days I would think. The Union has given us access to their Jump Gates for diplomatic purposes.”

“Really?” Athani asked.

Jalersi shook her head. “Pian has already told me they are civilian Jump Gates and have no military value at all. They do not transit anywhere close to sensitive areas within the Union, and if we veer from them then our ships will be intercepted and they will need to travel with an escort all of the time.”

Athani nodded. “They are not fools Jalersi.” She said. “They don’t trust us, and we do nothing to alleviate this in their minds with our actions here. You must know that no matter what Jiss and Matuarr come up with in regards to Lisisa, they will not succeed.”

Jalersi nodded. “In that I fear you are right. But they will try.”

“They will fail.” Athani said.

“You have always been the more stubborn of the two of us sister.” Jalersi spoke softly. “Athani… I… my intent all these years was never more than my way of protecting you. I may have gone about it wrong, but you know how our laws work. It was the only way I could think of to keep you at least reasonably safe.”
Athani nodded. “I know Jalersi.” She said softly. She stepped closer to her sister and took the hand that did not hold the mug of tea. “Jalersi… you will do what you must I know… but one day you will need to let your heart rule your actions. When that happens… you might find out your heart leads you down a different path than what you travel now.”

Jalersi’s eyes narrowed. “You sound like we will never see each other again sister.” She said with a smile.

Athani chuckled. “We are sisters! We will always see each other.” She said. “What of Karun? You worry for him.”

“Ever since meeting this Lisisa he has been odd.” Jalersi said. “He hasn’t returned from his walk. His locator beacon puts him somewhere in the southern section of Sparta, but Qurot and Pian can not go there. They would not fit in. And Timur is more interested in discovering a way to get this Lisisa into his bed now that she humiliated him.”

“Karun is very capable of taking care of himself.” Athani said with a small smile. “And he is half Lycavorian. He will be fine sister. I have discovered that even those who are half Lycavorian are treated as if they are full blooded. Even the elves. That elf female we saw, Ardis was her name; I saw full blooded Lycavorian males taking her orders without question. She seemed interested in Karun as well. Perhaps he is trying to focus himself for the tasks his father sent him here to accomplish.”

Jalersi nodded slowly and looked up to meet Athani’s eyes. “I will miss you when you go sister.” She said.
Athani slipped her arm into Jalersi’s, suddenly feeling very protective of her older sister. Jalersi had always seemed so confident and in control, and now it was as if she had lost that somehow. Or perhaps not lost it, but questioning all that she believed. “Come… let you and I go to the kitchen. The staff has not arrived yet and we can cook ourselves breakfast like we did when we were younger.”

Jalersi smiled as Athani began to draw her back towards the embassy.

SODRAG

Eliani stared at her older brother, literally shaking in anger as he slowly moved his head back to look at her. He lifted his hand to rub the side of his face where her slap had struck like a trip hammer. The power of the blow had surprised Eliani, Nyla grasping her arm quickly after she had lashed out, and her own green eyes wide in shock at what Eliani had done.


Andro opened his mouth and moved his jaw back and forth a few times before meeting her fern green eyes with his azure orbs. “I can only assume you are not happy with me for some reason Eliani.” Andro said calmly.


“You knew damn it!” Eliani exclaimed now. 


“Knew what?” Andro asked.


“You knew how Nyla and I feel about… you know how we feel about Malic Andro!” She snapped. “You knew and you allowed him to bring his pregnant girlfriend here onto the base!”


“I take it you have met Adriana then.” Andro said.


“Yes we met her.” Nyla spoke barely able to keep the anger from her voice.


Andro smiled. “She’s a teacher you know.” He said.


“You think this is nubous funny?” Eliani snarled as she tossed the data pad at him watching him catch it easily and set it on his desk. “You know how we feel about him yet you bring his girlfriend here! And then you tell her to come see me specifically. Are you trying to make me look the fool Andro?” 

“We thought perhaps he may not have known.” Nyla stated. “This Adriana said he has known from the beginning. She made it a point to tell us how proud she was of him and how much she loved him.”


“She was making fun of us!” Eliani stated angrily.


Andro couldn’t contain his chuckle as he moved back to his desk and sat down. “Making fun of you huh?” He said. “She did a little more than I thought she would.”


Two sets of green eyes grew even wider as they looked at him settle into his chair. “You knew she would do that?” Nyla exclaimed.


“Andro… you nubous ronnus!” Eliani spat. “How could you do that to us?”


“I did it so the two of you would pull your heads out of your asses and go after what you both want so much and stop tap dancing like a couple of love struck adolescent wolves.” Andro stated as he poured himself a mug of his mother’s coffee.


“What?” Eliani hissed.


“You are worried about what father and our mothers will think of Malic.” Andro said. “It’s obvious Eliani. You have never been shy about going after what you wanted. And neither have you Nyla. You were concerned about what everyone would think of Malic and you were playing games with him.”


“So you bring his pregnant girlfriend here!” Nyla declared. “This is supposed to inspire us to act differently. He is going to be a father Andro! This Adriana is carrying his child!”


“Did you examine her Eliani?” Andro asked.


“What? Why?” Eliani snapped. “Why would I need too? Renala examined her! She’s twenty-nine weeks pregnant with Malic’s child. What else do I need to know?”


“So you didn’t examine her?” Andro asked again.


“I didn’t feel the need to examine her! I’m the doctor here!” Eliani barked at him. “And I didn’t need her to keep flaunting in our faces that she had Malic and we didn’t! I can’t believe you would be so low as to do something like this!”

“You are only half wolf Eliani, but I know your sense of smell is very acute. Much more so than either Carina or Zarah or even Normya.” Andro said calmly as he sipped his coffee. “You and Nyla are so intent on trying to discover why Malic is why he is that you are letting it blind you to what you really feel.”


“We know why Malic is how he is!” Eliani snapped loudly. “His mother and father used Peteracal on him when he was a baby. It’s why he didn’t hardly feel the blade that vampire idiot stabbed him with! And don’t you dare tell me we don’t know what we feel!”

“I will tell you that because if you weren’t acting like such a mida… you would have detected the similarities to Malic in Adriana’s scent.” Andro said.


“What I detected was his scent all over her!” Eliani barked at him viciously. “I’m not stupid Androcles!”


“You are sure acting like it.” Andro stated.


“You egotistical bastard!” Eliani shouted. 


“She has Malic’s scent on her because she slept in his bed.” Andro said picking up the data pad now. “If you would stop ranting like a child for a moment and look past your desire to fix what is not broken, you would have noticed that she has a similar scent to Malic. A similar scent to Malic because Adriana is his younger sister.”


“What?” Nyla gasped moving up to stand next to Eliani now.


Andro nodded. “Adriana is a teacher. Malic requested that she be allowed to come here and act as his teacher. His desire to become part of Mjolnir’s Hand led him to this decision. I approved the request immediately and had her brought here. Adriana is married to a pureblood vampire Colonel who is stationed on Hunlar Five. His name is Tuvar. The baby is their first child. I had to pull some strings, but Tuvar will be arriving next week so they can remain together while Adriana is here helping Malic with his studies.”


“His… his sister?” Eliani gasped now as Andro got to his feet and moved around to stand in front of her.


Andro smiled. “Eliani… do you honestly think for a moment that I would purposely do something to hurt you or Nyla. I know how Malic affected you the moment I saw you looking at him before we left the SCIMITAR. I also know you and Nyla are so closely bound together that you desire the exact same type of man, and that she would feel the same thing as you.” He said. “You and Nyla have been requesting his records and learning all you can about him by sneaking around with grandmother Gorgo helping you.”

“How… how do you know that?” Nyla asked.


Andro grinned. “A little bird told me.” He said. He reached up and placed his hand on Eliani’s cheek causing her to look up at him. “You are a Leonidas… and Nyla you have been considered a part of our family from the moment you and Eliani came together. Eliani Leonidas and Nyla Sinthe do not sneak around… they take what they want. This is how you have always acted, and it is how you acted with Malic when you beat his ass on the SCIMITAR.” He saw her surprised look and smiled. “Resumar told me. You put him down quite easily I understand, and then you made it very clear to him what you wanted. You acted exactly as father and mother would expect you to act. Do not change who you are now. Either of you.”


“He is… he needs help Andro.” Eliani said softly. “His condition is…”


“You are speaking as a Healer Eliani.” Andro said shaking his head. “Speak and act as a Lycavorian alpha female. That is who you are at your core.”


“She is his sister?” Eliani asked.


Andro nodded. “And more than likely she was getting great pleasure from seeing the two of you act as you did. She was testing you… just as you and Lisisa and Carina and my sisters tested every female before Sadi came back into my life. She loves her brother… the two of them have quite a bit in common.”


“He thinks we have mocked him within Mindvoice.” Nyla said squeezing Eliani’s hand. “He believes we were making fun of him Andro.”


“I think you will find Malic has changed quite a bit in the time he has been here.” Andro spoke as the COM panel on his desk began to chime. He turned and reached for it. “Perhaps you should discover just how much before you get it in your heads that you must help him.” Andro pressed the panel. “Yes.”


“Milord… there is an Admiral Megdar and his mate Golina here to see you.” The voice said. 


Eliani’s eyes grew wide. “His parents?” She spoke.


Andro nodded. “Yes.” He spoke touching the panel again. “Show them here Jagar. Make sure they have the correct Security Pass on before you bring them through.”


“Yes Milord.”


Andro looked at his sister and Nyla. “I think I pissed his father off even more than Nyla did when I told him I added my name to Nyla’s order stopping any transfer he may have initiated. Then I let it slip that Adriana was coming here to be with her brother and that angered him even more.” He explained with a smile.


“He said he was coming here.” Nyla said. “I didn’t think he would actually do it.”


Andro nodded. “Yes… well apparently he feels the need to be in control of their lives as he controls the lives of his other children. Malic and Adriana are the only ones to break away from that control.”


Eliani blinked several times as she noticed the crimson shoulders of Andro’s ArmorPly for the first time. “Andro… your… your uniform.” She stated looking up into his azure eyes. “You have found the last Rider for Mjolnir’s Hand?”


Andro nodded with a smile. “Among the Durcunusaan yes.” He replied. “It came as quite a surprise to be honest. We hadn’t detected them before a few days ago.”


“That is where Lisisa and Denali are isn’t it? That’s why we haven’t seen them since they returned?” She asked.


Andro nodded. “I asked them to help Uncle Isra in working with the new pair.”


“Who is it?” Nyla asked.


“I don’t think you know them. Uncle Andreus found them on Apo Prime several weeks ago and they only just arrived here two days ago.” Andro lied. He had grown quite good at hiding when he wasn’t telling the truth, and Eliani and Nyla were so worked up over Malic that they would not notice the slight change in his heart rate or the miniscule adrenalin dump into his system. He did not want to reveal to them that it was Malic and Vincix just yet. They would discover that when everyone else did tomorrow morning. “Do you want to remain and meet Malic’s parents?”


“Are you kidding?” Eliani said moving to the couch and settling into the soft cushions. “I wouldn’t miss this for the world.”

“Nor would I.” Nyla said settling next to her.


Andro grinned as the chime on his office door sounded and he shook his head. “Be on your best behavior.” He spoke watching as Eliani stuck her tongue out at him. He chuckled and turned back to the door. “Come!”


They watched as Andro’s Durcunusaan aide entered first, followed by the tall, heavily muscled Admiral and the more petite dark haired woman.


“Milord Androcles… Admiral Megdar and his mate and wife Golina.” The young Durcunusaan lieutenant spoke.


“Thank you Jagar.” Andro spoke. “I’ll see to them now.”

“I’ll insure their quarters are ready Androcles.” The officer spoke as he turned to leave. Andro took note of the twitch of disapproval in Megdar’s jaw at the informal was the officer spoke to him.


Andro looked at Malic’s father and mother and decided it was easy enough to see where Malic got his size and the color of his eyes. He held out his hand. “Admiral Megdar… it is a pleasure to meet you.”


Megdar looked surprised as he reached out and shook Andro’s hand. “Sire.” He spoke.


Andro turned to Golina and bowed his head slightly. “Lady Golina… an honor.”


Golina was just as taken aback and she forced a smile. “Prince Androcles.” She stated.


Andro motioned to Eliani and Nyla. “You know my sister Eliani and I believe you have already spoken with Nyla.”


Megdar’s eyes narrowed when he saw Nyla and he forced himself to nod. “Princess Eliani.” He stated as they got to their feet. “Commander.”


“Star Commander.” Nyla spoke quickly correcting him. “I’m quite proud of my rank Admiral as I have already told you. I earned it.”


“Yes… of course.” Megdar spoke dismissing Nyla almost out of hand. He turned back to Andro. “Sire… I am here to escort my daughter Adriana home and complete the transfer orders for my son Malic.”


Andro motioned them to the two chairs in front of his desk. “Please… sit down.” He said. “Can I offer you some of my mother’s coffee? It’s freshly brewed.”


“No thank you Milord.” Megdar spoke as he sat down.


“Lady Golina?”


“I do so love the Queen’s coffee sire. Yes… with light crème if you could.” Golina asked as she settled into the chair.


“Certainly.” Andro spoke as he moved to the counter.


“Sire… I was under the impression that we would be speaking alone.” Megdar said.


“Eliani is the senior doctor on the base and Malic falls under Nyla’s direct command.” Andro spoke. “I felt they should be present. Is that an issue?”


“No Milord… of course not!” Megdar replied.


“Good.” Andro spoke moving back and holding the mug out to Golina. 


“Thank you sire.” Golina spoke taking the mug from his hands. Andro saw the expensive jewelry adorning her wrists and glanced up to see the glittering ruby red pendant dangling from the pure silver chain around her neck.


Andro forced a smile and then moved back to his desk where he settled into the chair across the simple desk from them. “So… about the transfer orders.” He spoke.


“Yes Milord…” Megdar spoke quickly. “I have an enlisted billet waiting for Malic on my Command Ship. Once he assumes his duties there he will see that hard work will pay off and he will climb in rank quickly.”


Andro nodded as he sipped his coffee. “Malic is a Durcunusaan Candidate.” Andro said. “He has expressed a desire to one day become bonded to a dragon and challenge for a position in Mjolnir’s Hand.”


Megdar chuckled. “Sire… I think… I think after viewing Malic’s record you will find he is not capable of doing that.” He said. “He lacks the higher reasoning and abilities to solve advanced equations and calculations. The same equations and calculations he would have to contend with if he was ever able to… bond with a dragon as you say. Certainly he will never become a member of the King’s unit. He does not have the necessary educational level or ability to reach that level.”


“No thanks to you.” Eliani snapped now as she got to her feet.


Megdar looked at her. “Pardon me Princess?” He asked.


“Don’t play coy with me Admiral.” Eliani stated. “You will find I am very much my mother and father’s daughter when it comes to individuals who think they can play me. You and your wife had Malic treated with Peteracal when he was an infant. I have seen his medical records… Malic was born with Nomatel Syndrome.”


“How do you know that?” Golina demanded. “His medical records were sealed!”


“I unsealed them.” Eliani stated.


“You can not do that!” Megdar barked. “Even as princess you are not allowed to open sealed medical files without our permission!”


“Malic is a Durcunusaan Candidate.” Eliani snapped right back unfazed by Malic’s father. “I am senior medical officer on this base… as well as a Princess of this Union. Malic was stabbed by a vampire during training and even though the blade penetrated his flesh nearly three point two centimeters he didn’t feel a thing. That is one of the classic signs of Peteracal use. When I did further research and discovered his inability to understand higher equations and functions I knew I was right. You stopped the treatments when he was four years old, after the Peteracal destroyed the Nomatel Syndrome, but by then it was already too late. If you want to deny it Admiral feel free, I will call my mother to confirm my findings, and then you will see just how much of a temper my mother has when she discovers what you and your mate have done.”


“Milord… I must protest!” Megdar complained turning to look at Andro. “That was many years ago… my mate and I regret our actions, and we have done everything we could since that time to give Malic everything he needed.”


“Blivet!” Nyla snapped.


Megdar glared at her. “What did you say?” He demanded.


“Blivet!” Nyla spoke. “It is a term that Eliani’s mother taught me. She is quite fond of it. It means ten pounds of shit in a five pound bag. Basically what you are speaking now in trying to explain yourself and your actions.”


“May I remind you that I outrank you Commander?” Megdar spat. “I will…”


“You do not outrank me however Admiral.” Andro spoke now leaning back in his chair. “And you would do well not to threaten an officer under my command. Especially not one of Nyla Sinthe’s credentials and record. And most assuredly not in my presence.”

Megdar met his eyes now. “Forgive me Prince Androcles.” He stated. “We have traveled a long way and we are both tired.”


“Yes… I’m sure. It is my understanding that after arriving here Malic asked and was granted the request that no further communications from you or your mate be allowed to reach him.” Andro spoke. “He is well past the age where he need follow your direction. He has forged a name for himself with his deeds and accomplishments. You know of course he reached Enomotarch faster than anyone in the history of the Union?”


Megdar looked at him. “That… that may have been known to me.” He said. 


“And yet you refused to go to his promotion ceremony Admiral.” Andro said. “In fact… neither you nor your mate has ever been to one of his promotion ceremonies. Neither you nor your mate, or any of his brothers and sisters was present for any of his decorations when they were awarded. And that includes the Union Commendation Cluster he received for saving the lives of two of his unit in a training exercise. The highest non-combat decoration that we can award to a Spartan and you saw fit not to attend that ceremony.”


“I do have my duties as Fleet Commander Milord.” Megdar spoke almost arrogantly.


Andro nodded. “Yes you do.” He stated. “Malic is a Durcunusaan Candidate Admiral, therefore he does not fall under the auspice of the regular Fleet Personnel Office. He falls under the control of the Durcunusaan. He belongs to me. I forwarded Nyla’s order voiding his transfer orders; my signature is right below hers. Malic is going no where.”

“Milord… he belongs with… he belongs with Spartans who are like him.” Golina spoke now for the first time. 


“With all due respect Lady Golina… you have no idea who your son is.” Eliani snapped.


Golina looked at her. “He is my son! I think I know him far better than you.” Golina spoke.


“Do you?” Eliani said crossing her arms under her full breasts. Nyla looked at her lover with a knowing smile. She had seen Eliani in full alpha female wolf mode only once before, and it was certainly a sight to see. That day had seen her dress down a male officer who was interested in Nyla and would not take no for an officer. She had gone up one side of him and down the other before laying a blistering, toe curling kiss on Nyla directly in front of him. That night had seen them have some incredible sex together. The passion radiating from her right now, professing what they both felt so deeply for Malic made Nyla love her all the more. 
“Then I’m sure you know that Malic has already made his intentions known to claim Nyla and I as his mates. He makes my blood burn just being close to him, his scent drives me into a lustful fury that I don’t want to control, and he didn’t need Peteracal to do that to me. Nyla can hardly be in the same room with him without becoming flustered because of what he does to her vampire blood. He does that to us all on his own. And when he claims me… when he claims Nyla, we are going to sing his name to the stars.”

Megdar actually laughed at this. “Malic would never have the courage to approach you in such a way Princess. It is not in his nature. He has never been able to keep a female because he is for lack of a better word… a brute.”

“That is because of what you did to him!” Nyla snapped.


This caused Megdar and Golina’s eyes to go wide. “Malic… Malic would never… he would…”


“He would never claim a vampire as one of his mates?” Nyla said with a knowing smile as she gripped Eliani’s hand tighter and felt her step close and press her body against Nyla’s svelte frame. “That is your first clue that you do not know who your son is.”


“He will not succeed in whatever he has come here for!” Megdar barked out turning back to Andro. “The Durcunusaan are not for him! And he would never claim a vampire as his mate! Not my son! None of my sons would ever do this!”


“What is it that you have against vampires and the Durcunusaan Admiral?” Andro asked calmly. “It is obvious in the way you speak their name that you do not hold them in high regard. Why is that?”


“Vampires are responsible for the death of my parents!” Megdar spoke with seething rage beneath his tone.


“You are referring to members of the High Coven Admiral.” Andro said. “Not the vampires that call the Union home.”


“In my opinion they are all the same.” Megdar said.


“And the Durcunusaan?” Andro asked.


“Respectfully Milord… they are undisciplined and do not know what respect is.” Megdar said looking at him. “They are unorthodox and do not follow procedure in how they conduct themselves. They do not even look like soldiers should look. Their hair is too long, their facial hair unkempt.”


Andro chuckled. “Have you brought this to the attention of my father?” He asked. “It appears he does not seem to meet your extraordinarily high standards either.”


“Milord… he is… he is King.” Megdar said more subdued now.


“And you think we will be angry if you speak ill of our father in our presence?” Andro asked with a smile. “You should see all of my brothers and sisters when we get together and talk about our father Admiral. Your concerns however, they have no bearing on why you are here.” Andro got to his feet. “I will inform Malic and Adriana you are here Admiral. It will be up to them what they want to do.”


“Milord… that is not acceptable to us.” Megdar spoke coming to his feet.


Andro looked at him. “Respectfully Admiral, what is acceptable to you and your mate is not my concern, nor is it Malic’s or your daughter. Adriana is mated to a senior vampire officer stationed on Hunlar Five. An excellent officer by all accounts, and they are expecting their first child in several months. Did you know that?”


“We know Milord.” Golina stated rather offhandedly. “We did not approve of her union with this man. He is several hundred years older than her and he…”


“Because he is a vampire?” Nyla asked.


“If you must know… yes.” Golina said. 


“Colonel Tuvar has never married and he pursued Adriana for eight months before she agreed to finally acknowledge his advances.” Nyla spoke. “It was another seven months before they actually became an item. And then another seven months before she accepted his proposal of marriage. Yes… he is three hundred and fourteen years older than her, and he worships the very ground she walks upon. And if you had taken the time to know him, you would have seen that for yourselves.”

“Adriana… as well as Malic… they are well past the age that they can make their own decisions in regards to their futures.” Andro spoke. “I will advise them you are here, and it will be up to them how they wish to proceed. You have been given very limited access to SODRAG Admiral… but do not attempt to abuse that. You will find that those same disheveled and undisciplined Durcunusaan soldiers you don’t like very much will arrest you so fast it will make your head spin. We take security very seriously here.” Andro moved around his desk and stood in front of them. “We are having a promotion ceremony of sorts’ tomorrow morning. As a Flag officer you will be required to attend since my father will be there and you are here on the base. I will leave two passes for you and your mate. After the ceremony you can meet with Malic and Adriana if that is what you and they wish. Otherwise I will have a transport standing by to return you to your ship so you can depart.”


“You are dismissing me?” Megdar asked stunned.


Andro tilted his head slightly to the side. “Yes… I believe that is what it is called. I am very busy. Jagar will escort you to your quarters. I believe the mess lounge serves dinner at 1930 tonight. Good day Admiral.”

KRANEK

Dysea turned to look at Lexi and her seven member Durcunusaan detachment as the STRIKER’s engines began to die down. The trip here had taken far too long in Dysea’s opinion, the whole time her concern for Normya increasing. She felt as Martin did, that for some reason these Immortals could be trusted on their word, but the inbred fear of Immortals still rubbed at her consciousness. All of them wore the standard ArmorPly body armor and were heavily armed. Lexi had been her Durcunusaan Captain since their inception, and while Dysea almost never went anywhere without Iriral, Lexi was also never far behind. They had become close friends through the years, Dysea even being named as Guardian to Lexi and her mate’s two children should anything happen to them.


Dysea sensed Iriral unhook herself from the take off and landing harness and move gracefully into the main body of the STRIKER. Dysea’s long, platinum blond hair flowed around her face and shoulders, reaching down to just above her firm buttocks. Her Nauta Melme had commented once on how delicious she looked when she allowed her hair to fall freely about her face and shoulders, and since that time she almost never wore it tied into a pony tail. Nor did any of her fellow Queens, unless it was needed in some fashion.


“Remember… we are not here for conflict.” Dysea said. “We truly do not know what we are entering into and until we have Normya safely within our grasp I want nothing foolish undertaken that could put her at risk.”

“I briefed them already Dysea.” Lexi said with a smile.


Dysea looked at her and smiled. “I’m sorry Lexi… I am just worried for Normya.”


Lexi reached out and took her arm. “There is nothing to apologize for.” Lexi answered. “Many of us have been with you for over a decade… and we know how you are. You and the King felt she was not in danger right?”


Dysea looked at her and shook her head. “No. These Immortals seem to be… they seem to be different somehow. And the one we spoke to is the one who helped Nauta Melme to escape Lycavore.”


“Then let’s operate under the assumption we are entering into if not a hostile situation, an unknown one.” Lexi answered. “Though we all trust yours and Martin’s intuition more than most intelligence reports any day of the week.”


Lexi is right Dysea my sister. Iriral spoke now causing Dysea to turn and look at her. If their intent was anything but honorable would they have allowed Normya to contact us directly?

Dysea shook her head. No… I don’t believe they would have.


Then let us proceed as Lexi has said. Iriral said. Every species is able to change… and perhaps we have come upon the first of the Immortals who are changing with the shape of the universe.


Dysea took a deep breath and nodded. “Both of you are correct.” She said turning to face the ramp. “Let us take our own advice and not fear the unknown.”


Lexi smiled and motioned with her head to the Durcunusaan troop closest to the ramp controls. He nodded and brought his hand up, entering the code quickly. The ramp unlocked and began its trip down.


Dysea moved to the end of the ramp, Iriral on her right and Lexi on her left. They watched as the sun began to snake its way into the interior of the STRIKER, and then they could see lush green mountains on the horizon. As the ramp continued down they began to see the tops of the simple yet modern buildings spread as far as the eyes could see, as well as numerous figures in the distance walking casually along the upper pedestrian bridges they could see. As the ramp began to descend into its permanent fixed position on the ground all their eyes turned to the two dozen or so figures that waited a short distance away. The majority of them were Immortals, that was easy enough to ascertain due to their height and builds, but they also saw half a dozen elves mixed in with the Immortals. Standing between the bronze skinned Immortals was the exotic looking pureblood vampire female that Dysea had already talked to, and just to the right of who Dysea knew as Tir’ut was Normya. Her heart skipped a beat seeing her daughter so close to Immortals, but her face was beaming and the moment the ramp locked into place on the ground Normya was running forward.


Dysea forgo her royal position and rushed down the ramp as well, gathering Normya into her arms just past where the bottom of the ramp met the ground and she buried her face in Normya’s long platinum colored hair.


“Amille.” Normya gasped softly as her mother’s arms embraced her and surrounded her with her female wolf aura. 


“Oh Normya!” Dysea gasped herself, squeezing her tightly as Iriral and Lexi came down the ramp next, followed by the six others in the detachment. She held Normya at arms length and ran her hands over her face and head.


Normya gripped her hands with a small laugh. “I am fine mother.” She stated with a smile. “Really.”


Iriral extended her head out and brushed Normya’s shoulder with her snout. It is very good to see you safe Normya. She spoke within Mindvoice.


Normya smiled and reached up to rubbed Iriral’s snout. Thank you Iriral. She answered. It is very good to see you. All of you.


It was becoming boring on Earth. I welcomed the trip. Iriral said with some humor. And never let it be said that a Leonidas leads a dull life.


Dysea couldn’t help but laugh now as well, tears of joy streaking her cheeks and she held Normya’s hands. They watched as Iriral lifted her snout and let her emerald colored eyes wash over those Immortals and others who stood patiently in front of them. She glanced back to Normya. They do not seem frightened of me Normya. She spoke.


Normya looked quickly back to where Tir’ut stood, her eyes finding him easily. No. There is little that frightens them I think.


Iriral nodded her massive head. Then they are more like us than we suspect.

Normya nodded. Yes they are. Come mother… I will introduce you. Gripping her mother’s hands she turned and drew her back towards where Cha’talla and Esther stood next to each other. Erli’ra and her father stood beside them as well and Dysea watched as Cha’talla’s head snapped around to the side.

“Udos jous udossta bel'lain whol ilta ussgyot 'zil Valsharess d'l'Union.” He barked. (We show our respect for her position as Queen of the Union)

Dysea watched wide eyed as everyone dropped to one knee in front of her, the Immortals rapping their weapons on the metal walkway loudly one time as they bowed their heads to her. The movement was very precise and the noise echoed across the area loudly as she stopped in front of Cha’talla’s kneeling form.


“I extend our sincere welcome to you Queen Dysea Leonidas.” Cha’talla spoke as he lifted his face to look at her. “To Kranek… and to our home.”


Dysea looked at him with wide eyes. It was easy enough to discern he was an Immortal, but his skin was more bronze in color and the bone spikes had been filed down to small nubs. Though he maintained his sunken eyes, it wasn’t nearly as pronounced as Dysea had expected and his face appeared very relaxed. But also very proud. She let her eyes drift over the gathered Immortals and the elves, stunned that there would be elves living freely among them.


“Please…” Dysea finally spoke. “All of you… you need not bow to me… or to anyone.”


Cha’talla allowed the small smile to split his face and he rose to his feet, recognizing that this elven queen was taller than he expected. She was easily five foot nine or ten and her figure was muscular and lean under the body armor she wore. Dysea watched as they all got back to their feet, but her focus was on Cha’talla the entire time.


“I welcome you to our home Queen Leonidas.” He stated again. “And though this day has happened much sooner than I had the courage to pursue, I am very glad it has come about.”


“I would like to… my Nauta Melme and I would like to thank you for what you have done.” Dysea said softly. “In protecting our daughter.”


Cha’talla bowed his head. “I would like to present my Du'ased 'ranndi Esther Suira. I believe you have already spoken with her.”

Esther stepped forward and held out her hand in greeting. “It is an honor to meet you Queen Dysea. Erli’ra and her father have told us much about you. And so has your daughter.”


Dysea didn’t pause and embraced Esther tightly, her hands on her shoulders. “Nauta Melme and I… we owe you a debt we can never repay.” Dysea whispered looking at her.


Esther shook her head with a smile. “Not me.” She said. “Our son Tir’ut.”


Dysea turned at where Esther motioned and saw the same half Immortal she had seen in the transmission. He was easily a match for his father in height and musculature, his skin a similar bronze color, but much more natural like a deep tan. His bone spurs were not filed down, but they were not as prominent as they were on pure Akruxian people. His dark hair was cut very short and Dysea surprisingly found herself admitting he was handsome in a certain way. 


“Tir’ut.” She said softly stepping up to him and looking up into his dark eyes. Dysea felt something within this young man, something powerful and bright. She sensed Iriral come up closer behind her and then two sets of emerald eyes were gazing at him and Dysea noticed this did not cause him to flinch in the least. He actually looked back at Iriral with something akin to great interest.

[He is so very strong Dysea.] Iriral spoke softly. [The tremors I feel are… they are that of a Tier Six Mindvoicer easily.]

Dysea nodded. [Perhaps… perhaps you are right Iriral. Perhaps the universe is changing.]
She held out her hands to Tir’ut. “T'yin ol zhah ulu dos udos ruebuss udossta dalharil's dro.” (Then it is to you we owe our daughter’s life)

Tir’ut looked at her evenly. He knew they had spoken within Mindvoice, but he never lowered his mental shields down very far, and all he felt were the tremors of their heavily shielded conversation. His mother Esther had been taught by the Empress herself, refining her Mindvoice abilities to levels that many within the High Coven would not achieve. The moment Esther had shared Cha’talla’s blood, they had established a personal connection, and the natural strength of the Akruxian people to shield against Mindvoice users was added to his mother’s considerable abilities and all of this had been passed to him. Tir’ut lifted his large hands and placed them in Dysea’s smaller ones gently.


Dysea’s eyes grew wider the moment he touched her. Images flashed through her mind as her precognition ability surged to the forefront, and she saw a radiant looking Normya holding the cooing baby. A baby with Immortal bone spikes and bronze tanned skin but with platinum colored hair and beautiful dark eyes. And she saw the huge Immortal that was Tir’ut step into the image and pull her daughter into a loving embrace from behind, Normya’s face happier than she had ever seen it as she leaned into the embrace.

Then it was gone.


“Ol zhah sekene biu bel'la ulu thalra ussta il kal'daka darthirii's du'ased darthirii ilhar.” Tir’ut spoke bowing his head. (It is truly an honor to meet my she wolf elf's blessed elf mother)

Dysea drew back her hands slowly as she looked at Tir’ut. “We can not… we can not repay this debt to you.” She stammered the words.


Tir’ut shook his head with a smile exposing the tips of his smaller vampiric fangs. “There is no debt to be repaid Darthirri Ilhar.” He stated evenly.



Dysea turned back to Cha’talla and Esther. She saw him turn to the side and motion to the two elven females and three elf males that were standing there. “Queen Dysea please allow me to introduce Erli’ra and her father Illiad. They are members of our small ruling body.”


Dysea looked at him with some surprise. “Your ruling body?” She asked still somewhat flustered by what she had seen when she touched Tir’ut.


Illiad stepped forward. “It is an honor Queen Dysea.” He spoke bowing his head slightly.


Erli’ra was much more forward in her words, not to mention she was the wife of an Immortal and not in the least bit ashamed of that fact. “The look on your face tells me you are shocked at this Lady Dysea.”


“Erli’ra!” Illiad hissed.


“I do not believe Queen Dysea thought there would be other elves among our number here.” Erli’ra said. 
“She is very surprised. And something tells me she prefers blunt speaking.”

Dysea shook her head slightly. “Yes…” She answered. “My time with Nauta Melme has found me preferring forthcoming words and deeds.” She stated as she regained her composure. “And no… this is not something that I expected. However… seeing it only confirms what I had hoped in my heart and it lends credence to Martin Leonidas’s words to never fear the unknown, for you know not what it will bring to you.” She looked at Cha’talla and smiled brightly. “It has brought us to you and what you are building here.”


“What we are building Lady Dysea.” Cha’talla answered. “What we hope will extend into the future for many centuries to come.” He reached behind him and drew forward the blue satin like material. “I… I have made these for you. It is known among my people of your exceptional fighting skills and your fondness for using two blades. It is my hope that this gift will show you we have left behind most of the old ways of our people and that we forge ahead on a new path. One I hope you will see similar to that path which your mate walks.”

Dysea took the bundle slowly and un-wrapped it. Her eyes grew a little wider when she saw the dual knives with their matte black pommels, each with the half snout of a dragon extending onto the blade. In that was a glittering emerald eye. The blades themselves were honed to razor sharpness she could tell, and they appeared hand crafted for incredible strength and durability. She lifted her eyes to Cha’talla.

“They… they are beautiful.” She said.


“Please allow me to show you that I am not who I used to be.” Cha’talla said looking at her. “My love of Esther and what she has brought into my life when I thought it was over, it has made me see things in a very different light Dysea. Allow me to show that to you. Allow us to show that to you.”


Dysea met his gaze and smiled. “I… I believe I would like that.” She said. “Your brother… is he…”


“I am here.” T’lolt’s voice boomed from the rank of men and women behind Cha’talla. Dysea watched him move forward and come to stand beside his brother. “Lady Dysea.” He said bowing his head.


“I don’t know how much you and your people believe in destiny and fate Cha’talla.” Dysea spoke. 

“More everyday it seems.” Cha’talla spoke with a smile looking at Esther.

“That it was your Blessed Wife, your son and your brother that saved the life of our daughter… to Martin Leonidas and to me… to our family… that is a chapter in fortune and destiny that can not be denied.” Dysea spoke. “The Leonidas family is in your debt and we…”
T’lolt shook his head. “No.” He stated sternly seeing Dysea’s eyes grow a little wider. He looked at Cha’talla. “Brother?”

“You have always been better with words than me T’lolt.” Cha’talla answered with a nod of his head.

T’lolt turned back to Dysea. “We were enemies once… and an act of selfless honor by your mate, even though we were enemies, altered my path in this life. It has allowed me the opportunity to come forward and help my brother in building what we have built. It allowed me the opportunity to find happiness again. I have taken another Blessed Wife and I now have three strong, fine sons and a young daughter. I have this because Martin Leonidas chose to act with honor that day. In rescuing and protecting his daughter, I have repaid what I thought could never be repaid. It is our hope… my brother’s and mine… all of us… it is our hope that this will allow us to be, if not friends, then at least no longer enemies.”
Dysea smiled warmly and stepped closer to him. “My Nauta Melme asked that I pass on a message to you both if events worked out as we had hoped.” She spoke looking at Cha’talla. She turned back to T’lolt and reached up to take his hand. “L'draeval p'los zhah zho'aminth. Ulu l'ulin.” (The past is forgotten. To the future)

T’lolt looked at Cha’talla and then back to Dysea. “Ulu l’ulin.” He said.


“I brought the Spartan Wine you asked for.” Dysea spoke seeing his eyes grow brighter. “And the medical equipment you asked for Esther. As well as some other things that I thought might be helpful. Let us begin to establish our future right now.”


“I do believe that would be an excellent idea.” Erli’ra spoke now.

Cha’talla nodded. “Indeed it would.”


Tir’ut had a small smile on his face as well, and he turned slightly to look at Normya, only to find that her emerald eyes were already gazing at him. He held her gaze for several seconds before looking away shyly as Dysea took her hand and pulled her along as Cha’talla and Esther turned to lead them further into the settlement.


T’lolt watched his nephew’s eyes follow her and he stepped up to him. “Tir’ut?” He asked softly.


Tir’ut looked at the man who held his utmost respect and had helped his father to raise him and train him. “Uncle… is it possible to feel… to desire something so much it is almost painful?”


T’lolt smiled. “That is usually the case when it comes to females Tir’ut. She is as fine a female as I have ever seen. If things work out the way you wish them nephew, treat her as you would treat a precious gem or ruby. For I have come to understand that they are our future.”

“I will Uncle.” Tir’ut said. “I will.”

SPARTA

GALLAIS’S LODGE


“…you don’t know where they went?” Yuri asked her mother.

Aikiro turned from the balcony overlooking the rising city of Sparta and moved back into the suite sipping her glass of hot tea. Yuri wore only a loose fitting robe over Robert’s large shirt that fell to mid thigh. She and her husband and shared an almost painful night of sex, fucking each other nearly to exhaustion, and Yuri felt wonderfully sore and fulfilled. He had risen early and departed with Tesand and Juliana One into the waking Sparta. They had been moving among the streets and alleys of Sparta, memorizing approaches and exits to the lodge and the area of the city they were in. They tested the limits of what they could do, knowing that they were under almost constant surveillance. Though they could never determine who it was that was watching them, they knew whoever it turned out to be, they were exceptionally skilled. Though they had used the shadows most of the time, no one ever stopped them as they did, but no matter where they unwrapped the shadows that feeling of being watched never went away. Tesand and Moran had come to the conclusion the Lycavorians had developed some sort of means to track them even when they wrapped the shadows around themselves.

Aikiro moved back into the large main room and shook her head as she went to the counter. “They departed so quickly… Robert was unable to track them for any length of time with our passive sensors on the INQUISITOR. Placing our ship on the opposite side of the moon also inhibits sensor function.”


“Cha’talla is alive.” Yuri spoke shaking her head. “That is not something I expected to be the case.”


Aikiro nodded. “Nor I.” She said. “And to have sired children with Esther? They have effectively created a new breed of Immortal… in that Esther was very correct. A breed of Immortal that we do not control, and one that we will find extremely difficult to defeat for they would have the skills of both. Akruxian and vampire blood?” Aikiro shook her head. “I certainly do not want to face an army of that combination.”

“I hope you have told no one about this mother.” Yuri spoke. “If it gets out that Cha’talla is still alive, the Immortals that still serve us might begin to question their orders.”


Aikiro turned to look at her. “Only Tesand, Robert and I know. And now you.” She said. “You think he actually holds that much sway over other Immortals Yuri. He was declared a traitor to his own people.”


Yuri nodded. “Yes… but he was long considered a hero among his people, and that worship does not just disappear because father declared him a traitor. Many of them know what he was trying to do and why father killed him.” She looked at her mother. “You are trying to discover where they went I hope.”


“Of course.” Aikiro said. “Tesand has gotten word out to our contacts within The Wilds to remain alert for one of the Union DTs and where it might appear. They were ordered to report back but do nothing.” She moved to the couch across from Yuri and settled onto it drawing her legs up under her. “You have something on your mind Yuri. It is just you and I here daughter. Speak what you are thinking.”


Yuri looked at her. “You did not put up much of an argument when Arrarn Leonidas told you Toria had to remain at the base if you wanted her to learn to fly a STRIKER. And when Narice agreed with him…”


Aikiro shrugged. “I was bringing her back for personal reasons.” She said dismissively. “If I feel the need strongly enough I will order Juliana One to share our bed. She is an adequate replacement and she does not mind Tesand’s touch. There is something else that troubles you however.”


“I do not like the closeness Narice and Toria share.” Yuri spoke. “I don’t trust Toria Dellion… there is something more to her than we know. And I believe her and Narice… I believe they are sharing a bed with each other now as well.”


Aikiro nodded. “Of course they are.” She stated. “And from the possessive why your sister spoke I would say she is quite attached to Toria.”

Yuri looked at her very stunned. “You know they share a bed? And you let her remain mother? Whatever for? Why?”


“You must remember Yuri… Toria Dellion was indoctrinated and trained by the Venorik Elghinn.” Aikiro said softly. “She is more than just an Intelligence Officer and a superb pilot. Her Mindvoice abilities are exceptional, and she is able to block even me if she needs to. She also became quite good at giving me pleasure… she was very enthusiastic indeed. It is what the Venorik Elghinn trained her to be as well as an Intelligence Officer. They trained her to be perfect in terms of her body and skill in bed. I do believe she may prefer women to men anyway and Narice is naive enough to fall under her spell. Why do you think Dante and Javier enjoy her so much?” Aikiro said with a smile.


“I did not know they still trained their female agents for such things.” Yuri said.

Aikiro nodded. “Those they find suitable yes. And to my knowledge Toria is the best they have trained in many centuries. Yuri, you know as well as I do that once you have been indoctrinated into the Venorik Elghinn you do not leave them for any purpose. Regardless of any of that Toria is a lethally trained killer who has never failed in a mission. Any mission. And she has her own task to complete in the grand scheme of things.”


“You trust her that much?” Yuri asked.


“I trust in the training the Venorik Elghinn.” Aikiro said. “I should… I designed most of it.”


“And Narice?” Yuri asked. “She is becoming far too close with the Lycavorians. She is beginning to think like them when it comes to Deneth. She and Carisia were spending far too much time together to suit me, taking what Leonidas’s son and others were teaching them far too seriously. I also believe they were able to detect and remove the subconscious thread Dante was using to control Carisia.”


Aikiro nodded. “That was the First Oracle’s doing.” She spoke. “I sensed a faint presence from her while I was there. Carisia must have seen her during that time.”


“How was she able to break away?” Yuri asked.


“Do not let it be said that the Lycavorians are not cunning Yuri.” Aikiro spoke. “They are wolves after all. Some of the most prolific hunters and killers in the known universe. No doubt they devised something to get Carisia in front of their First Oracle. More than likely in an attempt to use her against us in some manner. As an intelligence asset. That would be the only reason I can see them risking discovery that they removed the connection Dante was using.” 


“So their First Oracle removed it?” Yuri asked. “We should have killed her when we had the opportunity twenty years ago. The Lycavorian Oracles have always been a problem for us.”

Aikiro nodded. “More so this Helen than any other because she now has the wisdom and power of their First Oracle. She is the only one powerful enough and skilled enough to attempt it. Leonidas does not have the training or precision needed to do such a thing. Only she and I have the patience to do something like that.” Aikiro said. “She also reinforced Carisia’s shields as well, and made it harder to detect that the connection had been terminated.”


“Mother… Carisia is becoming more of a liability since we came here. With Thast no longer on the base to control her, there is no way to monitor her movements all of the time. And now that I am gone…” Yuri spoke quickly. “We need to remove her from their influence and terminate her.”


Aikiro nodded. “I’m beginning to agree with you on that.” She said. “We can not ask Lucia or Javier to monitor her for they do not have the experience or ability no matter how much they boast. Dante could match her if he applied himself but I want him concentrating on the youngest daughter Zarah and obtaining the formula for their dragon armor and whatever else is in her mind. Carisia can not hurt us Yuri. We will give it a few more weeks, allow her to grow complacent and learn as much as she can and then we will act.”


“And Narice?” Yuri asked.

“Narice is your sister Yuri.” Aikiro said looking at her.


“I know that.” Yuri answered. “That does not mean I trust her mother. She takes this Bonded Pair issue far too seriously. Dragons are a means to an end, animals and beasts of war, nothing more. Why encourage this?”


“I want her too Yuri.” Aikiro said. “She is the one who will be leading our dragons against the Kavalians. Your talents are better suited to command. Your years with Robert have tempered you and you are able to make the hard decisions in a battle. That is something Narice will never learn I’m afraid. No… I let her remain because if she learns all she can, she may actually be able to turn our own dragons into a very effective force. And the Lycavorians have proven what tactical advantage dragons are against the Kavalians. Whatever she learns will only make her stronger.”


“That is the problem I have mother.” Yuri said. “What if all she learns ultimately turns her against us.”


Aikiro canted her head slightly. “Why would your sister betray us Yuri?” She asked. 


“I’m not saying she will… only that there is a possibility.” Yuri replied. “You have said yourself she is not like me.”


“No she is not like you.” Aikiro said. “That does not mean she is automatically an enemy either Yuri. She conducts herself differently than you… she has different leadership traits but I discovered that our other riders naturally look to her for guidance. She is different than you yes… but she is no traitor to us.”


Yuri sighed heavily. “You are right mother. Forgive me.” She said. “It is just being here causes me to become angrier more easily. I truly hate this planet and these people. Right down to the very core of my being.”

“This stems from the knowledge you have maintained all these years that it was Leonidas that raped you doesn’t it?” Aikiro said. “You don’t believe it was Pusintin do you?”


Yuri looked at her. “It doesn’t matter to me mother. I hate them equally. I hate them for what they have done to me… I hate them because they are animals and I hate them because we have to resort to using them to save ourselves.”


“May I ask what drives this hatred?” Aikiro asked.


Yuri met her eyes. “I don’t know mother.” She answered. “Something… every fiber of my being vibrates with hatred whenever I am around Leonidas. Around any of them really… but more so when it involves anyone connected with Leonidas and his family.”


“That is interesting.” Aikiro said softly. “I never knew you felt this way daughter.”


“It will not affect my duties mother.” Yuri said quickly.


Aikiro shook her head. “Oh I don’t question that Yuri.” She stated. “May I ask when these intense feelings of hatred began?”


Yuri looked at her. “They did not become more pronounced until after my time on the Mindvoice ship on Nuwaroa. When you had me discover as much as I could before it lost power.”


Aikiro nodded. “Yes I remember. You studied as many of the history files as you could.” She said.

Yuri nodded. “It began then.” She said. “Since we did not have any contact with them for so long it was not something I took notice of. However when we decided to come here on this mission it began to come forth more.”


“The purpose of the mission is very important Yuri.” Aikiro said gently. “I need you to maintain control of this hatred as you have done up until now, no matter what happens. It must not make you act in a way that reveals our true purpose for coming here.”


“Mother I think you know I would not allow that.” Yuri said.


Aikiro nodded. “I know… and I apologize for having to put you in this position… but it must be done.”


Yuri nodded. “I know that as well mother. I will not fail you.”


“I have never doubted you Yuri... and I never will.” Aikiro said quickly. “Were you able to determine anything in regards to the shielded areas he has across the planet?”


Yuri shook her head. “I may hate them… but as you have said their operational security is impeccable.” She answered with a disgusted look. “I was able to discover where it appears three Mindvoice generators of some sort were set up.”


“Mindvoice generators?” Aikiro asked suddenly very interested. 


Yuri nodded. “They were putting out concentrated and focused Mindvoice projections. A psychic beam if you will. Detecting the tremors was easy, and outwardly they look like normal power generators, but they were definitely helping to project the shield around the base. I was not able to get close enough to inspect one, security is heavy as I said, but the tremors were directed upwards so I can only assume they were helping to power the psychic shield that is surrounding the base.” She replied.


“They have found a way to do this by using the technology they have discovered on that ship. It is the only explanation.” Aikiro said. “Incredible. I did not think they had someone with enough intelligence to decipher the encrypted portions of the data pads as our scientists did. And because only a third of our ship was able to be salvaged our information was related to just our cloning processes. Since their ship was fully intact… it has given them access to technology we do not have.”


“Why would they not use it then mother?” Yuri asked. “In all our time here I have seen nothing that would indicate they have some sort of secret technological advances.”


“You forget what Narice reported to us about her encounter with Arrarn Leonidas in the tavern.” Aikiro said. “Appearing as if from thin air?”


“You think they have developed some sort of untraceable Shroud then?” Yuri asked. “A Shroud that is able to mask them completely.”

Aikiro nodded. “Something along those lines. It is all that makes sense. You said this human O’Connor possessed the needed skills to develop the advances?”

Yuri nodded. “As you know throughout the history of Earth there have been humans who were born with exceptional reasoning and logic aptitude, not to mention the ability to think outside the normal realm. Ben O’Connor was such a human. An intensely skilled pilot yes, but his gift was in developing new technologies. Were he a vampire among us he would be head of our Research Department without question.” 

Aikiro sipped her tea. “With technology like that, if we could apply it to our ships, we could strike the KFI headquarters and shipyards with impunity. Not to mention what else we could develop. That is why we must be mindful as our plan progresses.” Aikiro told her. “Is there a way to coerce this man?”
Yuri shook her head. “Doubtful.” She replied. “He has served with Leonidas longer than anyone except for Simpson. They saved each other’s lives on many occasions. Leonidas went against orders to retrieve O’Connor when he crashed behind enemy lines during one of Earth’s ridiculous little wars. His loyalty to Leonidas is without question. I know he has a human and elf wife. And he and his human wife must be reaching the pinnacle of their human lives. They will not want to leave their immortal elven wife. Perhaps approaching them with an offer to turn them and give them immortality will entice him to help us. You know how addictive elven females can be. Especially to human males.”

Aikiro nodded. “Find out what you can now that you are back here in Sparta.” She spoke. “If it is possible… it may be worth the risks.” 


“Robert told me he has confirmed that this Sadi Leonidas was in fact part of father’s list of Lycavorian agents.” Yuri said. “As was her stepmother. Her father was Governor of the Menkla District on Apo Prime at the time and was apparently unaware of their activities. Her current position is no doubt a reward for turning double agent.”


Aikiro nodded. “Yes… he informed me of this as well. He has been researching your father’s old records and finally came across the files on that portion of his failed plans to use the Lycavorians against each other as he had done before.” She said. “I’m having Robert work with our people to determine what impact this information might have if it finds its way into the hands of some promising young Netnews journalist.”


Yuri smiled. “Something else to drive them crazy and keep them confused and unable to focus.” She said.


Aikiro nodded again. “The more they have to deal with… the less they will question what we have given them.”


“No word on that yet?” Yuri asked.


Aikiro shook her head. “I’m assuming whatever ship they have trying to discover the validity of our information is just now getting to a location where they can scan the area.”


“And you truly believe Leonidas will strike preemptively?” Yuri asked.


“The man is many things Yuri… but a military fool he is not.” She stated. “His only viable option will be to strike preemptively if he wishes to keep the KFI from launching an overwhelming invasion into their territory in the same fashion they did us. At least that is what he will believe. He will act… of that I have little doubt. The man is stupidly predictable. And we can use that predictability to our advantage.”

SODRAG


Arrarn Leonidas looked up from the data pad he was reading, holding the mug of coffee in his opposite hand when the two shadows fell across his table. He still wore his ArmorPly uniform, the one inch thick single crimson line extending from his collar down the top of his shoulders signifying that he was a STRIKER DT pilot for a member of Mjolnir’s Hand. He was finishing up the reports for the day that needed his signature and putting the final touches on the training schedule for the next week.

That was until he looked up into the stunning blue eyes of Toria Dellion and the striking dark brown orbs of Narice.


The REC center was relatively full with almost everyone situated in the main room and watching the very close championship game of Triad Squares on the Netnews. The broadcast was from Apo Prime.


“Can we sit down?” Toria asked softly.


Arrarn turned quickly, looking behind him and to the sides to make sure that she was talking to him and this caused both Toria and Narice to chuckle softly as he turned back to them. “Ah… sure.” He stammered finally, their pineapple and cherry scents flooding into his nostrils and causing his wolf blood to stir. While he and his other half wolf siblings would never have the incredibly keen sense of smell that their father, Andro and Denali possessed due to their pure blood, the remainder of the Leonidas children had extraordinarily strong senses of smell for those who were not full blooded Lycavorian. It had been incredible torture to go through the past three days smelling Narice’s pineapple like scent mixed so deeply with Toria’s cherry scent. That they had been together was obvious to any wolf that could smell either of them, but their scent also carried with it a warning to stay away for they were not interested. At least it had up until now, and now their scents were calling to him more powerfully than he had ever smelled in two women before.

Toria and Narice settled into the chairs across from him. Neither of them wore their ArmorPly uniforms, both having changed into the civilian clothes they had. Clothes that Arrarn saw greatly showcased their incredible female figures. He shifted uncomfortably in his chair.

“Did… did I do something wrong?” Arrarn asked quickly. “Say something really stupid maybe?”


Toria looked at Narice with a smile. After what he had done this afternoon, standing up to Aikiro without fear and basically telling her that Toria was the finest pilot of the group, and that if she left she would never be able to catch up. He had told Aikiro he was suppose to train pilots and he did not need Aikiro pulling any of his pilots for activities that did not help their training. Of course that is what he had told Aikiro in front of his father, knowing Aikiro would not get into a spitting match with Martin there. In reality Arrarn Leonidas was slowly working up the courage to approach Toria and Narice, for even though he was half wolf, he could still smell the desire wafting from both of them.


Narice leaned forward a little and folded her hands in front of her on the table. This was something they both wanted immensely and after Arrarn’s display earlier today, both she and Toria decided they needed to make the first move if they wanted to get this Leonidas in their bed. Narice could not explain the freedom she felt being here on Earth, even from the very first day. Her relationship with Toria was something she craved everyday, and the sense of openness and accepting attitude her on Earth had allowed that part of Narice to finally come forward. It also allowed the part of Narice that desired Arrarn Leonidas to the extreme, even though he was half of the species her mother called savage animals. Surprisingly, it was that part of him that Narice wanted to explore and touch.

“Actually… I wanted too… I wanted to apologize to you.” Narice said. “And thank you.”


Arrarn let his dark eyes move back and forth between them briefly before he looked back at Narice. “Did I miss something?” He asked. “Thank me for what?”

“For not allowing my mother to take Toria away from her duties here.” Narice answered. “And to apologize for the way I treated you on your brother’s island. It was uncalled for and vindictive. I acted… I acted arrogantly and did not know the truth.”


Arrarn looked at her. “Wow… I bet that hurt.” He said with a smile.


Narice looked down and away from his piercing gaze. “You… you have no idea.” She said.


“I take it you don’t apologize much huh?” He asked.


Narice lifted her eyes back to his. “I don’t usually find myself in a position where I am wrong about something.” She answered honestly.


“Really?” Arrarn said. “That’s too bad. Sometimes being wrong about something can lead to situations that you gain experience from.”


Narice’s eyes narrowed somewhat. “Are you going to continue to hold it against me that I may have been wrong about you?”


“May have been?” Arrarn said. 


“Ok… I was wrong about you.” She stated sharply. “Are you happy now?”


“Narice!” Toria said.


Arrarn chuckled softly. “You know… you are incredibly beautiful when you are angry.” He said causing both of them to look at him with surprise in their eyes.

“I’m not angry!” Narice snapped.

Arrarn touched his nose. “Your scent says different.” He told her. 
“Vampires don’t have individual scents.” Toria said.

Arrarn nodded. “Yeah… that’s what my mother said for quite a few years, until my father tracked her across half of Apo Prime to prove her wrong. You smell like cherries in full bloom Toria, and Narice you smell like fresh pineapples. Everyone has a unique scent, just because you ingest blood as a portion of your diet does not mean you don’t have a scent. Your scents fit you both… whether separate or together as they are now.”

Toria and Narice looked at him. “Together? You can tell that…” She gasped.

Arrarn nodded. “Any Lycavorian could tell that you two have… claimed each other so to speak.” Arrarn told them. “Did you think that wouldn’t be noticed?”

Narice was very embarrassed by this knowledge and it showed in her expression and the threat of the deep blush overriding her dark tan. “We… we did not think anyone would perceive this… no.” She said softly.

Arrarn smiled and shook his head. “Hell, who am I kidding… both of you are downright gorgeous period. As for doing what I did, Toria is a superior pilot plain and simple.” Arrarn said quickly. “Your mother wants skilled pilots. Taking her away from her training even for a day or two will set her back quite a bit. Much the same as taking you away from your training would set you back.” He told Narice. “I only told her the truth.”

“Well… well thank you for that.” Toria said. “I did not want to be… I did not want to be taken away from Narice so soon after discovering what we share.” She said becoming more confident and unashamed with her words as she spoke.

Arrarn nodded even as his wolf blood was beginning to burn in his veins. He needed to get out of here and away from them quickly. Individually their scents would drive him crazy, but together as they were now; it was driving him positively insane. “It… it was no problem really.” He said as he began to gather his data pads slowly.

“We… we have discovered something else as well.” Narice spoke, her own voice now confident and firm. “Something besides that which we share. Would you like to know what that is Arrarn Leonidas?”

Arrarn lifted his mug of coffee. “I’m sure you will tell me whether I want to know or not.” He said as he began sipping from his mug.

“We have discovered… we have discovered we want you Arrarn Leonidas.” Narice stated very plainly and clearly, her words spoken with firm confidence and without a trace of embarrassment.

Arrarn turned his head quickly to the side as the coffee he was holding in his mouth spewed forth in a spray of liquid. His dark brown eyes were wide as he lifted them and gazed at Narice and Toria from across the table while dragging the back of his hand across his mouth. He set the mug on the table and looked around quickly to see if anyone had seen or heard what had just happened. His eyes shifted back to Narice and Toria when he realized that no one who was within eye sight had paid any heed to them.
“Excuse me?” He finally blurted out.

“If you can pull yourself from your work…” Toria said with a seductive voice. “And your sense of smell is as keen as you say…”

“Then if you find us… you can have us.” Narice finished in an even more alluring tone of voice as they got to their feet holding hands tightly.

Arrarn looked at them. “This… this is a joke right?” He stammered.

“What does your nose tell you Arrarn Leonidas?” Toria asked.

Arrarn got to his feet slowly. “I know what my nose is telling me.” He said. “I just don’t know if I believe it.”

Narice blurred around the edge of the table appearing in front of him in an instant. She then did something that two or three weeks ago she would never have imagined herself doing. She grasped the front of Arrarn’s uniform and pulled his head down to her face, covering his lips with her own and kissing him with all the same intense and sizzling passion she kissed Toria with. She felt her whole body ignite as never before, every nerve ending singing out in simultaneous rapture as his lips sent delicious shivers whistling through her. She pulled away just as quickly, before the plan she and Toria had so carefully crafted was tossed to the wind and she let him take her right here.
“You may… you may believe it Arrarn Leonidas.” She whispered sensuously. “For it burns within our blood just as brightly as I feel it burning within your blood.” She stepped back quickly and slowly backed up before taking Toria’s hand again.

Toria for her part leaned over and shared an equally sizzling kiss with Narice before lifting her blue eyes to look at him.

“Don’t make us wait too long Arrarn Leonidas.” She said softly.

“Find us.” Narice whispered just before they both blurred in motion and were gone from in front of him.

Arrarn stood there for several moments, the feel of Narice’s lips still fresh in his mind and on his lips, along with her mouth-watering pineapple scent. This is what he had wanted from the moment he had seen them on Andro’s island, and now his brother’s words to him filled his head.

 
“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.”

Arrarn Leonidas then made the decision that would alter his future as well as two others for all eternity. He swept his arm across the table, pushing all his data pads into the small pack, tossed his mug into the recyclable dispenser and then bolted for the door, his wolf blood beginning to boil.

Carisia turned her head slightly to take in the sight of Anthar and Elynth resting only a few meters away. His huge tail was caressing the top of Elynth’s tail almost absentmindedly, each time her wings twitching in delight. Their mid sections were touching in a most intimate manner for dragons and they shared the enormous bone. Carisia could feel the incredible joy and happiness from her bonded brother and Elynth as well. The sense of complete love and devotion one feels for the one they were meant for. It matched Carisia’s own sense of utter happiness. Feelings she never thought she would experience were hers now and she basked in the attention and delight they gave to her. She was naked, her back pressed firmly against Sadi’s bare chest as she rested between her legs, with an equally seductive and naked Sadi resting between Andro’s legs. Her head rested on Sadi’s shoulder, their raven black and golden blond hair entwined together as it spilled down their shoulders. They sat on the large soft blanket, watching as the stars began to fill the sky above and sipping the same glass of sweet Spartan wine. The bottle rested in an ice filled bucket next to them, the plate of half eaten fruit and Greek beef appetizers covered but still warm. Sadi’s hand gently stroked Andro’s arm as it stretched out across both Carisia’s and her shoulders in a possessive sort of way, while Carisia’s hands caressed the inside of his thigh near his knee which was cocked upward. His back rested easily against the saddle behind them.

Carisia felt him lean over and nuzzle first the side of Sadi’s neck and cheek, her wistful sigh of delight very audible and then he leaned over and did the same to the side of her neck and her cheek, his hand moving so that his fingers lovingly caressed Sadi’s cheek and the side of her neck in the same motion. Carisia smiled and leaned into his nuzzle.


“What are you thinking Enylarcopri?” He asked in a soft whisper.


“That I have never known such wondrous feelings as I have discovered in the last few days.” Carisia replied.


“I hope that is a good thing.” He said softly.


“Oh yes… a very good thing.” Carisia answered. “I… I can not begin to imagine what it will take to repay what you and Sadi have given to me.”


Sadi’s head turned slightly at her words and she shifted her body slightly to the side. Her jungle green eyes met Andro’s azure blue ones and then moved to Carisia’s face. “Repay us?” She stated as her arms tightened around the petite form of the woman who had so captured their hearts. “By the gods Carisia… there is nothing to repay. We wanted you just as much as you wanted us. Perhaps even more.”


Carisia laughed. “That is not what I meant my loves!” She exclaimed her maya blue eyes bright. “I was talking about what I could imagine to repay you both in our bed!”


“Oh… you slut!” Sadi announced as she reached over and pinched Carisia’s right nipple between her fingers.


“We will have to punish you for that!” Andro declared lowering his head even further to run his tongue along her ear.


Do you mind! Elynth’s voice erupted in their heads. We are trying to eat here!

All three of them turned to see Elynth’s golden eyes and Anthar’s magenta orbs gazing at them with almost a scolding look.


Well pardon us! Sadi barked out. If I recall correctly… aren’t you the one who came back early this morning with what could be considered bags under her eyes for a dragon. 
Yes… all because you and Anthar were up all night doing the dragon nasty. Andro spoke with humor in his voice. At least we had the sense enough to sleep sister.

There was nothing nasty about it! Anthar snorted. It was… it was…

Divine. Elynth exclaimed in a wistful voice her golden eyes falling on her new mate. Her snout brushed against the underside of Anthar’s muzzle with loving affection, contrasting with his cerise colored scales.

Yes it was. Carisia echoed.

Five minds laughed quietly within Mindvoice. Minds that were now as open to each other as the floodgates of a raging river. Yet still there was the tiniest of gaps in those gates. A single gate that somehow remained closed to them and they did not know why. Whatever the reason, it would come to them sooner or later, and now they had each other to continue to discover.

Carisia shifted slightly, turning her body between Sadi’s legs and resting her arm on Andro’s upraised knee as she looked at them. Sadi draped her long leg seductively over both of hers with a smile.

“Andro… I… I must tell you some things.” Carisia said softly.

Andro glanced at Sadi quickly detecting the indecisive tone in Carisia’s voice before looking at her directly. “Enylarcopri… you make it sound like someone is dying.” He said gently.

“It concerns my mother, my grandmother and what their plans are.” Carisia said quickly. She would keep nothing from this man and women. She loved them too much.

Andro shook his head quickly. “No.” He said firmly.

“My love… it…”

“No!” Andro spoke more forcefully. “I will not allow you to do this.” He said. “KertaGai and I did not pursue this relationship with you as a means to garner information as to what your grandmother’s purpose is. I won’t allow you to do it.”

“I agree.” Sadi said taking her hands in hers and entwining their fingers together. “All we are is already known to us Carisia. What one of us knows… so does the other. There is a lingering presence of something or someone that we all feel… but in time that will become known to us. Right now… all we should be concerned with is discovering each other. You have made us happier than we ever thought possible Carisia. Andro and I both thought we were complete when we found each other, but it wasn’t until we found each other that we realized we needed you to complete us.”

“Sadi… we are not complete.” Carisia said.

Sadi nodded. “And in time we will discover what it is that we feel as I said. Right now however… right now all we want is to wrap ourselves around you and share all that we are with each other.”

Andro smiled. “KertaGai is much better than I with words.” He said.

“This concerns Zarah.” Carisia said.
Andro nodded. “Yes I know. Enylarcopri… we are connected now. All of us. You are concerned about what Dante’s hidden agenda with my sister is. So am I. But I also trust in my sister and her abilities. She may be young… and she may act crazy at times… but Zarah is very intelligent and she will not fall prey to whatever your grandmother has planned. Your mother is no longer here… so she can not alter Zarah’s perceptions of things in that way. She is the only one that we know of with this ability and with her gone it will be much easier.”

“You will still… you will watch him?” Carisia asked.

Andro nodded. “Yes. And Zarah already knows. Now stop worrying and let us hold you. I have to leave early and I don’t want to waste a minute I have with my mates.”

Sadi grinned and turned her head. “Does that mean you intend to ravage us again?” She asked pushing back against him.

“The thought had crossed my mind, yes.” Andro said.

“Then perhaps we should act before you have the chance!” Sadi quipped.

Carisia grabbed his ankles with her hands and pulled with her vampire strength, just as Sadi twisted her body on top of his and pinned his shoulders to the ground. She ran her tongue along his bare chest teasingly, lapping at his skin. Andro smiled at her as she did this, feeling her slender hand snake down to wrap around his rapidly thickening cock.

“What exactly… what exactly did the two of you have in mind?” He asked.

Sadi grinned at him as she looked into his striking eyes. “I don’t think you will mind very much my Anome.” She stated evenly. “It’s just that… Enylarcopri and I have something we simply can’t get enough of.” 
Andro watched as her head dropped lower on his chest, her lips and tongue dancing across his flesh and he felt his blood begin to burn brightly. His azure eyes grew a little wider when he felt Carisia’s hand join Sadi’s around his now steel hard shaft and he lifted his head. “Now wait a minute!” He spoke. “Two against one is not fair odds! We…” Andro hissed and his head dropped back to the blanket as Carisia’s warm lips engulfed the head of his throbbing shaft.

“I’d say the odds are fair.” Sadi spoke just before dropping her head alongside Carisia’s and extending her tongue out to lavish attention on Andro’s warm balls.

Andro lowered his hands to their heads, wrapping his hands within the silky softness of their hair and surrendering to the pleasure ripping through him.

Anthar turned his head back from the sight and looked at his new mate with desire in his magenta colored eyes. Elynth was already looking at him and they both felt the passion from their bonded ones beginning to surge through them. They made no attempt to stop those feelings from spreading into them as well.

It is a beautiful night my lovely mate. Anthar spoke sliding his snout along the underside of Elynth’s neck while his tail caressed hers.

Oh yes… it is. Elynth answered softly her golden eyes closing at the exquisite sensations coursing through her.

Could I interest you in exploring the skies with me? Anthar asked with ardor.

I would be so very disappointed if you did not. Elynth answered.

Then let us take to the skies so that I can trumpet my love for you to the stars. Anthar said as he rose to his feet.
Elynth looked at him with increasing fervor as she too rose to her feet. Yes… let’s do that. It is becoming far too crowded here.

Anthar rubbed the top of her wings with his snout. Yes it is.

I will meet you at the second cloud on the right there. Elynth spoke sweetly just before launching her body into the air.

Anthar trumpeted loudly and snorted. I shall make you sing my name tonight Elynth! He declared as he propelled himself into the night air right behind her.

Elynth’s laughter was like music to his mind as she climbed with powerful sweeps of her wings. Promises… promises.


Narice squeezed Toria’s hand as they stood in the small clearing. The moon was filtering through the canopy of the jungle above them and filling the clearing with an almost surreal glow. They had spread a double wide blanket on the ground from the pack they had left here earlier, and now they sat waiting for the man they both so desired.


“Toria… you don’t think we scared him off do you?” Narice asked innocently. She felt like a small child in the way they were conducting themselves, but it was so liberating to her to feel this way.

“I find it hard to imagine there is much that any Leonidas son fears Narice.” Toria spoke turning to meet her eyes. “Why are you so nervous?”
“I’ve never been so forward with a man Toria!” Narice exclaimed with an embarrassed smile. “I practically assaulted him in front of everyone! And he is not… he is not a pureblood. He is not the one my mother hopes that I will one day marry.”

“I didn’t know your mother has made this known to you.” Toria asked.

Narice nodded. “She has been very subtle about it… but the clues have been there. He is the son of Admiral Unla.”

Toria’s eyes grew a little wider. “You are speaking of Johan?”

Narice nodded. “You know him?” She asked.

“I know of him.” She answered. “It is said he is a fine officer and leader of men.”

Narice nodded. “My mother thinks he is incredibly handsome.” Narice said. “I heard her talking with Yuri one time several months back. She hopes I will be more receptive to his advances once we have completed our training here and return to High Coven space.”

“And will you?” Toria asked.

Narice looked at Toria and rolled her eyes in a bemused expression. “Toria Dellion how can you ask me that question now? After what we have discovered together?” She spoke. “What we wish to have with Arrarn. At least if I have not ruined that for us. I don’t think I have ever wanted a man more than I want Arrarn Leonidas.”

Toria smiled. “He is beautiful isn’t he?”

“Toria… do you think he will come?” Narice asked her as she settled to the thick blanket they had brought, Toria matching her motions. “Do you think he will come and know that we do not want a causal fling?”

Why don’t you ask him? The deep male voice erupted in their minds, slipping past their lowered Mindvoice shields easily.

Toria and Narice gasped together and spun around on the blanket. The huge dirty blond wolf rested on its haunches only three meters away from them, its yellow eyes outlined in dark brown. The same color as Arrarn Leonidas’s eyes.

Arrarn? Narice exclaimed.

How… how did you do that? Toria demanded gently. You… you brushed aside our shields as if they weren’t there!

For all intents and purposes they weren’t. Arrarn answered. Following you was child’s play. I told you both that you have unique scents. The wolf got up and moved closer to them. I burned your scents into my mind a long time ago. My father’s children who are only half wolf inherited his sense of smell at least, albeit on a smaller scale since we are not pure Lycavorian. I could follow either of you across the surface of this planet if I needed too.

Narice and Toria watched as that wolf moved closer to them, until it’s large muzzle was only inches away from their faces, his eyes burning brightly. Both of them could see the corded bands of muscle beneath that thick coat of hair, the claws of black razors and the gleaming flesh shredding teeth. For all they had learned in their lives about Lycavorians, Narice and Toria had never seen one this close before. Granted Arrarn was also half elf, but his father’s genes were clearly far more dominant as shown in the large form of a wolf he could take. His father, Andro and Deni were all much larger in terms of muscle and size, but Arrarn was the largest wolf that either of them had ever seen.

And then in a soft flash of white blue light the wolf was gone and they were looking at Arrarn Leonidas in his entire naked splendor. Toria’s eyes drifted lustfully over his hard body, and for the first time in her life she actually felt her vampire blood stir wildly for a man when it wasn’t being forced from her. Her blue eyes lifted and she smiled when she saw Arrarn’s face only millimeters from Narice’s wide eyes. Her chest was rising and falling heavily, her large breasts heaving upwards and brushing against his bare skin. Her dark eyes were wide in shock at what was rippling through her body, and all Narice could think about at this moment was having this man possess her in every way.

Arrarn let a smile caress his face as he leaned closer to Narice, pressing his hard muscled chest against Narice’s large breasts and hearing her groan in delight.

“I am going to possess you Narice.” He whispered. “I’m going to possess you in such a way that you will look at that pureblood waiting for you back home and laugh at him. When you look at him you will see me… and what I am about to do to you and Toria both.”
Narice groaned at his words, her eyes closing in passion as he pressed closer and she could feel his lips brush along the side of her cheek.

“Take you clothes off.” Arrarn whispered. “Both of you.”

“You presume much Arrarn Leonidas!” Narice fought the surging delight through her as best she could, the last remnants of her stern upbringing coming forth. “You…”

Arrarn kissed her then.

Arrarn kissed her, and as his tongue demanded entrance between her lips, molten passion exploded within Narice’s veins. Colors burst forth behind her eyelids, her hands gripping his thick arms and her nails digging into his skin. Her thighs trembled once and then Narice cried out into his kiss as the orgasm surged through her from just his first kiss. Her hips lifted from the blanket to grind against his and her eyes flew open when she felt the size of his searing hot cock against the thin fabric of her pants. She tore her lips away form his and her eyes dropped between their bodies as he knelt over her, even as her orgasm threatened to cause her to pass out with the intensity of it. She saw his cock then, standing proudly at attention and throbbing madly with desire. Desire for her and for Toria she knew. Almost without thinking Narice was pulling at her lightweight pants and pushing them down around her hips, using her legs to kick and push them down to her ankles until they were completely off. She watched as he lifted one hand and with a powerful grip he shredded her lightweight shirt, exposing her bare breasts to his eyes and the cool night air.

Narice glanced up at him again, seeing the almost feral lust in his wolf eyes, yet also seeing something she had never seen before. She saw passion and commitment and love.

“Arrarn… you are… you are so big.” She gasped. “Please you must…”

Narice’s eyes practically exploded from her head as the lava hot shaft of his cock pressed against her already drenched center. Her engorged clit was throbbing madly, her sweet come already coating the insides of her thighs.

“All for you Narice.” Arrarn hissed into her ear as he lowered his head to one of her painfully hard nipples just as every thick, throbbing inch of Arrarn Leonidas’s half elf and half wolf cock buried itself into her. 
In one soul robbing, breathe stealing and utterly orgasmic ten and a half inch plunge, Narice’s world erupted into a realm she had never visited before. A dominion of pleasure she never imagined could exist. Her arms wrapped around Arrarn’s broad shoulders, squeezing him with every bit of her vampire strength in an effort to keep from going completely off the edge. It didn’t help her, as Arrarn withdrew all ten plus inches of his thick cock and rammed them back home in another equally spirit shattering stroke. Narice careened out of control then, her lithe powerful legs wrapping around his waist as her pussy clamped down on his throbbing shaft and she screamed out her pleasure to all who could hear them. Her sweet juices burst from her with a force she had never experienced before, squirting out around the circumference of Arrarn’s thick cock as he held her trembling body in his powerful arms and simply remained still, buried so deeply inside her Narice thought she would fracture apart.
Arrarn clenched his teeth together, the dual wolf fangs that so distinguished the Leonidas males fully extended, and his own eyes wide in utter wonderment. Arrarn was no stranger to a woman’s charms, yet Narice’s clenching pussy and searing heat was almost too much for him to bear. Her pussy muscles milked his thick cock rhythmically, the walls of her tunnel velvet like in texture. Her hips undulated against his, as if she was trying to swallow more of his thick cock, even though she had all that he was already buried within her depths. He lifted his head from the valley between her large breasts and slowly looked up into her face as her cataclysmic orgasm began to subside.

“Tell… tell me what you want Narice!” He hissed out.

Her eyes opened, now changed to vampire cobalt blue, her own vampire fangs extended. Her features were a divine work of beauty to Arrarn as he gazed at her, and she wasted no time in answering him.
“Vith uns'aa! H'aryn uns'aa! Morfeth uns'aa dossta!” Narice cried out. (Fuck me! Possess me! Make me yours!)
Arrarn’s lips curled into a smile. “Whatever you command of me Princess.” He growled lustfully.

Narice’s eyes rolled into the back of her head, as without warning Arrarn began to drive into her with controlling strokes. The pleasure rapidly spiraled out of control for her, every iota of her body responding to the touch and feel of this man who was making her feel crazed with lust and desire and…

And love!

Narice’s eyes burst open. “Arrarn… my love!” She screamed out as her arms and hands slapped down onto the blanket, her ankles locked at the small of his back and she began lifting her hips to smash against his pile driving hips. 

Arrarn cupped her incredible ass cheeks in his large hands and lost himself to the wolf within him. His large balls slapped against her upturned ass cheeks, his hips almost a blur of motion as he drove himself into her velvety depths with wild abandon. He felt long silky hair brush against his shoulders and lifted his head quickly to see Toria’s wide blue eyes and sexually charged body pressing up against his side. Without missing a single delving stroke into Narice’s glorious body, Arrarn reached up with one hand and pulled Toria’s face around in front of his with a commanding presence. Her wide blue eyes stared up at him with desire and passion as his lips descended to hers and he kissed her with all that he was. Toria nearly screamed out as the intensity of his kiss stole her breath away.

Venorik Elghinn trained she may have been, but Toria Dellion was still very much a woman. She was a woman who now held everything she had ever desired in her hands, and no training would ever take that away from her. She felt Arrarn’s deliciously muscular body tense up and she tore her lips away from his, quickly moving behind him as he yanked Narice up into his lap. Narice screamed louder as she dropped even deeper onto his pulsating cock. His thick shaft plumed her pussy even deeper, as if trying to reach the bottom of her bottomless pond and Narice lost all pretence of control. The moment her tortured nub of a clit slammed against the wash board hard base of his cock Narice shuddered violently in a volcanic eruption. Without any cohesive thought Narice snapped her head forward and plunged her vampire fangs into Arrarn’s neck, piercing his jugular vein. The instant his blood splashed across her taste buds, their world collided and blew fantastically apart. She felt his cock balloon enormously within her, his large balls drew up tight and then the first jet like blast of his come fired into her womb. The combination of feeling his scorching come filling her body and his spicy blood spilling into her parched throat caused Narice’s eyes to roll into the back of her head once more in divine enchantment.
Narice fed on Arrarn’s blood as if it was the sweetest nectar she had ever tasted, his hand lifting to hold her head in place as his other hand dropped to pushed at the small of her back, keeping her convulsing pussy impaled on his spewing cock. She suckled Arrarn’s blood even longer than she had Toria’s delicious sweetness, knowing that she was binding them together in the most scared of ways for a vampire and surrendering completely to the bliss that gave her. It was only a small twitch, but Narice felt the slightest ebb of her staggering orgasm and immediately she withdrew her fangs, her tongue quickly sealing the two puncture holes in his neck and then suckling the small dots lovingly. She felt the last of his come leak into her still quivering pussy and drew her face back to look at him, his wolf eyes still very prominent. The next thing that surprised her was that his enormous cock was not growing soft in any way even after unloading into her as he just had. She kissed him then, tasting the sweat on his lips and Toria’s unique flavor as well. She groaned when she tasted her red haired lover’s lips on him and she reached up to grip the sides of his face.

“Lower me down.” She whispered to him with a seductive grin.

Arrarn’s eyes became puzzled but her held her hands as he lowered her back onto the blanket, until she was stretched in front of him still impales on his cock. Narice took a deep breath trying to calm the overwhelming ecstasy ripping through her at just that small movement of his cock within her.

“Toria!” She croaked out softly. “Toria… I want to taste you!”

Arrarn’s eyes grew wide when Toria was beside her instantly, her nipples hard points stabbing into the air, the cherry scent of her own excitement filling the air around them adding to Narice’s more potent pineapple scent. He watched with wide eyes as Toria straddled Narice’s head, lowering her dripping pussy onto her lover’s extended tongue. It was almost as if she had forgotten he was there, facing away from him as she was.

“Ohhhh…. Narice!” Toria exclaimed as Narice’s tongue stabbed deeply into her tight tunnel, the thin line of soft red hair rising from above her clit already drenched with her juices.

She… she belongs to us Arrarn Leonidas! Narice’s voice projected into his still lustful mind. Possess… possess her as you have possessed me my love Arrarn Leonidas! We… we belong to you now!
Arrarn looked up and saw Toria gazing back over her shoulder at him, her blue eyes inviting him to take her in any way he wished. Instantly Arrarn was beyond ready. He pulled his still hard shaft from Narice’s tight pussy, joining her in groaning as his cock finally left her depths. He shifted forward as Toria leaned further towards the ground, exposing her pink slit to him. The red hair glistened and he could see Narice’s tongue and lips battering Toria’s stiff clit mercilessly. Her somewhat fairer skin contrasted amazingly with Narice’s deep tanned flesh, her ass nearly as perfect as Narice’s. He wasted no time in moving up directly behind her, placing the head of his enflamed cock at her opening and reaching around to grab her equally large breasts. Her hands came up to cover his with a soft gasp of pleasure and Arrarn leaned forward, nuzzling the back of her ear.

“Are… are you ready Toria?” He gasped into her ear.
“Phraktos siyo! Vith uns'aa Arrarn! Vith uns'aa hwuen Usstan h'ros ul'nusst jalamzild!” (Gods yes! Fuck me Arrarn! Fuck me until I can’t scream anymore!)
Arrarn didn’t pause and speared Toria Dellion with ten and a half inches of cock in one single stroke. Her blue eyes flew open wide; her lips parted in a silent scream of unimaginable pleasure as the largest cock Toria had ever seen penetrated her right to her very core, even as Narice’s tireless tongue drove her to atmospheric heights of ecstasy.

Venorik Elghinn be damned. Toria Dellion had found her place in the universe.
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Background Music, Heavy Metal, Taking a Ride, Ozzy Osbourne Crazy Train, Mjolnir’s Hand Themes

CRACK!


The noise rolled across the horizon like a slap of thunder
causing both Narice and Toria to wake from a sound sleep and sit up instantly their eyes wide.


“Arrarn!” Narice snapped her eyes looking around for him. They had fallen asleep only a short time earlier, both her and Toria thoroughly exhausted and barely able to move. It appeared that even though he was only half wolf, his sexual stamina was equal to that of a pure blooded Lycavorian wolf, much to Toria’s and her delight. They had curled against either side of his body and slept the sleep of the content. Narice looked around not seeing Arrarn, her heart skipping a beat and wondering if it had all been an exquisite dream of some kind.

“Narice… look!” Toria said softly.

She turned quickly to look at her red haired lover and Toria motioned to the end of the blanket. Narice turned then and saw the two bundles of fresh roses on the edge of the blanket and the single hand written note between the two bundles. Holding the thin blanket over her breasts, Narice scampered to the end of the blanket and picked up the paper as Toria moved up next to her. She unfolded it slowly, her heart racing as Toria rested her jaw on her shoulder.

Do not be angry with me for not waking beside you both. Today is a special day and one that I can not miss. Come watch on the airfield… you might like it. I will make it up to you both if you will allow me. I can think of nothing I desire more than to have you both in my arms. Tonight. Tomorrow. For eternity. I will see you both soon.










Arrarn


Narice pulled the note to her chest like a giddy school girl and sighed. She felt Toria kiss her shoulder softly. “It wasn’t a dream.” She said softly.

Toria chuckled gently. “Not if the exquisite soreness in my body is any indication.” She spoke.


“Oh Toria… I feel so…”


“So completely happy and fulfilled?” Toria asked.


Narice nodded quickly. “Yes… it is like…”


CRACK!


Both of them ducked instinctively and rolled away from each other as all of their combat senses came alive.


“Phraktos! Vel'bol zhahus nindel?” Narice stammered as her eyes lifted skyward as the sound rolled across the horizon. (Gods! What was that?)

“A ship!” Toria responded her blue eyes also scanning the dark sky. “Entering the atmosphere at high speed!”


“A ship!” Narice exclaimed. “Over the base? Androcles Leonidas would never allow that!”


CRACK!


CRACK!

CRACK!


The sounds came one upon the other now in quick succession, each shattering sound making their bodies shudder from the reverberations.


“Narice… get dressed! Something is happening!” Toria almost yelled as the immense noises continued overhead. “The ships are entering the atmosphere faster than I have ever experienced. All of them over the base! Something is going on! We must get back!”


Both of them scrambled to pull on their clothes as the earth-shattering sounds of the ships entering the atmosphere over SODRAG continued to roll across the land.

SODRAG

HIGH COVEN BUNGALOWS


CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!


Lights were coming on all over the Quad as the High Coven Riders and pilots began stumbling from their bungalows, many of them still half dressed, their eyes searching the skies above. Their dragons were already out among the area quad, eyes staring skyward. They alone could feel the staggering presence that was growing larger with every shuddering sound.

“An attack!” A voice screamed out.


“Impossible!”


“Ships! They are ships!”


“They are inside the Mindvoice Shield!”

“So low? What kind of ship has that power?”

CRACK!

CRACK!

“There!” Someone screamed out stabbing his hand upward into the darkness that was slowly beginning to lighten.

Nearly eighty pairs of eyes found the dark blue and black shapes of the STRIKER DTs as they ripped across the sky, curving slightly towards the airfield four kilometers away.

“STRIKERS!” Someone shouted.

“Damn! Look at how they are maneuvering!” One of the Coven pilots exclaimed as his keen eyes watched three STRIKERS bank tightly in perfect formation. 

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

“More of them! Eight o’clock!”

“Vith uns'aa!” Another pilot yelled. “They’re spilling bonded pairs out the back!” (Fuck me)
“Where? Where?”
“Look at that! Full speed exits!” Another voice echoed. “They are exiting while still moving!”

The airfield! Deneth screamed out in Mindvoice, turning the heads of the riders towards him. We must go to the airfield!
Forty-two dragons didn’t hesitate and began lifting off into the night sky with mighty sweeps of their wings.
“Go!” A voice echoed. “Follow them!”

Background music Malic’s Theme, Blackhawk Down ST, Battlestar Pegasus theme from BG, Reuniting from BG
Malic stared at the black ArmorPly in the mirror of his bungalow as Adriana was behind him smoothing out the crimson cape dangling from the gold fasteners on the crimson shoulders of his Mjolnir’s Hand uniform. His deep blue eyes were off somewhere in a mythical land of warriors and leaders as the realization that the one goal he had coveted for so long was only hours from truly being his. Androcles had delivered this uniform to him the previous night just after dusk, and Malic had remained awake for most of the night simply staring at it. He and Adriana had both refused to see their parents the previous night, saying only that they would visit with them the next day after the ceremony. 

Malic’s blue eyes shifted when the window shudders near the mirror pushed open and Vincix’s huge head appeared, his amethyst eyes bright and clear.
[Brother?] He spoke softly.

[This is really happening Vincix.] Malic said with a halting voice. [We… we have both achieved what we have so desired.]

[And we will prove to all our fellow brothers and sisters this day and every day into the future… we will prove we are worthy.] Vincix replied. [I thought this opportunity lost to me until you…]

Malic stepped forward towards him, causing Adriana to look up. “Malic you…” She stopped when she saw her brother step up to Vincix’s head and place his hands on either side of Vincix’s muzzle. He leaned his head forward until his cool purple/silver scales touched his forehead. Adriana saw both of them close their eyes.

[I swear to you this day my brother Vincix. I will never fail you. I will never leave your side. Even if it means death takes us into its embrace. Without you I am nothing.] Malic whispered.

[I pledge to you the same my brother Malic.] Vincix replied. [For without you now… I too am nothing.]
The door chime echoing caused them to turn as Adriana went to the door quickly and passed her hand over the panel. She stepped back as Andro moved into the doorway when it opened, his uniform identical to Malic’s except for the gold trim that lined his crimson cape. He carried his helmet under his arm, the golden figure of Elynth on top of his helmet poking out from under his bicep, the pommels of Halize and Iphan Rie Aellseleum protruding above his shoulders. He wore the K12 Kinetic Magnum in a right side thigh holster and the intricately carved Nehtes in a left thigh holster.
“What do my two newest bonded brothers say?” Andro spoke with a smile. “Are you ready?”

Adriana laughed. “I think they are so nervous both of them could shit!” She barked playfully.

Andro laughed as well noticing that Malic and Vincix made no effort to deny Adriana’s statement. He stepped up to Malic.

“Your future begins today Malic.” He spoke. He looked at Vincix’s head and part of his neck in the window. “Both of your futures. This is what you were meant for. Grab onto it and never let go.”
Malic turned and looked at Vincix who only nodded his massive head. He turned back to Andro. “We will Milord.” He stated confidently.

“Good. Adriana… my sister Eliani and Nyla volunteered to pick you up in thirty minutes with your parents. Ostensively to provide you support with your parents. In reality they want to apologize.” Andro said.

“Apologize?” Malic asked. “Apologize for what?”

Adriana grabbed his arm. “It’s a girl thing.” She said quickly. “Never you mind.” She leaned up on her tip toes and kissed his cheek. “I am so proud of you Mal.” 

Malic pulled her into a gentle embrace, careful not to squeeze too tightly. “You have never doubted me Adriana.” He said.

Adriana touched his lips with her finger. “I have Malic.” She said softly. “But after what I have seen these last days… I will never doubt you again.”

Malic leaned over and kissed her cheek. “I am ready sire.” He spoke.

Andro nodded. “Then let’s get Vincix ready and get to where we are supposed to be. The others have already begun arriving and your mother arrives with Arzoal and the rest of the Dragon Elders in one hour Vincix.”

She does not know Prince Andro? He asked.

Andro shook his head. “Arzoal wanted to surprise her.” He reached out and put his hand on Malic’s shoulder. “Let’s get his Mark Eleven on your brother and make sure it is adjusted properly. You have your entrance planned?”

Malic nodded. “We think it is appropriate sire.” He said. “It will allow me to leave my past behind forever.”
Andro nodded. “Good. Then let’s get moving.”

Background Music, Heavy Metal, Taking a Ride, Ozzy Osbourne Crazy Train, Mjolnir’s Hand Themes
CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!


The High Coven Riders and dragons were mingled tightly together, most of them electing to climb on top of the hanger and watch as the STRIKER DTs of Mjolnir’s Hand continued to announce their arrival with the staggering sonic booms. None of them knew yet who it was they were watching, only that the precision they were witnessing was beyond anything they had ever seen. Most of the dragons were gathered around the tarmac below the hanger, Deneth among them. He kept trying to find Anthar, calling out to him within Mindvoice to no avail, but he was not going to tear himself away from the spectacle he was watching.


“Did you see that turn?” One pilot called out.


“It was a one eighty standing on the ship’s nose!”

“I’ll do that no problem!” Another announced.


The Coven riders were grouped more closely together and not acting as excited, at least outwardly. All of them were studying as the dragons exited the STRIKERs with flared wings, many of them immediately diving for the ground as soon as they were clear and executing stomach twisting close quarter maneuvers as they plummeted. Dragons of all colors and breeds they could see now as the sun was beginning its march upwards, almost cresting the trees now.


“That’s an inverted S-turn!” One rider called.


“The one on the left did a corkscrew the entire way down!”


Many of the riders were simply watching in awed silence for they too could now feel the staggering Mindvoice presence of each new arrival as they exited their STRIKER.


“They must be here for some sort of training!”


“I’m telling you… it has to be Mjolnir’s Hand!” Another rider spoke.


“You’re crazy!”

“Zarah said they never gather in one place!”

“She said almost!”

Deneth whipped his head around when he felt Narice caress his side. He saw her and Toria moving up alongside him, appearing as if they had blurred for a long period of time. They had returned to their bungalow in fact, so that Narice could replace the shirt Arrarn had shredded in their passion.

Narice… sister… look! Deneth exclaimed. It is amazing!
Narice and Toria too were awestruck by the sight of so many DTs in the sky above them, some very high, some executing low speed passes as they approached the airfield in the distance from them. Already over three dozen DTs had set down on the tarmac, some of them even executing mind numbing maneuvers just before they settled like feathers to the ground. 

We have been watching since they started arriving. Narice told him. How many have you counted Deneth?

At least two hundred sonic booms. He answered immediately. Many of them are still airborne and circling the base before landing. Deneth looked at her keenly. Narice… there is something different…


Narice reached up with a smile and placed her hand on his snout. I will fill you in later my brother.


“Who do you think they are?” Toria asked.


Deneth shook his enormous head. I don’t know. They…

“They are Mjolnir’s Hand!” The female voice shouted causing all heads to turn and watch as Carisia settled to the tarmac on Anthar’s back. “They are gathering for a ceremony on the other side of the base. The last Bonded Pair among their ranks has been chosen and they are going to welcome them. I know a place where we can watch and stay out of the way for our presence here is still secret. Gather your bonded ones and a passenger. The rest of you follow in the Lifters near the motor pool. We must circle around to the west to avoid detection and protect ourselves. Hurry!”


“How do you know that?” Lucia asked from the top of the hanger and looking down on Carisia.


Carisia looked up at her. “How I know is not important. We must hurry before they finish arriving and the ceremony begins.” She called. 

“Look!”


All of them turned to see Andro landing on Elynth, Denali and Lisisa right behind him on Aradace and Jeth. The three of them wore the crimson shouldered black ArmorPly with their gold trimmed crimson capes. They watched as Andro reached up to remove his helmet. He glanced at Carisia with love in his eyes that only Narice and Toria understood for what it was.

“You are welcome to watch the ceremony.” Andro spoke as the Riders were dropping down from the top of the hanger to gather around their dragons. The one thing that Andro and the others noticed was that the Riders didn’t hesitate to help their pilot brethren. “Carisia will show you from where so that prying eyes do not see you. We will be gathering in the REC center afterwards and I encourage all of you to join us.”


“So it is Mjolnir’s Hand?” A Rider called out.


Andro smiled as he replaced his helmet. “Yes. Now you will be able to see what bonded pairs can do when they are truly one.”


Andro lifted his right arm and touched a small, flexible control on his wrist. They watched as Denali and Lisisa did the same, and over a hundred pairs of eyes grew wide in shock as they watched conforming layers of Dragon Armor begin to extend from the Mark Eleven saddles and encase Elynth, Jeth and Aradace in shimmering invulnerable metal skin.


It was a device that Avi, the Mindvoice Ship Avatar, had developed for them during the scramble in the Evolli War to defend against the deadliness of the T19. The thinness of the Dragon Armor allowed it to be loaded in spring ejectors all along the saddle’s edge and on command from the rider or dragon, the armor would extend and encase the dragon in a matter of seconds. The High Coven Riders watched as the armor extended all the way up the necks of the three dragons, ending just behind their heads, with a thin strip working its way around their muzzles and extending outward on top of their heads, effectively encasing them in protective armor that could stop the fragments of a T19 missile at close range, as well as any number of smaller caliber weapons. The armor extended fully down their long tails, and since all three of them were half Heavyhorn dragon, it provided an additional measure of destructive ability when it encased their mace like tails. It snaked around under their midsections and down their legs, a thin strip covering each lethal talon. A thin strip extended down the front edge of their wings, enabling them to use their wings as ram weapons. As the riders watched, Andro touched another tiny button on his wrist and from the back of his body armor and a small compartment on his helmet that no one had ever noticed before sprang similar layers of Dragon Armor that more quickly encased his entire body. Denali and Lisisa also did the same thing and within seconds they were looking at three glimmering Bonded Pairs encased in the silver like metallic metal. Their eyes went to Andro’s face and they saw the edges of the Dragon Armor extended further past his normal helmet, the ends of the cheeks guards nearly touching his chest. The same was the case for Denali and Lisisa, and now all they could make out were small portions of their lips and their eyes.

“Follow the direction of your Section Leaders.” Andro spoke. “And witness what you could do one day if you believe. Elynth… go!”


Elynth ripped out a trumpet of defiance and propelled them into the air easily. The dragon armor was so light it was no different than if she was carrying an additional person in the saddle with Andro, something all dragons could do quite easily. Jeth and Aradace followed suit with similar trumpets and they too took to the air.

Carisia turned to look at the others. “This way!” She exclaimed.


CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

Megdar and his wife were standing outside their bungalow staring into the sky as more STRIKER DTs entered the atmosphere. The thunder like claps had been happening for nearly an hour now, and he stood outside fastening his dress uniform jacket as he watched the ships hurtle over the base, some of them executing some sincerely insane power maneuvers that even he had to admit were impressive. Golina had never seen a dragon close up, and her eyes were wide as she saw dozens filling the sky above them.

“Son vada carians!” She gasped out.

“Impressive isn’t it?” Eliani’s voice echoed and they whirled around to see her sitting on Tharua’s back just behind them. Arydun was next to her, Nyla sitting proudly in her saddle. Megdar was stunned into silence for he had not heard them land behind them. How could they be such huge beasts and not make any sound?

“It’s… it’s incredible!” Golina panted.

“What is going on?” Megdar demanded.

“Mjolnir’s Hand is arriving.” Nyla replied. “They are welcoming the last member of the Circle of Three hundred. It is a special ceremony for them.”

“Where is Malic and Adriana?” Golina asked.

“Malic is providing security for the event as a member of the Durcunusaan.” Eliani answered as she climbed from Tharua’s back. “The Lifter with Adriana will be here shortly.” She ran her hand over Tharua’s scales as she walked up to where her head was. She leaned over and kissed Tharua’s muzzle. 

Go sister! She said with a smile. Go watch your mate.

Tharua blinked and nudged her in the shoulder with her snout before taking to the skies once more, Arydun on her heels. Eliani and Nyla walked up to Megdar and Golina holding hands.

“I have been instructed by my brother to tell you that you will make no demands of Adriana or Malic.” Eliani said. “They have their own minds and free will to make their own decisions.”

Megdar glared at her. “They are my children!” He growled.

Eliani smiled unfazed by his words and demeanor. “Yes…. they are your children… not your possessions. Perhaps things might be different if you saw them in that light.”

Golina took his arm quickly stopping the retort that she knew would do nothing but get him in trouble, Admiral or not. “We… we will see them both?” She asked.

Eliani nodded. “Yes. After the ceremony everyone will be gathering at the REC center. Andro also told me to tell you that what you will see when you are there at the REC center is Classified Compartmental Level Nine. If I’m not mistaken Admiral you only have a Level Seven Clearance, and I would hope that this show of trust in you is not misplaced.”

Megdar looked at her with wide eyes. “Level Nine?” He gasped. He was a Fleet Admiral and even he did not have Level Nine clearance.

Eliani turned as the large Heavy Lifter approached. Designed as a troop transport, it had been changed into a passenger carry easily and it came to a smooth stop three meters from where they stood. They watched as the Lifter’s door slid to the side and Adriana climb out slowly. Golina gasped, her hands going to her mouth as she saw Adriana’s swollen abdomen and the radiance she was projecting because of her pregnancy. She forgot herself and rushed forward to stop in front of her youngest daughter.

“Hello mother.” Adriana said with a reserved smile.

“Adriana… you look…” Golina was at a loss for words as tears began to form in her eyes.

“Pregnant?” Adriana said. “Yes… my husband and I are very happy.” She spoke being careful to emphasize the words my husband.

“I was… I was going to say you look beautiful.” Golina spoke reaching out with her hands. She stopped just before they touched her abdomen. “May I?”

Adriana nodded slowly and watched as her mother’s face became animated as she pressed her hands to Adriana’s abdomen. She and Megdar had no grandchildren as of yet, and Adriana carried the first of a new generation. Golina felt the baby kick and she laughed. “Oh… he…”

“She…” Adriana said with a smile. “And yes… she is very active. Especially around those she likes.” She told her. “She did the same when Malic touched her. She kicked for hours afterwards. And she never stops when her father rests his hands on her.” Eliani and Nyla stepped up to them and Adriana looked at them with a bright smile. “Princess Eliani… Star Commander Sinthe.”

Eliani took her hands quickly. “Adriana… we want to apologize to you for…”

Adriana laughed and shook her head. “Is my brother who you both desire?” She asked bluntly.

Eliani met her gaze. “More and more as each day passes.” Eliani replied.

“Our blood burns for him.” Nyla said softly.

Adriana nodded. “As his does for the both of you.” She said. “I think after today things will be much easier to explain.”

Eliani looked at her oddly. “What do you mean?” Nyla asked.

“You will see.” Adriana said. “Both of you will see. We should go… Andro said your mothers would already be in the stands and that we were to sit with them.”
Golina looked at Eliani quickly. “The… the Queens will be present?” She gasped.

Eliani nodded. “My mothers Anja and For’mya yes.” She replied. She grabbed Nyla’s hand. “We should go.” She spoke turning back to Megdar. “Admiral… are you coming? Or would you prefer to walk the eight kilometers to where the ceremony is happening?”

Megdar grunted and nodded his head.


Dalah walked beside Arzoal as they made their way to the flat stretch of ground that overlooked the massive field below. Just below that piece of ground was the rapidly filling bandstand of bleachers. Stretched out before the bleachers was a huge expanse of open, grassy field immaculate in its green lushness. The flat ground above the bleachers was designed specifically for the Dragon Elders, each indent in the soft ground sized especially for the individual Elders for maximum comfort, not that any of them really noticed. It was a pointless effort since they would be comfortable on even the hardest stone given their scales, but the Elders sincerely appreciated that they were so highly thought of among not just the royal family but the entire Union.


…Wanted to remain and begin to help Vollenth as he woke and discovered his new world. Dalah complained softly to Arzoal.


There will be time enough for that. Arzoal answered. This is an important occasion and it would be an insult if the Elders were not all here.


Arzoal…


Dalah my sister dragon and fellow Elder… I do know how you feel. Arzoal spoke before she could continue. Truly. You wanted so much for Vincix to be a member of this sacred circle, and you blame yourself because he could not.


Dalah looked at her flame colored eyes. I blame myself for his physical condition and his inability to land with a rider. He has all the other tools necessary to be a member of Mjolnir’s Hand.


Except a bonded one. Arzoal reminded her. And that is what makes them so powerful as Pairs Dalah. You know this.


A Bonded One would have come in due time. Dalah said. One is out there somewhere for my son, of that I have no doubts. A powerful Lycavorian with a steel will and the desire to never fail. He will find my son soon.


Arzoal looked at her somewhat surprised. You have seen this?


Dalah nodded confidently. In my dreams. A face I never saw… but I know he exists. He is out there waiting for my Vincix.


Arzoal nodded her head slowly. If anything, this confirmed in her mind without any doubt that Malic and Vincix had been meant for each other and as Andro had said, they would make a powerful Bonded Pair.


If you have seen it… then I believe you. Arzoal finally said. Come my sister Elder… let us watch the ceremony and rejoice in Mjolnir’s Hand being complete once more. You had a hand in helping the King and I form them, and you should be happy that they are once more complete.

Dalah nodded her large head. You are right. And I am happy Arzoal. She looked around below them, her eyes scanning the expanse of ground before them. Have you seen Vincix… he should have greeted me and he is not answering my calls to him?


I know his role as the instructor to the Coven dragons has kept him very busy. Perhaps he is with them. I’m sure he will join us soon enough. Arzoal replied. She lifted her head and let her eyes drift to the distant hill top three kilometers away where she could see the lone figures of a single dragon and rider standing motionless. Dalah… there… the chosen one is waiting.


Dalah lifted her eyes as well and spotted the dragon and rider, both of them covered in full Dragon Armor and that silver like metal radiant in the morning sky as the sun began to rise over the trees. 


It will be an honor to welcome him. Dalah said softly.


Eliani hugged her mother tightly; the gathered men and women around them smiling as the fiery Queen and Princess they all so adored greeted each other. Nyla and For’mya exchanged similar hugs and soft kisses while Megdar, Golina and Adriana looked on. Eliani held her mother’s arms as they parted, the sun reflecting off their Persian and Burgundy red hair.


“Any word from Aunt Vana?” Eliani asked softly.


“She is contacting me later today.” Anja answered. 


“Why are the Elders being so obstinate mother?” Eliani asked.


Anja shook her head. “It’s not something you need to concern yourself with. Sivana and I can handle the Elders and their stuffy old rules and ideals. When is this party going to start? Your father told me there is a free breakfast involved!”


Eliani laughed as she hugged For’mya tightly and Nyla embraced Anja. “The sections will be coming soon.” She answered. “Where are Miath and Aurith?”


For’mya motioned to the hill just below where the Dragon Elders now sat. “They are catching up with Tharua and Arydun.” She answered.


Eliani smiled as she saw the four dragons sitting on the hillside among perhaps a dozen more. She held For’mya’s hand and took Anja’s other hand as she turned to Adriana. “Mothers… this is Admiral Megdar and his mate Golina and their daughter Adriana.” Eliani introduced them. “They are Enomotarch Malic’s family.”


Megdar snapped quickly to a rigid position of attention and bowed his head. “My Queens!” He almost shouted. “It is an honor.”


Anja and For’mya nodded their heads. “Admiral Megdar.” Anja stated rather coolly for she now knew Malic’s entire history since he was the man that her daughter and Nyla so coveted. Her face and eyes changed instantly however as she stepped in front of Adriana and placed her hand on her swollen abdomen. “Oh my… she is a spitfire!” Anja declared.

Adriana chuckled. “Yes she is my Queen.” She spoke. “It is truly an honor Milady.”


For’mya stepped forward now and reached out to touch her abdomen and she smiled as well. “It must be that vampire blood in her Melyanna.” She spoke gently, though emphasizing the word vampire. “It has combined so completely with Lycavorian blood, what we have here will be a whirlwind child with boundless energy.”


“Indeed.” Anja stated.


Golina stepped closer and bowed her head as well. “I never… I never imagined I… we would ever meet any of you.” She spoke.


“We have come to the conclusion that things happen for a reason.” For’mya stated with a smile as she turned to look at Golina. This ceremony was a welcome break from having to deal with the Kavalians. She and Deia had been working nearly non-stop over the last few days to thwart their political attempts. “And sometimes those reasons are not what we expect.”


Golina met her dark eyes, seeing the way her golden blond hair reflected the rising sun making her appear almost angelic. “I… I have never thought of things in such a way.” Golina said softly.


For’mya’s smile was warm and friendly. “Perhaps it is time to start.” She said. “There is…”


“There!” A voice shouted out. “The sections are coming!”


All eyes turned to the distant specks in the sky. Four long lines of dragons, twenty-five across flying in perfect unison, each section three rows deep. The two massive screens on either side of the huge field came alive with this picture as well.

“Admiral… I understand you don’t care for Mjolnir’s Hand or dragons very much?” Anja spoke looking at the man.


Megdar met her eyes without flinching which impressed Anja. He was a man of powerful convictions and will it seemed and while that was an excellent character trait, it was also a flaw as well. “I do not doubt their skill Milady.” He spoke. “Their deeds speak for themselves… I just don’t care for their practices.”


Anja nodded slowly. “Well hopefully today will change your mind.”


“I don’t think that is possible Milady.” Megdar spoke.


For’mya took his arm in one hand and Golina’s in the other as Anja drew Adriana close to her. “You might be surprised Admiral. All you need do is look at things from a different perspective.” She said with a brilliant smile. “Let’s watch shall we?”

Background Music, Heavy Metal, Taking a Ride, Ozzy Osbourne Crazy Train, Mjolnir’s Hand Themes

Four sections of armored dragons and riders was impressive no matter how you cut it or what you thought of dragons. Two hundred and ninety-nine Lycavorian and Elven riders sat high in their Mark Eleven saddles, all of them with their hands on their thighs and their heads proudly looking forward, their legs held securely by the dragon armor wind brakes. Their Dragon Armor shone brilliantly in the sunlight, causing flashes of vivid light to reflect off the ground a thousand feet below them. 
They flew as one mind, Martin Leonidas in the front with Section One behind him in three rows of twenty-five, followed by Andro, Andreus and Isra, all with their respective sections behind them. Andro’s section was missing one, that position in the first rank left open to signify that they were not yet complete. Their wings moved in perfect unison, no dragon missing a beat or moving their wings out of sync even though only a few meters separated their enormous wingspans. It was the perfect chorography, their minds and hearts acting as if they were all slaved to one central brain. They had become so much more than Martin and Arzoal had first envisioned through the years. Their training was intense, and they shared every experience with their fellow riders of Mjolnir’s Hand, for only they had the power within Mindvoice to do this. They had begun as Tier Six Mindvoicers, and now all of them were considered the most powerful of Mindvoicers within the Union save very few. Only Arzoal and the Elders, the First Oracle and members of the Royal family could hope to match what they could bring to bear.

Martin turned in his saddle as they grew closer to the ceremony field far below and he couldn’t help the swell of pride he felt when he saw them behind him maintaining perfect formation no matter what maneuver he and Torma executed.

[This is what it is all about Torma my brother.] Martin spoke. [We will be complete once more.]

[It has been too long Martin.] Torma answered knowing that three of his children had joined his bonded brother’s children in this calling of rider and dragon and were perhaps the strongest of them all. 

[That it has.] Martin said. [Malic and Vincix are a powerful pair and they will do justice to Mjolnir’s Hand I think.]

[Even though he wants your daughter?] Torma chuckled.

[Given what he has accomplished up until Vincix came into his life… knowing the odds stacked against him, I would have given him my blessing even had this not happened.] Martin answered. [Eliani and Nyla would have fixed him eventually, even if they had to hold him down to do it.]
Torma chuckled. [Yes… she is the more forceful of your daughters. And Nyla has taken after her in that regard.]

Martin turned back around and saw they were nearly over the ceremony field. He turned to the right and off in the distance he could see Malic and Vincix standing proudly on the hilltop waiting for their time to come. [Torma my brother… I believe its time we got this party rolling and brought our brothers and sisters together.]

[I agree]

Martin reached down and removed the Nehtes from his right thigh. He triggered the extension button and watched as the spear extended to its full length of nearly nine feet. He lifted it above his head.

Brothers and sisters of Mjolnir’s Hand! Let us welcome our new brothers! He screamed out within Mindvoice.

Background music Malic’s Theme, Blackhawk Down ST, Battlestar Pegasus theme from BG, Reuniting from BG

All eyes in the grandstand watched as first their King and Torma peeled off and dove for the ground, followed in exacting formation by Section One. They saw them hurtle downward towards where the lone rider and dragon stood like a statue, the sun now reflecting off their armor dazzlingly, positioned as they were in the path of the rising sun. There were gasps of awe as first Martin and Torma swooped low to the ground, passing within a few meters of where Malic and Vincix stood, and he threw his Nehtes with incredible force from the saddle as he passed overhead. Men and women in the stands came to their feet as they watched the enormous screens on the sides of the field. Martin’s Nehtes plunged into the ground only twelve inches from where Malic stood, each successive member of Section One breaking over the top of them and reaching out to them within Mindvoice.

Welcome brothers!


Welcome!


You honor us!


We are complete now!


Welcome!


Anyone who could Mindvoice at a Tier Four level or better could hear the many voices within Mindvoice and that was most of those gather in the grandstand. Mjolnir’s Hand was not shielding their words now, allowing all to hear them as each of them passed within feet of Malic and Vincix, never once revealing their names. That was to be their King’s duty.


It happened again with Andro plunging his Nehtes down into the earth next to Malic’s opposite foot as Elynth rolled on her side as they passed overhead. Lisisa and Denali followed next, Jeth adding a welcoming trumpet as they rocketed over the top of them. The same event happened with each section and soon Mjolnir’s Hand was circling the ceremony field, every pair of eyes looking skyward at them. Even Malic’s father had been impressed at the level of perfection they had displayed in formation and then flying over the lone rider and dragon. The few members of Mjolnir’s Hand that Megdar had seen through his life were always on the ground, and he had not until this day realized the level of skill it took for a Bonded Pair to fly in such a precise formation, or do what they had done. Several times he had thought they would smash into the ground at such high speed as they passed over the lone pair, yet each time with a single flick of a tail or altering of wing position, they were soaring skyward once more. And through it all that lone pair had not moved a single muscle, remaining absolutely still, the rider standing slightly in front of the large dragon, his hand holding his extended Nehtes, his head never moving from looking forward. Megdar was considered a Tier Five Mindvoicer and he was able to hear the voices within Mindvoice easily. He had leaned over to his mate quickly when she yanked on his arm to inquire of what was happening and he explained rather animatedly what was occurring and telling her what was being said in Mindvoice. This excitement did not go unnoticed by Adriana, Eliani and Nyla.


“You see papa.” Adriana said softly taking her father’s arm in her hands and looking up at his weathered face. “They are more than you thought they were. So much more. This is what Malic desires… more than anything.”


Megdar looked down at his youngest daughter and she thought she saw a hint of softness in his deep blue eyes that she had never seen before. “Adriana… how… how can he achieve this? He is…”


Adriana shook her head slowly with a gentle smile. “Never doubt the influence of destiny papa.” She said. “What is done is done. You must let go of what you want of us and embrace the paths we take of our own accord. Be proud of who we are…” Adriana turned to gaze across the field and look at the lone rider and dragon in the distance. “And of what we could become.”


“Is… is he watching this?” Megdar asked. “Can he see what is happening? He should be here.”


Adriana turned once more and looked up at him. “He is closer than you think.” She said with a smile.


It was then that Eliani and Nyla looked at her oddly, for they had heard everything she said to her father.

Background music Shall never surrender, Devil May Cry VGST, Leave No Man Behind Blackhawk Down ST.


Martin and Torma were the first to sweep over the field and land easily once they passed over Malic and Vincix. Martin remained on Torma’s back as each member of Mjolnir’s Hand Section One executed a perfect landing, once more in ideal formation behind him. Andro was next to land and Section Two behind him, again without so much as a millimeter of error. The front rank of Section two still missing one Bonded Pair. Andreus and Isra led their sections in as well, until all of them were on the ground in four sections. Andro and his father faced off across from each other, Andreus and Isra doing the same. Four sections all facing towards each other.


Martin climbed from his saddle and dropped easily to the ground, the psychic shield that encompassed them when they flew dissipating. He walked slowly to the center of the formation and waited as the rest of Mjolnir’s Hand dismounted in unison and stood beside their dragons. The Dragon Armor reflected magnificently in the sunlight as the riders extended their Nehtes and drove the weighted ends into the ground with one mind. Even on the soft earth the effect could be felt vibrating through the ground even by those in the stands.


My honored brethren of Mjolnir’s Hand! Martin’s voice erupted from Mindvoice, easily carrying to all those who were able to hear.


We come together today to unite as one! Martin continued. Five years we have searched for those to take the place of our fallen comrades! They died as they lived!

HEROES! Five hundred and ninety-eight voices bellowed out.


They will never be gone from our hearts and minds! They live on inside us! We have searched long and hard to find others that would equal them in every way! I stand before you today… and I tell you… that search is over! Martin barked.


MJOLNIR’S HAND LIVES!


Against the enemies of the Union and those who are damned!

Against the enemies of the Union and those who are damned!

We shall show no mercy!

We shall show no mercy!


For we have none!


For we have none!


Our enemies shall fall!


Our enemies shall fall!


As we up rise!


As we up rise!



To claim our fate!


To claim our fate!


Now and forever!


Now and forever!


We will be together!


We will be together!


As Mjolnir’s Hand!


As Mjolnir’s Hand!

Martin turned to face where Malic and Vincix still stood in the distance.


Come with us brothers! Come with us and we’ll stand and fight together! Through your strength and will you’ll make us better! And you will see we’ll fight until eternity. We’ll make a better day tomorrow, for we shall never surrender!


All those who were watching turned their eyes to see the lone dragon in the distance let out a roaring trumpet that rolled across the field before them with supremacy and power. It was a trumpet that one dragon recognized instantly.


Dalah came to her feet as if she had been shot out of a cannon. Vincix! She gasped loudly within Mindvoice causing many to turn and look at her, including Eliani and Nyla.


They turned back and watched as the rider vaulted himself into the saddle and the dragon leaped into the sky with a surge of power and command influence. They watched as that pair climbed quickly into the sky with powerful sweeps of the enormous wings, rolling over several times as they climbed.


Vincix? Dalah gasped again as she recognized her son’s coloring. Her eyes were wide as she turned to Arzoal and Daurgo, who were now standing as well. Arzoal? Daurgo?


Can you feel him Dalah? Arzoal spoke softly.


It is him isn’t it? She exclaimed. It is my son! How… how can this be?

It is destiny stepping in once more to shape our future and the future of those around us. Daurgo spoke.


All of them looked skyward as Vincix hurtled over the huge field at breathtaking speed, banking sharply over the grandstand and rolling into another dive toward the field. They could only watch as the rider raised his arm and plunged it downward, the Nehtes releasing from his grasp to smash into the ground twelve inches from Martin’s right foot.


We pledge ourselves to our brothers and sisters! Two voices rang out together.


Vincix executed a vertical climb rolling over at five thousand feet and spiraling back towards the earth. They watched the rider’s arm flash forward three more times in quick succession.


We pledge ourselves to the Union! Andro’s Nehtes slammed into the ground to his right.


We pledge ourselves to each other! Andreus’s Nehtes came next.


We pledge all that we are as a Bonded Pair of Mjolnir’s Hand! Isra’s Nehtes was the last.


Vincix snapped into a tight roll and screamed across the field over the top of Martin’s head, blasting directly at the grandstand. Dozens of men and women shot to their feet, Megdar and Golina among them as Vincix flared his massive wings and slowed to a crawl in mid air. Dalah realized what he was about to do and she shook her head.

No my son! She cried. You…

Vincix roared out his new position with a trumpet of happiness and elation and pride directed right at the grandstand as his hind legs touched down on the ground with Malic sitting high and proud in the saddle.

Dalah was shocked into silence at what she saw and Arzoal leaned close to her. You see Dalah… fate always has a way of righting whatever might be wrong. Your dreams were correct Dalah. Destiny was only waiting for the right moment to fix itself.

Megdar watched as the dragon moved closer to the grandstand, it’s amethyst colored eyes seemingly directed squarely at him. He felt Golina grasp his arm tightly as the huge dragon turned to the side and the tall rider slid easily from the saddle. Two gasps from behind him caused him to turn and he saw the unbelievable looks on the faces of Princess Eliani and her vampire lover Nyla. 

Eliani’s fern green eyes were wide as she felt the overwhelming power of his aura sweep over her. She leaned into Nyla slightly, knowing that Nyla could feel what she was experiencing easily. 


“Malic!” Eliani gasped loudly.


Megdar turned back around at this and the armored rider was directly in front of him and Golina. He glanced at Adriana and saw his daughter was gazing with love and pride at the rider. He turned back once more his eyes wide now as he caught the ocean and driftwood scent of his son.


“Mal… Malic!” Admiral Megdar gasped focusing on the identical to his deep blue eyes set behind the shimmering helmet. They were wolf eyes now, but Megdar knew his son’s eyes when he saw them. Malic was the only one of his sons to have inherited his blue eyes.


“Hello father.” Malic spoke confidently. He glanced at his mother. “Hello mother.”


Golina held her hands to her mouth as she burst into tears. “Malic!” She sobbed.


Malic lifted his right hand and touched the small control panel. Megdar watched as the Dragon Armor receded from around his son’s helmet, exposing more of his eyes and mouth and revealing the standard matte black helmet, only with crimson slashes across the sides and front. Malic reached down and withdrew the Nehtes given to him by Andro and held it up for his father to see. His thumb caressed the trigger and the spear extended to its full length with an audible snap and click. The intricate carvings on the shaft were obvious as were the several amethyst colored jewels.

“I… I harbor no feelings of malice towards you father.” Malic said softly. “I can not change who your are, nor do I wish to try. You told me once that this was out of my reach. That what I coveted more than anything would not happen. This is who I am father… this is who I was always meant to be. I will forge my own path now. My bonded brother and I will forge our own path.” Malic held up the Nehtes. “This is for you father. To show you that you were wrong about what I could accomplish. This is to show you that I am not like you and nor will I ever be like you.” Malic plunged the Nehtes down firmly into the ground between his father’s feet. “My destiny lies down another path, and I will walk that path father… with your blessing… or without.”


Malic’s eyes shifted upwards and he looked at Eliani and Nyla who were too stunned to do anything but gaze back at him in shock. He let his eyes linger on them for a long moment before he looked at Anja and For’mya and bowed his head. “My Queens.” He spoke softly. “With your permission… with your permission I will take my place.”


“With our permission…” Anja said.


“And our blessing Star Commander Malic.” For’mya finished.


Malic bowed his head and touched the control panel once more, activating his helmet armor and waiting until the Dragon Armor had extended again. He glanced once more at Eliani and Nyla and then turned back to the field where the members of Mjolnir’s Hand had moved into a huge circle waiting for him. He stepped off the stands and began walking back to where Vincix waited.


“Malic!” Megdar’s voice boomed.


Malic stopped and turned back to look at his father. He watched him reach down and yank the Nehtes from the ground between his feet and walk up to him. Megdar depressed the trigger and collapsed the Nehtes. He thrust it out to his son in the horizontal fashion of greeting. 


“You will… you will need this Star Commander!” He spoke.


Malic reached up and grasped the Nehtes with an armored hand, only to have his father grasp that hand with both of his tightly. He shifted his eyes up and looked into his father’s face seeing the single tear rolling down his father’s cheek. 


“With my blessing… Malic. With my blessing… and the love I have never shown you… my son.” Megdar spoke.


Malic heard his mother and sister sobbing softly, Eliani and Nyla’s eyes also full of tears. He nodded his head to his father. “My Bonded Brother and I will never dishonor you or the title we now carry father. I swear this to you.”


Megdar nodded. “Then go! Go Malic… go and take your place! Do not keep our King and your brethren waiting.”


Malic nodded his head and moved quickly to climb onto Vincix’s back. “Vincix my brother! Go!” He barked.

Vincix trumpeted his agreement and propelled them into the sky once more as Megdar stepped back to stand between his mate and daughter. 


They watched as Vincix circled the field once and then landed in front of where Martin’s place in the circle was. Andro was to his right, Andreus and Isra to his left.


King Martin Leonidas! Malic bellowed out. My Bonded Brother and I are ready to assume our duties!


Take your place then! Martin spoke.


Malic saw the opening between Andro and the female rider beside him and he directed Vincix in that direction. They walked past the opening, turned and then filled the gap in the circle. Malic looked at Andro as he came into position next to him.

Mjolnir’s Hand! Our Sacred Circle is complete once more! We are united as one again! Martin shouted. Let all who bear witness this day, pass on word that we are united once more! That we stand ready in defense of our Union! Let them know we will never surrender! Not while even one of us breathes air! This we swear!


This we swear!


Mjolnir’s Hand I salute you! Martin screamed out.
