CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
CENTRAL PRISON 

SPARTA

“…were instructed to leave her on your ship!” For’mya snapped as she stood between Daniel and his father glaring at Yuri and Moran in the prison room.


Sparta’s prison complex was just that. 
It was a prison. There were no amenities or comforts within the walls. Criminals were treated with dignity, but they were given no special care. The cells were standard six by eight rooms, the force fields blocking the entrance, and the small windows allowing the sunlight in during the day. Each cell had a small sink and toilet and a bed that slid out of the wall on the side. There was a desk and chair that were both bolted and welded to the floor. Right now the moon could be seen rising in the night sky, casting its glow through the many windows of the empty cells on this floor.

There was very little crime within the limits of Sparta, Eden City or any of the rapidly rebuilding and enlarging cities on the planet. Like Apo Prime and the rest of the worlds within the Union, men and women wanted for nothing and crime as a whole was just not accepted. There was no poverty within the borders of the Lycavorian Union, and while there were parts that were less developed and not as wealthy, the basic needs of everyone were met without question of status or standing. Prisons were to house those who chose to break what few laws there were, and the penalties for breaking those laws were severe depending on the crime. Criminal punishment within the Union was harsh before Martin found himself and took his place as King, and it grew even harsher once he took power. Many found their king had a particular dislike for those who would not help themselves and took from others who would. 

Individuals did not need to steal from their neighbors, no one was denied medical care and there was the opportunity for everyone to become wealthy if they worked hard enough. One of the reasons that crime was so rare is that those who had wealth, people, major corporations and companies, all of them gave back to society without question. Many had come from a life of slavery and poverty under the High Coven boot heel and once they found their dreams within the Union, they gleefully gave back to celebrate what they had achieved. Many of the deals that Martin Leonidas had brokered with the five major companies within the Union in relation to Enurrua and the breaking up of the People’s Lycavorian Republic raked in billions of riyal each year. Fully half of that profit, Martin and his Queens ordered redistributed to those who were not as fortunate, to allow them to realize and advance their own dreams. Several funds were established and now thousands, if not millions of families across the Union and even within The Wilds benefited from the education and assistance those funds had given to them initially. It was one of the primary reasons that the Leonidas family was now revered more than they had ever been.


Those in the prisons were offered rehabilitation and either trained in a useful skill or some field or given schooling in an area that would allow them to rebuild their lives. Most accepted this second chance without question, and many had gone on to become prominent figures within Union society because of the second chance they were given. Those that were not given this opportunity were those who had shown a depraved lack of compassion for life and freedom, and they were locked up for eternity. 
Murder. 
Rape. 
These were two of the most heinous crimes that would result in execution or send men and women into the darkness and solitude of a prison, never to be seen again. Sparta’s prison held only twelve such individuals, three of them Lycavorians who had taken females against their will, showing no remorse for their actions and were awaiting their execution. There were four humans and two elves that had committed murder without purpose and they were spared execution for one reason or another, usually due to circumstances beyond their control, and the Union judges were not monsters after all. They would spend their lives in this prison. Then there was one Algolian and two Kochab mercenaries that had been captured on Earth trying to establish a slave trading black market. Their sentences had been handed down by the human judges in Eden City within two days for the crimes they had committed. All three of them received the maximum sentence and since they had not taken life or raped anyone while on Earth they would remain in Sparta’s prison for the duration of the rest of their natural lives.


The tenth floor of the prison was used by the Durcunusaan exclusively to hold high value targets or spies caught within the boundaries of the Union. The only other location similar to this floor of the prison was on Apo Prime in a very remote section of the northern hemisphere. Very few people had access to this floor of the prison, even fewer knew it existed. For’mya and Daniel were among those who did.


“So it is now a crime to walk the streets of Sparta?” Yuri asked smugly standing beside Robert. They had responded to the summons by Durcunusaan guarding her mother, and upon arriving found a very upset Daniel Simpson and an even angrier For’mya Leonidas.

“Walking the streets of Sparta is one thing… breaking into someone’s home is quite another!” For’mya barked.  


“It is my understanding Juliana mistook this home for a shop of some sort.” Yuri stated calmly.


“That’s a load of shit and you know it!” Danny snarled. “She bypassed the door security locks and when we found her she was just standing in the living room of this home.”

For’mya took a step closer to her. “Do not take us for fools Yuri!” She hissed. “You are in our realm now, and I could order you and your pathetic husband put in that cell beside your clone spy and there isn’t a thing you could do about it.”


Yuri smiled as a small flash of red escaped her dark eyes. “My dear For’mya… you are not still angry with me for the exquisite visit we had so long ago are you?” She spoke sweetly. “We had such a wonderful time together, you, me and Robert. Don’t you remember the wonderful times?”


For’mya’s dark brown eyes narrowed slightly. “You think too highly of your influence Yuri.” She spoke in a low, menacing voice. “Your powers to alter ones perceptions and control their actions will not work on me any longer. Attempt this again and I will gut you where you stand and feed you to the dogs in the streets.” 

Yuri’s eyes flared angrily. “You? You do not have the skill to face me!” She spoke savagely.

For’mya smiled. “Would you care to put that boast to the test vampire witch? I have not shared Martin and Isabella’s bed and love for twenty-five years and learned nothing. You would be surprised at what your sister and Martin know about you.”

“That bitch is not my sister!” Yuri almost shouted.

For’mya smiled even more at Yuri’s anger at being compared to Isabella and saw her eyes grow smaller and change to vampire cobalt blue. “Do not mistake the freedom Martin Leonidas has granted you while you are here for something it is not. Your being here on Earth serves only one purpose Yuri. Violate the rules he has laid down for you and the bargain we have struck will be off. I will order our son to confiscate your dragons and I will send you and your people back to your ships in the same amount of time it would take you to formulate the next coherent thought in your hate filled brain.”
“You do not have the authority to do that!” Moran spoke now.

For’mya glanced at him. “You seem to keep forgetting that as his Queens, we all speak with Martin Leonidas’s voice. That is how he wants it, and he has never once gone against one of us when we have made a decision. If I decide it is in our best interests to rid Sparta of you, your mother and your cohorts, he will not question that decision in the least.”

Yuri took a step forward towards For’mya but suddenly found she was staring at the dark and deadly barrels of two K12s and three P190s. Danny and his father extended their arms over both of For’mya’s shoulders with their K12s, and the three Durcunusaan in the room with them stepped up to either side of For’mya their weapons leveled at Yuri’s head. Moran had reached for her arm seeing her actions and he too now froze as he gripped Yuri’s forearm.

“Give me a reason you bloodsucking vampire cockroach bitch!” Danny snarled viciously. “I’d be doing the universe a fucking favor, and I will put you down like right now!”

Yuri hissed angrily and turned her now changed cobalt blue vampire eyes from Danny and glared at For’mya, who met her withering gaze without flinching. “I want Juliana released!” She demanded.

“She was apprehended in a private home within Sparta… not a shop or store. She was gathering intelligence for you and your mother. While we may not be able to prove that, we will hold her for trespassing.” For’mya spoke calmly. “The owner of that home will determine what her fate will be.”
“You actually intend to hold her?” Moran demanded now.

“Oh yes, I intend to… and if the owner of that home wishes to press charges than she will be prosecuted under Spartan law for her actions.” For’mya answered. “Martin warned you when you first arrived he would not tolerate your attempts at subversion.”

“My mother will not allow you to hold her.” Yuri snapped.

“Aikiro has no say in the matter whatsoever!” For’mya spat turning her head slightly. “Enomotarch?”

The Durcunusaan soldier turned his eyes slightly, never removing the barrel of his 190 from Yuri’s head. “My Queen?”

“Escort our guests back to street level.” For’mya spoke. “Make sure they are pointed in the right direction to Gallais’s lodge.”

The Durcunusaan nodded. “Yes my Queen!” He turned his eyes back to Yuri and Moran. “The door is behind you. Move towards it… now.” He snarled.
Yuri glared at For’mya. “This is not over.” She said softly.

For’mya grinned as her eyes changed then and her wolf fangs extended in that instant. The tips of those fangs protruded past her glistening lips, her bottom lip fuller than her top, making more of her fangs seen. “It had better be…” She spoke softly. “For your sake.”

Yuri spun around quickly and Moran followed her out of the door of the room. When the door slid shut behind the Durcunusaan troop that is when For’mya lost her patience. She turned and scooped up the metal chair within her TK power and sent it hurtling across the room to smash against the far wall as Danny and Melancton looked on with surprised but amused expressions.

“Oh… I so hate that perverted, twisted upaee!” For’mya nearly screamed. She scooped up the chair twice more, both times smashing it into the invulnerable walls and reducing the chair to nothing but a bent pile of scrap.

She stood in the center of the room taking deep breaths, the loud trumpeting of a dragon now heard from outside. For’mya looked up quickly and reached out within Mindvoice to Aurith who was in the street below, bellowing in a mixture of rage and concern, her large tail thrashing back and forth as she twisted around in large circles and sent Durcunusaan soldiers scurrying for cover in the street.

[Sister!] Aurith screamed out within Mindvoice.


[Aurith… Aurith I am fine!] For’mya spoke quickly. [I… I lost me temper my sister. I lost me temper because of Yuri!]


[Where is she? I will burn her to cinders!] Aurith declared as her head whipped around looking for the vampire princess who had so humiliated and tortured For’mya a quarter century ago.


[No!] For’mya announced. [I made my point sister! I am here with Daniel and his father. I am fine Aurith.]

The Durcunusaan soldiers began coming out from behind the thick concrete pillars that dotted the area around the prison entrance as they saw Queen For’mya’s dragon begin to settle down.


[For’mya…] Aurith began.


[Truly I am fine.] For’mya spoke. [I will be down momentarily and we will return to the Royal villa. I need to feel the peace our children bring me and contact Deia.]


Aurith settled to the street once more and looked up at the side of the building, her tail twitching only mildly now as the Durcunusaan guards began to return to their duties. Many of them had seen fits of unexplained anger or worry from dragons of the Royal family before. It only showed them how closely tied together the royal family was to their dragons. The only thing to do when this occurred was get out of the way until it passed.


[We will fly first sister.] Aurith declared now. [We will fly and allow the anger we feel to bleed away. Just as Aricia and my mother taught us.] Aurith heard For’mya sigh within Mindvoice and she could almost feel her nodding her head.


[That is probably a good idea.] For’mya answered instantly. [I will see you soon.]


Danny was holstering his K12 when For’mya turned around and looked at him and his father. His dark eyes held questions in them and For’mya moved closer. 


“What?” She asked.


Danny shook his head. “Nothing.” He said.


Melancton shook his head. “Coward!” He hissed at his son. He looked at For’mya. “We are wondering now who has the most volatile temper of Martin’s Queens. We thought perhaps it was Anja or Aricia… but after seeing that display…”


For’mya saw the looks on their faces and felt her anger bleed off even more and she laughed. “I am fine.” She said. “I don’t like Yuri or her sick husband. That is all.”


Dan snorted. “Yeah we got that part!” He stated with a grin.


The door into the room opened once more and Moneus and Carina rushed in their eyes wide. Carina went directly to For’mya.


“Mother?” She exclaimed taking her hands.

For’mya shook her head. “I am fine. I only got angry.”


“Mother… Aurith was smashing planters in the street.” Carina declared. “Perhaps you should not be in the same room as the witch Yuri.”


For’mya rolled her eyes and leaned forward to kiss Carina’s cheek. “Enough of this! I am fine.” For’mya looked back at Danny and leaned up on her tip toes to kiss his cheek gently. “And I understand congratulations are in order. A fine Spartan and Elven baby boy!”


Melancton nodded his head proudly and punched his son lightly in the arm. “His name is Melancton!” He announced loudly.


Danny chuckled and nodded to For’mya. “Nayeca is doing fine.” He said softly. “I think this pregnancy took more out of her than she lets others see.”


For’mya took his hands in hers and smiled. “Carrying children for Spartans with the pureness of blood that you and Martin have is no small task Daniel.” For’mya said. “She will be fine. I will come over tomorrow to see her and little Melancton and bring some of Gorgo’s tea that she likes so much.”


Danny nodded. “I’ll tell her.” He said. He motioned with his head to the door. “What about our guest?”


“Hali has already informed me she refuses to press charges. Keep her overnight and then release her in the morning.” For’mya spoke. For’mya squeezed his hands tightly and Danny met her eyes puzzled. [Daniel… I want you to contact Lynwe. I want a team of her best Drow scouts here tomorrow morning. I do not want this clone to go anywhere without us knowing it. They are half vampire and are the only ones with the skill to accomplish that. I want to know what she does and where she goes. And if she violates anymore of our laws or the rules Martin has put in place.]

Danny nodded. [I’ll make it happen.] He said. [If she does?]


Melancton, Moneus and Carina knew they were communicating heavily shielded within Mindvoice and simply stood there watching and wondering what was being discussed.


For’mya met his eyes. [If she does… take her into custody again and make it appear she was killed. Make it appear like an accident. I don’t care how.]


Danny didn’t flinch and nodded his head. [Done.]
SODRAG


Malic had carried them into the bedroom easily, the sexual energy radiating from the three of them unbearable. Their scents were burning into his mind like nothing he had ever known, the flavor of their lips like the finest aged wine he had ever tasted. He had intended to take both of them quickly, claiming them urgently. 

Eliani and Nyla had other ideas however. 

Malic found himself pushed onto his back on the large bed within moments of entering the bedroom, and he could only watch from a half sitting position as both Eliani and Nyla did a slow striptease in front of him. They undressed each other in seductive movements, their hands wandering over each other’s bodies intimately and slowly exposing each other to him, until Malic’s eleven inch cock was ready to rip through the fabric of his pants. Their hands roamed each other’s tanned, silky skin, his deep blue wolf eyes wide as he gazed hungrily on Eliani’s large firm breasts. Her nipples were standing erect a quarter inch, begging for attention. Her center was already drenched just from feeling his aura caress her, the scent of her juices wafting to him and causing his blood to scream out. Nyla’s breasts were equally as aroused, and firm, her own nipples protruding proudly outward. When Nyla’s lips descended to Eliani’s breasts Malic very nearly lost control and erupted in his pants. He watched Eliani’s head fall back and she sighed heavily, holding Nyla’s head tightly to the nipple she was lavishing attention upon. Watching them had caused his passion to surge to heights he had never known and when he could take no more he reached for them.

[No!] Their voices burst into his mind stopping him in tracks. He looked at them with sudden confusion and worry.

[I… I want to…]

Eliani shook her head quickly. [I guaranteed you that you would never wish for another female the rest of your days once you tasted us Malic.] Eliani spoke in a voice that simply overflowed with rampant desire and need.
[I wish for no one but the two of you now! You have nothing to prove to me!] Malic announced without hesitation. [I desire no one else!]
[Then let us take care of you.] Nyla spoke now.

“But I…”

Eliani pressed her naked flesh to his shoulder and grabbed his head before plunging her lips down and kissing him as she had only kissed Nyla before this day. Her fingers entwined within his dark brown hair and she pushed even closer to his broad chest, crushing her breasts against his hot skin behind his shirt. Her four inch long tongue extended completely out and Malic’s eyes grew wide as she explored with her tongue where no woman had ever gone before. His hands reached up to grasp her firm ass and pull her tighter to him as Eliani’s hands dropped to his shirt and began quickly stripping it off his upper body. Nyla helped her pull his shirt off and Eliani had to force herself to reach down and take his hands from her body. The feel of his hands and the grip he had on her ass cheeks had ignited flash fires across her flesh. She and Nyla had planned this together, how they would seduce him, and it took every bit of her will power to keep from simply surrendering to his aura which was calling for her to do just that. Eliani knew he could push his aura beyond what he was using, for he was a powerful Alpha wolf, and as her lips descended to his throat and she pushed him back further on the bed, small tears of joy crept into her fern green eyes as she realized he was holding himself in check.

Eliani and Nyla explored his broad chest with just their lips and tongues, bathing his burning skin as they teased the nipples of his chest, their fingers dancing across his sculpted abdomen. Each of them was pulling at his pants with one hand until they finally got them unfastened. They dropped to either side of his body and with powerful downward yanks Malic’s pants flew across their room. When they turned their heads and saw what awaited them, neither could contain the whimper of wanton desire and shock.
Nyla’s vampire blood was churning madly for her lover and the man who would make them his, and the moment her eyes settled on the towering eleven inch shaft that would soon possess them both, a small orgasm rippled through her.

“Ussta… ussta che…!” She gasped through clenched teeth and closed eyes. When Eliani did not immediately answer and she heard Malic hiss loudly she opened her eyes, shuddering in the aftermath or her tiny orgasm.

Eliani had taken the base of Malic’s cock in her small hand, her fingers unable to reach around the thickness, her fern green eyes now changed but her fangs not extended and her face gazing at Malic’s cock with wonderment. Her upper body was pressed against his thigh and hip, her large breasts crushed against his skin. “Aur… Aur Enyla… I have never… it’s…” She gasped. “I… I suspected he was… but never like this!”
Nyla lowered her head down now and slowly brought her hand up to encircle Malic’s cock just above hers. They could feel the searing heat of his cock and the incredible hardness in their palms and they looked at each other. They had taken men into their bed before in the last four years, however none of them came close to equaling the size and dominance of what Malic offered them, and what they were about to accept without hesitation. It would be a chore Nyla thought, but oh what pleasure that chore would bring them. 
“It’s magnificent!” Nyla gasped out.

Eliani’s wolf eyes glanced up and she saw Malic’s face distorted in agonizing pleasure. His hands had slapped down onto the bed the moment Eliani had grasped his quivering cock, and now he threatened to tear up the mattress with his immense strength. She looked quickly back to Nyla.

Aur Enyla… he can feel. She gasped out in Mindvoice. When he… when he bonded with Vincix… it must have… it must have healed him.

Comprehension dawned in Nyla’s cobalt blue vampire eyes and she glanced quickly at Malic’s face and then back to her lover with a passionate glint in her eyes. 
Ussta Che… Eliani my love… this is…

Nyla’s eyes grew wide when she watched Eliani lips engulf the head of Malic’s cock and she swallowed clearly half of Malic’s thick throbbing shaft. Nyla wasted no time and lowered her head beneath Eliani’s and began to use her own talented tongue to stroke and torture the portion of Malic’s dominating cock that Eliani strained to take more of.

It happened without warning… Nyla felt Malic’s lower body surge off the bed, his hands coming to rest on both hers and Eliani’s heads and instead of grinding their faces into his groin as the other men they had taken into their bed had done, Malic simply plunged his fingers into their satin like hair. She felt the thick vein adorning the underside of his cock throbbing madly, and then his cock swelled in size. Eliani groaned loudly, gagged softly and Nyla felt Malic’s come erupting upward. She could actually feel his come exploding up the length of his cock as she had the thick shaft pressed against her tongue. Nyla was just as far gone as Eliani now and she brought her face up as Eliani slid her lips to the tip of Malic’s exploding shaft, his hot come filling her mouth and belly as she swallowed without question. Malic roared loudly as Eliani squeezed the base of his cock tightly and quickly tore her lips away from the bulbous head, Nyla’s equally warm and soft lips engulfing his cockhead and shaft with barely a pause. Eliani released her grip and Nyla’s eyes went wide as Malic’s come rocketed into her mouth and raced down her throat. She moved upward on the bed, crushing her body to Malic’s naked skin and simply forced her head down further, not wanting to release his erupting shaft and delirious with pleasure and the wonderful taste of his essence. 
Eliani had a wistful look on her face as she licked her lips and savored the taste of her new mate’s offering to her. With blissful contentment and burning desire Eliani simply lowered her face once more to provide much needed attention on Malic’s large balls, content to let Nyla feed on what both of them had craved for so long.
Eliani smiled as she used her tongue to tickle Malic’s pulsating hairless balls; for she knew their time together had only just begun.

EDEN CITY

It did not take a lot of convincing Miranda thought as she walked along the crowded street in southwest Eden City. 


The moment she and Janon had left the airfield Miranda had contacted Ben on her Secure Personal COM unit. Every officer over the rank of Star Commander carried a SPC so that they would always be in touch. They were just tiny little flexible boards that fit right on the inside sleeve of their uniforms and allowed them to communicate securely with nearly anyone in the Union who had a similar device. She had explained her meeting with Major Randall to Ben and waited while he roared with laughter for a good three minutes. When he had finished, Miranda herself couldn’t help but shake her head at what she had done. Looking at Ben’s glowing face and eyes, Miranda would never understand why she had let his and Tina’s decision and love for the sexy Endith push them away from her for those years. They had Isabella change them for one purpose, and that purpose was love of the red haired female elf who was perhaps the most skilled pilot in the Union right now along with the Queen and her son Arrarn. Within twenty minutes Miranda had the authorization and blessing of both Ben and Admiral of the Fleet Riall. Ben even thought it might give them an added advantage having her. Zaala Randall was no stranger to combat he had said, having been aboard NORMYA’S LIGHT when her husband had served there, and she knew more about the new technology they had built than anyone since she had a hand in building most of it.


Miranda stopped and looked up at the sign that Tareif had told her to look for. She knew it once he described it for she had been here several times before leaving Earth to attend the Academy. The sign was easily five meters across and two meters wide, and the most colorful in the area. 

FREEDOM FIGHTER’S TAVERN

Within these walls tread our heroes.
Treat them that way.
Miranda had to smile as she remembered the tall, voluptuous woman Mary who owned the tavern. 

“Mando?” Janon asked.

Miranda looked at him. “Lots of memories here Janon.” She answered his questioning look. “All of my good memories from Earth anyway.” 

Miranda didn’t pause and pushed through the now gleaming polished oak doors and stood in the foyer as she took in all that had changed. No longer were the floors worn and unpainted as they had been for so many years. Now they were treated pinewood floors, the walls paneled in a similar color. There were dozens more tables on the main floor and Miranda realized Mary must have enlarged the interior significantly over the years. It reminded her of ancient holo vids she had seen as a child of the old western taverns, only this was very modern and exceptionally well kept. The lunch crowd had long cleared out, but still the tavern was busy as the dinner crowd was beginning to filter in, the waitresses moving back and forth from the old style bar and food counter to the many tables they had assigned to them. 

Miranda and Janon had returned to the airfield in time to see Tareif closing up his office early. At the end of every week they gathered at Freedom Fighter’s Tavern with their wives for dinner he had explained. Since the only scheduled flight was the one this morning, Steven always let his pilots go to be with their families or enjoy the time together. Tareif had invited them to the event and they had arrived fashionably late.

“Oh my god!” The female voice spoke. 

Miranda turned and saw the tall and still voluptuous human Mary step up to her from the side. Her hair was still white, her face now more wrinkled as she showed her sixty-seven years of age, but she was still a commanding presence regardless.

“Miranda Lorian? Is that you?” Mary declared as she stepped up to her.

Miranda couldn’t help but smile. “Hello Mary?”

“Well I’ll be a sonofabitch! Look at you young lady!” Mary announced taking hold of Miranda’s shoulders and ignoring the hulking Lycavorian next to her. She pulled Miranda into a rib cracking embrace, though Miranda smiled through the whole process. Her five foot two frame looked petty against Mary’s near six foot height. She pushed Miranda back and stood looking at her. “My gods… haven’t you grown up now!”

Miranda chuckled. “You aren’t any different Mary.” She stated.

“The hell I ain’t! I’m twenty plus years older with the wrinkles to show for it!” Mary answered. “You should hear these old bones go snap, crackle and pop in the morning!” Her dark eyes fell on Janon. “Who is this fine looking wolf man here Miranda?” She asked. “Is he yours?”
Miranda smiled at the look on Janon’s face. “Mary this is my First Officer Janon.” She said.

“First Officer? Well now… isn’t that a leap forward for women power.” Mary declared. “You aren’t an Admiral or anything are you?”

Miranda chuckled. “God no!”

“Well good… I charge them extra. Overbearing basket heads is what they are.” Mary replied. She looked at Miranda and her face turned semi serious. “We… we followed your career here Miranda… the others and I. It wouldn’t do to forget the street urchin that got all of us into more trouble than the rest. We all worried about you endlessly after Alba Tau. We drank buckets when we found out you had survived that meat grinder with Marty and Andro and so many others.” She took Miranda’s hands and held them. “How are you doing? No bullshit girl… straight from the hip.”

Mary had been a safe zone for many orphaned children after the Battle for Earth, and she well and truly cared for dozens of them. There were some that she took special interest in; and Miranda had been one of them. She nodded her head as her face became serious too. 

“I’m… I’m surviving.” Miranda said softly meeting her steady gaze. 
Mary nodded and glanced quickly at Janon. She turned those eyes back to her and squeezed her hand. “I expect no less from Miranda Lorian.” She stated. “Now tell me… what brings you to my place?”

“You… you own this establishment?” Janon asked.

Mary looked at him. “No… I just stand around and hold up the walls!” She snapped. “Of course I own this place! Freedom Fighters Tavern is my life! You’ve never been to Earth have you son?”

Janon looked at her. “No. And with respect ma’am… I am considerably older than you and referring to me as son is not accurate.”

Mary burst out laughing and shook her head. “Nope… you’ve never been to Earth. I can tell. Well… we’ll fix that! Now… tell me Miranda… what brings you here?”

“I’m actually looking for a pilot.” Miranda said. “I’ve been given a pretty decent sized command and I wanted to talk to him about becoming CAG. You know him… Major Randall.”

Mary’s eyes grew a little wider. “Steven? Of course I know him! He and Zaala have been coming here for the better part of a quarter century! They are the ones along with her father Tareif who helped me to get all the improvements done!” Mary smiled. “It’s like their second home you know!” She said coyly.
“I understand he comes here with many of his pilots at the end of every week.” Miranda said. “I spoke with him earlier today and I wanted to get back with him.”

“He won’t go anywhere without Zaala.” Mary spoke firmly. “Those two are practically joined at the hip. Find one and you usually find the other. They still act like newlyweds half the time! You should see it when they get together with Martin and his ladies here for a big family gathering. It’s hysterical to try and figure who is more whipped. Steven or Marty.”

Janon’s eyes grew wide. “You should not speak of the King in such familiar terms.” He scolded.

Mary looked at him. “I’ll speak about him anyway I want!” Mary spat. “I’ve known him for over twenty years and they are in here eating almost as much as they are Gallais’s Tavern in Sparta when they come here for their six month stays!”

Miranda could attest to that for she had been chased away from the Freedom Fighter Tavern many times by the Durcunusaan when she was growing up. “Is he here?” Miranda asked.

Mary nodded. “They usually take over the upper dining room and balcony portion we built ten years ago. Most of the others are gone, but he is still here with Zaala and Tareif and Palina. Come on… I’ll take you up.”

Miranda smiled as Mary gripped her hand and began weaving her way across the main floor of the tavern. Towards the rear of the main room was a stairway and they went up it to reveal an expansive upper floor with two dozen additional tables that the employees were now beginning to turn over and clean for the dinner crowd.

“For the dinner crowd Steven and the others move onto the patio so the dining room here is free.” Mary explained. “We get pretty swamped sometimes, another thirty minutes and even the tables up here will be full.”
“You don’t have anymore problems like with the construction crews back then do you?” Miranda asked.

Mary shrugged. “Most of them know not to fuck around in my place.” She stated quickly. “There are those who like to test the waters so to speak, but since most of my customers are all regulars, they get shown the door quickly if they want to get out of hand. You know I don’t tolerate any of that crazy shit.”

Miranda chuckled. “Yes… I do remember that.”

Mary lead them across the upper floor and through a set of french style double doors to an expansive patio balcony. She immediately saw the large table in the center of the patio and the six individuals that sat at it. Miranda could hear the laughing from the three men and she looked at Mary.

“Tareif and Palina’s oldest son Fal’sas returned from Elear just this morning with his new bride.” Mary spoke. “She is not like the other elves from Elear, not so stiffed upper lipped if you get my meaning. I imagine it’s because of Fal’sas… he is every bit his father’s son.”

Miranda watched as Mary led them up to the table and she saw Major Randall look up and get to his feet.

“More strays Mary?” He asked quickly with a smile. “They just can’t seem to stay away from you.” 

Mary shook her head. “No I guess not. Look at you! You’re still here!”

“How true!” Tareif bellowed.

“Touché.” Steven said with a wide grin. “Captain Lorian… what can I do for you?” He motioned to the table. “Please… sit down.”

Mary leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Be careful of him.” Mary spoke. “He’s gotten more feral over the years. He’s corrupted poor Zaala and he’ll corrupt you as well.”

Zaala smiled brightly as she reached up and squeezed Steven’s hand. “Mary… I think it’s more the other way around.” She said.

Mary nodded. “Maybe.” She said with a smile. “If you need anything… just grab one of my girls.” She looked at Janon. “Except you… you might hurt them.”

Miranda chuckled as Janon looked horrified at her accusation and he watched Mary walk off laughing. She turned back to Steven Randall. “Do you have a moment?” She asked.

Steven nodded. “Sure. Tareif… why don’t you pour Commander Janon here a big glass of Spartan Wine.” He spoke turning around. “Captain Lorian and I are going to talk for a minute.”

“Sit down Commander!” Tareif spoke loudly. “That is an order!”

Steven and Miranda moved off to the edge of the enclosed patio and looked down on the streets of Eden City and the park like setting with the Grand Center in the background. Miranda looked up at him. “I talked with Admiral O’Connor…” She said.

Steven nodded. “Yep… so did I.” He said as he sipped his glass of Spartan Wine looking at her. “I caught him in the middle of Endith and Tina chewing him a new ass for trying to ride one of the Durcunusaan dragons. He and dragons don’t get along.” Steven told her with a grin. “You, Captain Lorian, have Level Ten Security Clearance… which in and of itself says more to me than anything else since only like fifty odd people within the Union have that. You have a direct line to Martin Leonidas, again which implies quite a bit, only twenty odd people have a direct line to Martin.”

“That number includes you.” Miranda told him.

Steven nodded. “That’s because of Zaala and Tarifa being sisters.” He dismissed her statement. “And then there is the fact that whatever you are working on doesn’t even exist.” He said looking at her. “I do have my own sources you know.”


Miranda looked taken aback at this but continued anyway. “Ben told me you were the best Randall. He said if I really wanted you, I needed to find a place for your wife. That you two were a package deal so to speak. Admiral Riall sent me her classified file… and most of the technology we will be working with is based on the Quantum technology derived from the Mindvoice ship. I discovered she is the foremost expert on this stuff and she actually helped to design some of the systems we’ll be using. I’d be a fool if I didn’t use her skills in that area. I’m many things… but I’m not a fool.”

Steven nodded. “Ben said that as well.” He spoke.


“So… you up for it?” Miranda asked.


“It’s a ship isn’t it?” Steven asked.


Miranda canted her head slightly. “Yes. A very special ship. The first of twenty in her class.”


“And you want me as CAG?” Steven asked.


“Most of the pilots that will be, or have already been assigned, are the best and the brightest of the lot.” She spoke.


“Which means that most of them will only have a few years behind the stick right?” Steven said.


Miranda nodded. “You know the drill just as much as I do.” She said. “We can’t pull the most experienced pilots away from their duties because that will draw attention. Up until a week ago, only three people even knew we existed. Ben, Martin and me. The selection process was rigorous and demanding. I should know… I’m the one who designed it.”


“What happened a week ago?” Steven asked.


“Tell me you’ll take the job and I’ll tell you.” Miranda said. 


“And if anything happens to me…” Steven said looking at her. “If anything happens to me… you’ll be the one that tells Zaala and not some public relations officer?”


Miranda nodded her head. “May I ask why that seems to be the most important thing to you Randall? It’s not usually what most people ask when I offer them a job. They usually ask if it increases their pay or gets them better quarters.” She asked.


Steven laughed. “Hah! Zaala and I have enough riyal saved right now to buy a small island somewhere.”


“Then why?”


“My father was killed in the third Central American War.” Steven spoke softly. “He was shot down over what used to be Honduras. My mother was working with NASA at the time, getting ready for all of us to transfer up to EDEN and become part of the crew. I think I was seventeen at the time. I remember coming home from school and seeing the PR officer at the house and walking in to my mother in tears. They wouldn’t tell her anything. Only that he had been killed in action. I saw what it did to her, not knowing how he died. I don’t want to put Zaala through that. If I die… I want her to know how and why I died. And I want someone she knows to tell her.”

Miranda met his eyes. “I give you my word.” She spoke.


Steven nodded. “Then we’re in.” He told her.


Miranda looked surprised. “Just like that? Don’t you have to talk with her?”


Steven chuckled. “Miranda… I had Martin turn me so that I could spend my life with Zaala and not have her watch me grow old. I almost never shift to wolf form because I never took the time to learn how to run as a wolf and it wasn’t the main reason behind becoming what I am now. I like to think of myself as more human than wolf. I do like having the Mindvoice connection with my wife however.” He tapped the side of his head. “Took us a while to get past all the headaches and stuff, but we have a strong connection now that Marty and Tarifa have shown us some tricks to ease the transition.”


“So she has heard everything we have talked about?” Miranda asked sternly.


Steven looked at her and shook his head. “No… she is more security conscious in many respects than I am. And I’m a bear. Hell… her clearance is higher than mine. She knows why you are here and she knows I will tell her everything later.”

“Why did you take the second reprimand in your record?” Miranda asked. “Your wife was the one who punched out the elven minister not you.”


Steven met her eyes. “That is what the record shows yes.” He stated.


“So that’s not what happened?” She asked him.


“Maybe I’ll tell you someday.” He said with a grin. “Unless you order me to tell you right now.”


Miranda shook her head. “I wouldn’t do that. Just so you don’t use that Mindvoice thing too often.” Miranda said. “It drives me nuts when Janon uses it with his mate and others on the ship. What Tier are the two of you anyway? Your file doesn’t say.”


Steven smiled. “Who turned me Miranda?”


Miranda rolled her eyes. “Shit… so like you are Tier Six and higher I take it? You have to be if Martin turned you.”


Steven turned back to the table. “C’mon Captain Lorian… let’s have a drink together. Our family is pretty tight.”


Family.


Miranda looked at him for a long moment wondering if somehow he knew what her greatest fear was. She looked at his dark eyes and decided that couldn’t be possible. She nodded her head and allowed him to lead her back to the large table where Janon was already laughing at something Tareif had told him.

SODRAG

Malic had never felt the trembling sensations coursing through him before. He was no stranger to women by any means, but what he felt rippling throughout him now was unlike anything he had experienced in his life. No matter where they touched him, it sent shuddering waves pulsating across his body. It was as if he had been blind until now, and he was seeing wonders for the first time. He had dreamt of this moment for weeks, how he would act and what he would do. All those plans had fallen by the wayside the moment he bonded with Vincix and his life changed. He had tried to bring them back to the forefront when he came here, but Eliani and Nyla had other ideas. 


They were not about to let him dominate them. They were not that type of female. They in turn directed him and caressed him, showing him where to touch them, how to stroke their bodies to elicit the most tantalizing reactions. His first explosion had been the most powerful he had ever felt, their hands and lips and tongues upon his bursting cock indescribable in any words. It had taken him by such surprise that all he could do was lay back and attempt to keep his muscles from ripping through his skin at the intensity. Eliani and Nyla both had taken him deeply into their mouths, drinking down all he gave to them without hesitation, their hands never ceasing to drum across his body. He had caught himself right at the last moment, keeping himself from crushing their heads to his groin, settling by wrapping his hands within their silky hair. He was different, and they were different. He could not act as he had always acted, unable to sense the incredible feelings before. He knew now why Sadi and the other females he had taken into his bed never seemed excited about what he offered them, and he was determined to not go that route with Eliani or Nyla. After he had recovered from his first explosion, his cock softened only a fraction, but they had kissed and licked their way back up his now naked body until both of them were staring at his face. Without even thinking he had kissed first Eliani and then Nyla, not caring in the least that they had just shared his explosion of passion. If nothing else, this action seemed to incite them even more.


Eliani then scrambled onto the bed higher and Malic’s exploration and instruction began.


Even though his cock was once more bursting within minutes, the new Malic took his time. The wolf within him wanted to physically possess these females in every possible way, yet the man within him, the man he had become wanted to possess their very essences. He had moved agonizingly slow down Eliani’s body, discovering every contour, every crevice. With Nyla pressing against him and directing his actions he found the most erogenous zones in the most unlikely spots. The sides of her breasts, the insides of her knees, the supple curve of the top of her ass. All these spots served to raise Eliani’s passion to heights he had never seen from a woman. When he finally found himself face to face with her center, Nyla was beside him, her long blond hair falling over Eliani’s thigh. She taught him where to lick, how to caress Eliani’s painfully erect clit, how to drag his lips along the outer folds of her glistening pussy to drive her insane. These are the things he had learned, and when Eliani’s hips undulated off the bed and she screamed out in bliss, Malic received his reward. Her sweet juices tasted just as she smelled, and for the first time in his life Malic had greedily drank of a woman’s passion while she writhered beneath him. By the time Eliani collapsed onto the bed, her breath coming in great heaves Malic had turned to look at Nyla, his wolf eyes very prominent.


Nyla had smiled seductively at him and whimpered passionately when he kissed her, pushing her up on the bed and beginning anew with her. Nyla Sinthe had more control, and her hands directed him to her spots, and the squeezing of his head was the indication he was doing everything right. Malic reveled in his new skill and as Eliani recovered and joined him in his exploration of his vampire mate, he began to take charge. As his lips and tongue explored Nyla’s flesh his hands traveled over both of their taut bodies. He would show them that he wanted both of them equally. 

He cast aside his old self and as Nyla’s screams of release filled his ears and her juices flooded into his throat, Malic was truly reborn.

He was up instantly as her body fell back on the bed, caressing her long legs as he parted her thighs and positioned himself. Eliani rose off the bed quickly, opening her mouth to protest, but his kiss silenced her as he pressed the flared head of his rock hard cock at Nyla’s entrance and pushed forward. Nyla gasped out, her cobalt blue vampire eyes wide as the largest cock she had ever seen began its torturously slow plunge into her body. Her hands pulled at the mattress as with inhuman control Malic pushed into her with precise power. The sensations he was experiencing were beyond his imagination and he did not want them to stop. The velvet like heat and powerful clenching of Nyla’s pussy were combining to drive him into a whole new world, and he would not ruin this by acting like a brute. It took him several long minutes before he was buried completely in Nyla’s clutching pussy, her legs wrapped around his lower back, her hands gripping his arms. Three times she had shuddered beneath him as an orgasm rocked her, Malic feeling the warmth and force of her come erupting from around his cock shaft. Eliani had moved up and with her own changed eyes wide with fervor she watched as Malic began to stroke into Nyla. 
Watching them close their lips together, seeing their tongues lovingly entwined and playfully teasing within their lips when they parted slightly was enough to drive Malic to the edge rather quickly. His nerves were alive with new electricity, pleasure unlike anything he had ever experienced coursing through his powerful frame. He clenched his teeth, determined to make this last as long as possible, and show his mates that he was not the brute many thought him to be. 

Nyla, for her part, was in a realm of pleasure that she had never experienced with Eliani. Malic’s dominating cock was larger by a wide margin than any man they had ever taken into their bed. He stretched her in a way that caused her vampire blood to churn within her as only Eliani could do to her. Feeling her lover’s hands caressing and licking her breasts while Malic’s cock stroked into her with exquisite slowness was more than Nyla could take. Her orgasm came from deep within her belly, pushing outward with the force of a tidal wave until it consumed everything around her. With Eliani suckling one of her nipples, Nyla’s head flew back and she screamed louder than she had ever screamed before. Her pussy clamped down on Malic’s deeply buried cock and she erupted with the force of a hurricane. Her cobalt blue eyes rolled into the back of her head when she heard Malic groan loudly, his fingers pressing into her hips and then he was exploding inside her. 
His come erupted like a cannon inside her, reaching places no man ever had, and her legs clamped onto his hips with all the vampire strength her body could generate. Her undeniable pleasure surged even more when he lowered his face to hers and kissed her, taking her head in his hands and kissed her with passion and desire that she had only ever felt from Eliani. Tears clouded her eyes then as her world became complete, and as Malic’s come warmed her belly and he nuzzled her throat and neck firmly, Nyla lost herself to blissful sensations and collapsed onto the bed exhausted.

That had been thirty minutes ago and now Malic felt more than recharged, he felt like an Alpha wolf that had all he could desire.

His black outlined deep ocean blue eyes stared at Eliani as she straddled his hips; her full pouty lips parted slightly, her hands braced on his broad chest as she lifted her hips once more with deliberate slowness. Her juices coated half his straining cock, his hands resting on her thighs as he gazed hungrily at the protruding nipples on her breasts. She had been trying for ten minutes now to take him inside her, each time taking a little more as she slid deeper, and each time shuddering in gentle orgasms as they washed over her.

“Shit… shit… shit!” Eliani gasped softly as her face contorted and she lowered herself once more. Her velvet heat was so much like Nyla’s, engulfing another inch of his cock shaft as she held herself above him, a look of pure unadulterated bliss on her face. “It’s so… so big! Malic… Malic I…”

Malic turned his head as he felt Nyla’s lips caress his neck and he lifted his hand to wrapped his fingers within her satiny blond hair. Nyla kissed him, their tongues doing an intimate tango as she dragged her nails down along his chest and arm.
Nyla pulled back from their kiss, gently biting his bottom lip as she smiled devilishly. “She is a female Alpha wolf Malic.” Nyla whispered to him. “You are a male Alpha. Make her yours Malic, just as you have made me yours.”

Eliani’s black outlined fern green eyes grew a little wider when she heard Nyla say this. “Aur Enyla… he is too big… I can’t…!” She gasped out the words.
Malic sat up then and Eliani’s head flew back as the last five inches of Malic’s wonderful cock impaled her in one single stroke.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh… Maaliicc!” Eliani screamed as the orgasm ripped through her and she felt his large balls pulsing wildly and pressed firmly against her ass cheeks. Malic’s arms crushed her too him, her nipples burning points against his broad chest and he wrapped his aura around Eliani Leonidas. 

Eliani’s eyes were wide, her lips parted in another breathless scream as she felt every throbbing centimeter of Malic’s eleven inches spear her to her core. She felt his wolf aura wrap around her, driving her nerves to incredible heights of orgasmic intensity, yet he did so in such a way that allowed her to keep her wits about her. Eliani knew what a powerful alpha could do to a female wolf with his aura; even her mother couldn’t absorb the full force of her father’s aura for she was not fully wolf. Like her father however, Malic was hitting Eliani with just enough of his aura to drive her right to the edge of the abyss and then holding her there. Every movement, no matter how insignificant, caused rapturous waves of pleasure to vibrate through her. She could feel every pulsing vein of his masterful cock against the walls of her tight pussy. There had been no pain when he plunged completely inside her, only a feeling of incredible bliss. Eliani smashed her head forward to his shoulder as he pressed a hand against the small of her back and pushed her downward, pressing her pussy further down on his will crushing cock.
“Malic!” Eliani rasped out in a hoarse voice as the pleasure trampled her earlier fears that he would hurt her with his size. “Malic… you… you better… you better cado forn! Scent… scent me Malic my love!”

Malic rolled her over on the bed then, causing her to cry out in abandon, her arms strong wrapping around his shoulders.

“Ohhhhh… nubou lae! Nubou lae Malic!” Eliani screamed.

Malic had learned one thing in all his years of watching his parents together. Rarely did his father ever refuse a request by his mother and mate. Malic had learned that lesson well, and at Eliani’s request he began to do just that. He lowered his head to her shoulder, reached his hands under her body to cup her wonderfully firm ass cheeks, and Malic proceeded to fuck his breathtakingly beautiful Hadarian/Wolf mate with long, slow and powerful eleven inch strokes. Eliani’s world descended into a sphere that she had never been to before. Malic’s aura never ceased the endless teasing of her body, her own wolf aura responding to the magical feel of what he was doing to her by reaching out and spreading around him just as tightly as it could. This was a place Nyla could not send her because she was not a wolf, and she opened her mind to her vampire lover so that Nyla could feel every exquisite sensation that rippled across her mind and flesh. She heard Nyla gasp at the feeling and then Malic’s mind, powerful and pure with an indomitable will joined their thoughts and Nyla could do nothing but writher on the bed beside them as she felt every delicious tremor of pleasure that Eliani felt. 

Malic was well beyond anything he had ever dreamed this could be. 
While he had desired it, and imagined it ever since meeting Eliani the first time, actually having her and Nyla both together was something he never realistically thought would ever happen. Even after bonding with Vincix so completely Malic did not believe they could ever desire him as he desired them. He knew that to be false now, for he could feel Eliani’s aura wrapping around him like a loving blanket. He could smell Nyla’s passion and desire for him just as easily as he could smell Eliani’s, and it was driving him mad. His hips began moving faster, driving into his wolf mate with dominating strokes and hearing her cries of delight in his ears, feeling her hands clutching him tighter and urging him deeper. Malic could feel new vibrations through his body, sensations that he had never felt before, and instead of deep driving strokes that invoked no pleasure in the other women he had shared a bed with, now he was able to sense his own power. He could actually feel the euphoric vibrations Eliani’s tight, clutching pussy caused as she squeezed her inner muscles on every downward stroke into her, milking his near bursting cock. He could feel the walls of her velvet tightness stretching to accommodate him, wrapping around his shaft like the fingers of a form fitting glove. These were the things he felt now, things he had never felt before, and it was these new sensations and vibrations that were driving him to new levels of pleasure that he had never achieved before.
Malic lifted his head as he felt his abdomen tense, the pleasure spiraling out of control. His large balls drew up tight to the base of his shaft and he looked at Eliani’s gorgeous face. Her black outlined fern green wolf eyes gazed at him with a mixture of passion and love that Malic swore he could actually feel. His mind flared briefly with passion driven by instinct and he slammed into Eliani one last time. As her wails of utter blissful pleasure filled the room and the most spirit shattering orgasm of her life crashed through her, Malic dropped his head once more and bite down into her shoulder with his wolf fangs. Eliani’s eyes burst open at that moment as she felt his cock balloon in size within her and then his lava hot come was erupting into her depths. When the first eruption splashed against her womb Eliani’s own wolf fangs, now fully extended in passion, snapped shut on Malic’s thick shoulder.
Nyla had tears in her eyes, for she knew the significance of what was happening and a part of her began dying at this, thinking perhaps she would become secondary in their lives. That is until Malic reached for her in an orgasmic daze and pulled her head closer to his. More tears came, tears of joy this time as she realized what he was doing and with barely any thought Nyla twisted around and pressed her lush body against his broad back, opened her mouth wide exposing her vampiric fangs and she bit deeply into his neck. As Malic’s warm blood splashed across her taste buds Nyla came. And came hard as she felt every minute amount of staggering pleasure her lovers were feeling flood her mind and become hers as well. 

It was over far too quickly to suit them, but as the last drops of Malic’s come spilled into Eliani’s belly, and they collapsed onto the bed in a mass of tangled limbs and sated spirits they knew they would have eternity together. An eternity to explore the boundaries of what they had discovered this night. Malic’s powerful limbs pulled both of them to his warm body, and they gleefully curled into his arms before sleep took them all into its embrace. 

They would awake in a few hours to continue their explorations well into the evening hours.

NEBONESE

Las’elh watched as Anton charged his K12 Kinetic Magnum and returned it to the holster on his leg as the Lifter shifted seamlessly across the rough terrain. The last two days had been eye opening to say the least. Until meeting Cihera and Anton, Las’elh had only ever heard about the Drow elves that hailed from Earth. They had been created by the Senior Polemarch of the Union, Walter Carson as the name he went by now. His skills in medicine and cloning apparently passed on to him through his genes when he was born. Though he still practiced medicine in many fashions, Walter no longer dabbled in any sort of cloning technology. He had achieved the goal he had sought all of his life in Martin discovering who he was and he had openly stood beside Queen Anja as they denounced cloning in all its forms.

The Drow elves were his creation and Las’elh knew their population on Earth had ballooned in size through the years. As she had watched and studied them in the last two days she began to realize why they were considered almost as deadly as a Spartan wolf. There were five Drow total in Nalar and Malia’s family. Two of them were their children, a twenty year old boy and nineteen year old female. The third Drow was also a female who she was told was their cousin. Four different elves and three humans also lived with them, all of them members of the Krypteria, all of them having been born and raised on Earth. Two male and two female elves, and two female humans and one male human. All of them knew who Anton and Cihera were based on the greetings they had received, and all of them were part of some larger Drow clan she discovered. Nalar and Malia’s son Idafi and one of the female elves from Earth were married, and had been married since they were teenagers. She carried their first child, and they were completely devoted to each other. Nalar and Malia’s daughter Eriri was the one who ran the storefront they lived above. She was the face of their cover here, and after listening to them talk over the last two days, Las’elh discovered Eriri was the most deadly. She and the tall Wood Elf from Earth were planning to marry in the following year. Their cousin Ovana and one of the human females from Earth, a petite blond haired young woman named Rachel, were involved in a committed and torrid relationship if the soft sounds Las’elh had heard during the previous night from the room they shared were any indication. 
Malia had told her during the day previous that Drow females were not shy about their relationships, and if it was another female that roused their passion, a Drow would not hesitate to pursue that. Las’elh could attest to that since Cihera was by no means shy based on what she saw enroute to Nebonese. If she wanted her husband, Cihera didn’t seem to care that Las’elh slept only two meters away and neither did Anton.

No one was treated differently, and the table they all sat at for dinner was enormous. The conversation was plenty, discussing the ongoing events within the Union, and also the mission Anton and Cihera were on. Las’elh found that all Drow, no matter where they were, worshiped King Leonidas and their Queen almost fanatically. Their King knew of their history and skills and no matter what Scout unit you went to within the Lycavorian Union, more often than not you would find a Drow leading that unit. Though they projected an outward dominance to others and stuck to their reputation during the days and in public, here in private Las’elh noticed that all disappeared. Whether Drow or simply elf, the conversation and sense of warmth reminded Las’elh very much of her younger years when she was growing and the love and warmth her own family shared. It was why she had abandoned all she had gained to find out what happened to her sister.

Las’elh felt the nudge on her arm and turned to look at Cihera’s amber colored eyes. She felt an involuntary shudder vibrate through her at those eyes and how they looked at her. It was a look that actually made her feel wanted, and for a brief instant she imagined herself servicing Cihera in any way she desired. She tore her blue eyes away and looked down at the wickedly shape knife Cihera held out to her. She took the blade and slowly withdrew it from its sheath. The blade was matte black; the pommel curved and with a stud point on the end for piercing, backhanded blows. The back of the eighteen centimeter long blade had two wide spaced teeth forged into it, the rear of the razor edged blade also having a small U shaped gap near where it met the base of the pommel. Las’elh was an expert with knives and the one she now held was an intricately carved blade, supremely crafted and weighted perfectly. She turned back to Cihera.
“It is a Drow Vlos velve. A Blood Blade. It would look odd if you were not armed.” She spoke softly. “We will see about getting one balanced just for you, but for now this will do. I know you don’t approve of how we established your cover when we arrived here Las’elh, but it was needed to protect you.”
“I can take care of myself.” Las’elh stated quickly but without any trace of hostility.

Cihera nodded her head. “I have no doubts of that. You survived on your own in The Wilds without any support from the EI. I do not question your abilities. As you no doubt know, elves of any kind in The Wilds often disappear into slavery of the worst kind. And female elves are especially popular. Your beauty would have drawn much interest from the scum who live on Nebonese. Doing what we did keeps you from falling victim to this. As Anton explained… if they think you are my… if you are my…”

“Subservient Drow slave?” Las’elh spoke.

Cihera nodded and looked at her. “Yes. If they think this… most of them will not dare approach you.”

“Most?” Las’elh asked.

Anton leaned over from his seat across from her. “Even The Wilds has it share of stupid individuals who would risk their limbs to have an elf of your beauty Las’elh.” He said holding out the cut down version of what looked like the K12 to her. “For inside your calf. It is the K14 Special. Made especially for the Krypteria. Same design and action as the K12 KM, but much easier to hide.”

“It is why we asked you to wear what you do.” Cihera said.

Las’elh looked down at the one piece jumpsuit that conformed to her lithe body as if painted on. It proudly accented her large breasts and the curves of her ass, making it impossible for anyone to let their eyes drift down to her legs where the pant legs were free flowing and open. “I was wondering that.” Las’elh spoke.
Cihera smiled. “The jumpsuit is weaved with a reinforced Drow fiber that we harvest and design on Earth. It takes four months to make an outfit like that, but when it is done, it provides the same level of protection as a Scout/Sniper’s armor. It is very good at stopping small caliber weapons and blades, but also helps to accent your physical assets.”

Las’elh looked at her. “Do you have… do you have a real slave Cihera?” She asked quickly.

Cihera chuckled and shook her head. “No.” She stated. “And my people do not refer to their partners that way. Male or female.”
“It appears common among the Drow.” Las’elh spoke. “Your own mother has two. Don’t they call her mistress and she calls them slave?” She saw Cihera’s surprised expression. “Ovana told me last night.” Las’elh said quickly.

“Yes she does. However… my mother Lynwe is rather unique. And I consider Selene and Layna my mothers as well. They adopted me when I was very small and I have known no other family. You will find if you remain among the Drow for very long that those words are used more as affectionate terms of endearment and no longer have meaning among my people aside from expressions of love.” She said with a smile. “As for the second part of your question… the opportunity has never presented itself to us.”

“Us?” Las’elh asked.

“I love my husband Las’elh.” Cihera said.

“I certainly hope so.” Anton chimed in with a smile.

“It is not something I would do without Anton’s permission. If this opportunity ever came about… that female would need to understand that she would be part of both our lives in every way. Not just mine.” Cihera told her. “There are not many of them out there who would accept this… and I have no desire to look. Anton is already almost more than I can handle.” She finished with a smile.
“Wow! You’ve never told me that C.” Anton spoke with a larger grin.

Cihera looked at him with bright amber eyes. “And now that you know, your ego will grow by leaps and bounds I’m sure.” She said with an alluring voice.

“But you wouldn’t dismiss it?” Las’elh said.

Cihera looked back at Las’elh and shook her head. “No. My mother and Queen Aihola believe that Walter somehow and quite unknowingly, gave the Drow elves a predisposition in some fashion in this regard. A powerful attraction to both sexes.” She shrugged her shoulders. “It has been passed down through our bloodlines for centuries now and it is something Drow have come to expect and honor as part of our culture. Secretly I believe my mother and Aihola have always wished to see a Drow become part of the Royal family in some way. It would cement our standing within the Union for many still do not believe we are our own species of elf.” Cihera smiled. “Do not worry, Anton and I will let nothing happen to you Las’elh. Just know that we do not operate the same as the EI. Guard your emotions and responses well. The scum that live here in The Wilds have come to expect those we call slave to be subservient, but not completely so. Prepare yourself… we will be arriving at the meeting in a few minutes.”
Las’elh fastened the vlos velve to the waist belt she wore. As she leaned over and used the Velcro straps to secure the K14 to her inner calf, she did not see the look that passed between Anton and Cihera. It was a look of intense interest, especially on Cihera’s part, and when she saw Anton give her an almost imperceptible nod Cihera knew he could smell it on her. She knew he could smell her desire for Las’elh wafting from her pores. And he approved. It was not something they had ever spoken of, yet seeing his acceptance if she wished to pursue it made her love him all the more.
As the Lifter glided up the worn gravel path towards the abandoned mining facility, Las’elh sat back up. The small armored window between the cockpit of the Lifter and the rear opened and Nalar’s face appeared. 
“We are almost there Anton.” He spoke. “Our people say he has four in the towers above the entrance. Another seven inside. All lightly armed.”

“You think he plans something Nalar?” Cihera asked.

“I think he knows Gravork has disappeared from Talbor Seven and suddenly we know of his whereabouts here on Nebonese.” Nalar spoke. “While not unusual considering the type of information we have been able to obtain in the past, he also knows Gravork is one of the few who know who he is and where he can be located. He also knows that Anton’s father wiped out their weapons trading unit and Prince Androcles destroyed his forces on Eleysi Three. He will be cautious and suspect everyone. Considering the losses he has taken in the years since the end of the war he is allowing non-Evolli into his ranks now, he controls them but they are more unpredictable in their own reactions.”

Las’elh looked at Cihera. “Prince Androcles destroyed his forces? How?”

“These Evolli were the ones that Gravork put this Lycavorian in contact with. He wanted people willing to target Union assets and individuals. These same Evolli were contracted by the High Coven to deliver T19s to an Immortal detachment. They were also contracted by what now appears to be a Lycavorian to conduct an assassination of my Aunt Aricia and Aunt Anja as they were returning from Hadaria several weeks ago. The attempt failed mainly in part because Andro got there first with his brothers and sisters and killed them all.” Anton spoke.

Las’elh looked at him. “And now you want the name of that Lycavorian.” She spoke.

Cihera nodded as she met her eyes. “We told you this before… not in as great detail… and you were distracted with anger at the time, but essentially yes.” She answered. “We believe this Lycavorian to be the King’s brother Pleistarchus. We also believe he is attempting to hurt Martin Leonidas by going after those he thinks are easy targets. We came out here originally to discover about the weapons dealing, you were there when we first interrogated Gravork. You know what he said. This has gotten much larger than we first thought.”

“Those targets were my Aunts.” Anton spoke sternly. “My uncle doesn’t allow anyone to target his family. Especially not his Queens.” 
“What does that have to do with my sister?” Las’elh asked. “I understand about these Evolli targeting the Queens. But this Lycavorian sold the information to Gravork, who then passed it on to these unknown mercenaries. Why would finding him help me?” 

“Tell her Anton.” Cihera spoke. “She has a right to know everything now. All of this is now linked together.”

“Gravork put these unknown individuals directly in contact with this Lycavorian.” Anton spoke. “He did not sell them the information as he first said. During my interrogation of him I discovered he put them in direct contact with the traitor among our people. This Lycavorian met them on three different times that Gravork arranged. He was the middle man only. Similar to his actions with most of his weapons deals.” 
“We believe this Lycavorian to be the King’s brother as we said. But to do what he has done indicates he is moving about the Union with more freedom than he should have. And that can only mean he has help among others within the Union.” Cihera spoke.

Nalar nodded from the front as he listened to them. “Queen For’mya and Queen Dysea’s directives were very clear.” He stated. “Discover who this Lycavorian is positively, even though we already believe it to be Pleistarchus, and then find out who is helping him. And end them.”
Las’elh looked at Cihera. “I thought the Krypteria’s own Charter forbade working within Union space.” She said.

Cihera nodded. “It does.” She stated. “Unless a direct authorization from the King or Prime Minister Deia is issued.”

Anton smiled. “Deia is the King’s Aunt Las’elh.” He stated seeing her blue eyes go wide at this information. “She is the younger sister of the King’s grandmother Eliani. And she is far more devious and protective of the King than even his Queens. She released Armetus and the Krypteria to discover what is going on three days ago. The Krypteria Oversight Committee approved the request to operate within Union borders until such time as all the information is gathered. Minister L’tian, Queen For’mya’s father, is now also involved in the investigation. As well as the Hadarian Oversight Minister since these ships were apparently carrying Hadarian medical technology and either leaving or going to Hadaria.”
“So you see Las’elh…” Cihera spoke. “Our paths have crossed for a reason. And now our goals our mutually beneficial. We find this Lycavorian… we find who took your sister.”

Nalar smiled. “Welcome to the Drow Clan Anatyla, of the Family Anatyla. The Drow Queen’s family.” Las’elh’s eyes grew even wider at this and she opened her mouth to speak.

The deafening roar and sound of screeching metal silenced her and then the Lifter was struck by a hammer like blow lifting it up onto its side. Las’elh’s last vision before darkness claimed her was of Anton reaching for Cihera.

Then blackness claimed her.

MJOLNIR’S HAND


Aricia and Isabella stood in the landing bay watching as the G9 Long Range Runner was guided by the anti-grav beam projecting from the massive struts and cylindrical balls that lined the ceiling of the bay. It was how all of the ships were moved as they were brought into the landing bay itself from the launch tubes, or lifted on elevators from the hanger deck and the repair facilities below. Along the massive length of the landing bay were lined TEMPEST and DEVASTATOR fighters and fighter bombers. Three STRIKER ATs could be seen parked along the far wall of the bay, their ramps down while crews moved in and out of the ships. The two STRIKER DTs that were always assigned to MJOLNIR’S HAND sat idle next to their more heavily armed sisters.


 A reinforced squad of Durcunusaan stood in a loose half circle around Aricia and Isabella. Close enough to react to any threat they might detect, but also far enough away to make it seem less threatening. Aricia and Isabella both wore the black ArmorPly, their gold trimmed crimson capes brushing against the deck of the landing bay as their eyes followed the movement of the G9. They both turned when the azure scaled Isheeni moved off the elevator from the upper deck and deftly moved her muscular form to take up station just to Aricia’s right. The Durcunusaan troops shifted slightly when Isheeni did this, allowing them and her more room to react if they needed. Isheeni settled gracefully to the deck, her four limbs cocked under her like springs while her wickedly long talons rapped on the deck plating gently.


While Arzoal held the title of Elder Mother and Matriarch, her daughter Isheeni was now widely recognized and known among the dragons of the Union as their moral compass. Like her mother, Isheeni possessed incredible awareness and intelligence because of her bond with Aricia and the strength of their Mindvoice abilities. Over the years she had also become known as the most compassionate dragon within the Union. Her uncompromising love of her hybrid dragon mate Torma was legendary among the dragons, as was the story of how they had become the two most powerful dragons within the Union. Yet for all her compassion, Isheeni was also the type that once you pushed her to the point of breaking, her wrath was unimaginable to behold. Three hundred Evolli soldiers had fallen under her talons and teeth and inferno like breath. She held the distinction of being able to sustain her flame for longer than most other dragons in the Union, and the retreating Evolli had learned just that in hers and Aricia’s dash to get to their beloved mates the morning after the slaughter that was Alba Tau. Isheeni had wailed within Mindvoice upon seeing her Torma on the ground, soaked in blood and the wounds on his side beginning to grow infected from the foul dirt of the planet. He and Martin lay against one another, the bodes of the Evolli stacked sometimes six or seven high around them, the massive log beside her mate, stained with the blood and rotting flesh of those Evolli he had smashed into pulp with it when he could no longer pull his huge body off the ground. It had been a terrible time for her and Aricia, their mates and children looking so batter and broken, Andro and Elynth a short distance away looking even more bloody and ragged. They had come through it together however, and only grown stronger for it.


Do you sense anything sister? Aricia asked her.


Isheeni shook her huge head slowly. Only a mild Mindvoice presence. There is more confusion within several of those on board than anything else. Confusion directed inward really.


Inward? Bella spoke looking at her.


Isheeni nodded. A question of purpose really. But they are determined nonetheless. I sense no deception Aricia.


Aricia turned back. Nor do I.


Isabella shook her head. For’mya’s skill is rubbing off on you. She spoke. It is very nerve racking at times to hear you talk like that.


Aricia grinned and bumped her hip into Isabella. We can teach you. She said.


Isabella shook her head quickly. No thank you. I don’t want to know another’s purpose until they act. Then I will know how to act. It keeps me sharp.


Isheeni and Aricia chuckled within Mindvoice and Isheeni butted her snout gently into Isabella’s shoulder. Bella you are one of the calmest individuals no matter the situation. Isheeni spoke. Imagine if you had this skill.


It is hard enough having to deal with ussta she-elf and her visions. Bella answered. Knowing what another person thinks is not something I’m prepared for.


We can only sense their surface emotions Bella. We can’t read their thoughts. Aricia said.


That’s bad enough. Bella answered with a smile. What do you do when you come across a man who sees you and has intimate thoughts and fantasies about you suddenly racing through his mind Aricia? Or when a young dragon has fantasies about you Isheeni. And don’t tell me that doesn’t happen. What do you do?


Aricia looked at Isheeni with a grin. Well… it has led to some very promising nights of pleasure with the men in our lives. Isheeni finally answered.


Aricia nodded. It most certainly has.

Isabella shook her head. You two are such pomai! She exclaimed with considerable humor.

Aricia shrugged her shoulders with a smile. Martin and Torma don’t complain. Besides… there may be men out there more handsome than Martin, but we would never deceive and betray him. Not with the way he makes us all feel. She stated smugly. She looked at Isabella. How long were you going to wait before you told the rest of us you are pregnant again Bella?


Isabella looked at her with an embarrassed grin. I was going to wait until we returned. She replied knowing she could not deny it after all their years together. I have wanted… I have wanted to give him a son for so long Aricia. Anuk received the results back just before we left to come here.


That is why you have been so amorous then. Not that I am complaining mind you. Aricia said with a smile. He is strong already Bella. We can sense that even now.


Isheeni nodded. And For’mya desires to give him a girl more than anything. When she does perhaps the five of you will stop having children and begin to enjoy your pleasure more.


Aricia laughed out loud then and she reached up to put her hand on Isheeni’s snout. “I believe Anja and I already came to that decision.” She said. “After we both gave birth to twins, we said enough.”

Bah! Isheeni exclaimed. He has only to caress you with his aura and you will do anything he desires.

Aricia snorted. “As if you are any different with Torma sister.”

The three of them laughed and Aricia reached out and took Isabella’s hand. “She’s right you know.” She said as the loud clunking noise indicated the G9 locking into place on the deck twenty meters away.

Isabella nodded. “Yes… but that is why it is so much fun.” She answered.

They both turned as the whirring noise began and the ramp on the G9 began to come down slowly, the Durcunusaan moving closer, their hands holding their 190s ready, but not pointed at the ship. Aricia and Isabella moved closer as they saw three figures begin to come into view as the ramp lowered. They watched as the Eanae and vampire they had seen in the transmission were among the three men. The third looked vaguely familiar to Aricia in some way and she slowed her pace as they approached.
Isheeni detected this instantly. [Sister?] She asked.

[The one on the left.] Aricia said. [I know him from somewhere.]
Bella looked at the blond haired man, his face relaxed but his body tense. [From where?] She asked.

[That’s just it…] Aricia spoke. [I know I’ve seen him before… but I can’t…] Aricia’s eyes grew wide in that instant and her hand dropped to her Nehtes, pulling it free in a single blink as the three men stopped in front of them. “Durcunusaan! Move!” She screamed.

There was no hesitation in their movements. No questioning looks around. Aricia swept her Nehtes in front of her, enhancing her movement with her Mindvoice abilities. The unknown vampire had no chance to blur. No chance to wrap the shadows around him and in that single instant before she dropped him painfully onto his back, Aricia wondered why. Isabella did blur however, her dual blades appearing in her fists as she appeared behind Maros and pressed them tightly to his throat as two Durcunusaan pushed Joyar to the deck none too kindly.
“Do not move if you wish to continue breathing!” Isabella hissed.

Aricia shoved the razor like head of her spear into the second vampire’s chest, his blue eyes looking up at her from the deck. She reached up and tapped the COM unit on her uniform as alarms began going off all over the ship. “Komirri!” She barked.

“My Queen!” His voice was angered because he thought it was happening again on his ship. “Aricia what is going on?”

“Komirri… lock our port side Type Two batteries on that frigate and prepare to fire!” Aricia ordered without hesitation.

“Port side!” Komirri’s voice chimed out on the COM. “Port side! Full charge! Prepare to fire!”

Maros’s grew wide. “Wait! We aren’t armed! We came just as you asked!”

“My family is on that ship!” Joyar screamed. “You gave me your word!!”

“You bring this creature onto my Beloved’s ship!” Aricia snarled poking her Nehtes harder into the vampire’s chest.

“What are you talking about?” Maros exclaimed quickly. “He’s a Commander in the Insurgency!”

“Aricia what is wrong?” Isabella asked holding Maros securely in her grasp.

“I knew this man!” Aricia snapped. “I knew this man on Earth! He was one of Martin’s men! One that he turned before the comet! He was part of Martin’s Royal Guard when he first came to Sparta. He was killed during the Battle of Eden City!”

Isabella’s eyes dropped to the man as he lay on the deck, his hands extended out to show he was unarmed. His blue eyes flashed to her and then back to Aricia. He had a handsome face, and looked perfectly human except for the cobalt color of his eyes and the tips of his vampiric fangs protruding from under his top lip.

“I don’t suppose… I don’t suppose there is any way I could talk to the Skipper is there.” He asked.
Aricia’s face twisted slightly as she glared at him. “You will speak to no one but my Nehtes unless you tell me why you are here clone scum!”

The Durcunusaan troop stepped up to Aricia now, his 190 leveled at the vampire clone. His eyes were wide as he glared at the clone, but he motioned with his head to Aricia. “My Queen.” He broke in. “He speaks of the King.”

Aricia looked at him. “What?”

“This word he used. Skipper. It is what the King’s unit called him. A term of affection and respect.” He replied.

“Olant… are you sure?” Aricia asked.

He nodded. “Positive Milady. I studied the King’s history before the comet quite extensively. I wrote a Final Term paper on his past to finish my studies before graduating and moving on to the Durcunusaan. I received an excellent grade for content. Bad grade for grammar.” He said shrugging his shoulders.

Aricia looked at the vampire. “What name do you use now clone?” She barked. “And how do you know this term?”

“My name is Colin. Colin Walsh.” He answered. “And I know that term because I know the Skipper. I was… I am Chief Petty Officer Colin Walsh.”

Aricia glanced at Isabella quickly. “You lie!” She said. “You are a clone! Martin saw your body!”

Walsh nodded. “Yeah he sure did. Kind of spooky if you ask me. And yes I’m a clone. I was made by the High Coven scientists. Only problem is they never thought we would end up having the memories of the original host take over who they made us out to be? I much prefer being a wolf I’ll tell you that.”

Aricia stared at him as she slowly pulled her Nehtes back. “You expect me to believe this?” She snarled at him.
“Contact him! Ask him yourself!” Walsh spoke quickly. “Ask him about Operation Thunder Blade!”

“Martin’s history is well known to any who have access to the Netnews!” Isabella snapped. 

Walsh shook his head. “Not this mission. Only four of us went on it. It was unsanctioned! Only four of us went on it and only three of us came back! Contact him and ask him! I’m telling you I’m Colin Walsh!”

“My Queen… we are standing by!” Komirri’s voice echoed over the COM.

“Komirri… stand down!” Aricia ordered. “And get me a secure Spartan One channel to Martin on the SPIRIT. Are we still within COM range?”

“Extreme range yes.” Komirri answered.

“Then do it right now Komirri! We need to speak with him.”

“Done.” Komirri barked.

“Olant… take them to the holding room.” Aricia said. “Bella and I will go and talk with Martin.” She turned back to Walsh. “If what you say is false clone scum… I will vent your carcasses into the void of space myself and watch as we blow your ship from the stars! And I will not blink when I give that order.”

Aricia stepped back as the Durcunusaan moved in to secure the three men. “Bella… Isheeni… come.” She said. “Quickly… before Martin and Anja move out of range.”

SPIRIT OF HADARIA


“…Operation Thunder Blade?” Martin asked softly looking down at the deck plating from where he rested on the edge of Anja’s desk.

He and Anja were sitting in her office on the SPIRIT when the urgent communication from Aricia came in.


“Do you know of what this clone speaks Beloved?” Aricia asked.

Martin looked back up. “Yes.” He replied. “It was an operation that four of us conducted when we returned from Iran. Unsanctioned like he said. We did it on our own. We… we went after the politicians who sold us out and left us in the desert. They did it for oil and money. We discovered that when we returned. One of us didn’t make it back. Petty Officer Wendt took out his targets and himself to keep from being caught by police.”


“Anja… how could this clone know of this?” Isabella asked. “If only Martin and Daniel knew of it when Colin Walsh was killed in the Battle for Earth… how could he know this?”


Anja got up from her chair and moved around to stand next to Martin. “There’s only one way.” She said. “Memory ingrams.”


Martin looked at her. “Memory who?”


“All of us have memory ingrams in our brains lover.” Anja explained. “They are sort of like memory discs for a computer. They are coded directly into our DNA. It’s what allows us to remember things after we have been knocked unconscious for instance. Given the Lycavorian healing system… even if these ingrams are damaged in some way they will re-grow over time.”


“Anja… this is a vampire we are talking of.” Aricia said.


Anja nodded. “Yes… I know. But if the Coven cloning process is as good as Aikiro boasts… as good as we’ve seen in the past… it’s possible the memory ingrams of the original host have resuscitated.”

“So you are saying that though they may now be clones, they have all the memories of their original host?” Bella asked. “That is… Anja that is…”


Anja nodded. “Crazy I know… but we’ve determined that their cloning process is based at least in part off the Mindvoice ship technology. AVI himself has confirmed that. The clone I showed Martin in Sparta… the one who was part of the insurgent attack on the Kavalians… he was perfect in every way. Aside from the fact that he was a vampire.”


“I thought you said Aikiro removed any Lycavorian DNA from these clones when she created them.” Aricia spoke.


“That’s what she told us as well.” Anja said. “That is obviously not the case if this clone with you retains memories of the original Colin Walsh. Especially memories that would have been buried very deep. I would need to have Anuk run tests on the body we have at the hospital to be sure… but that’s my guess on it.”


“But if she had any Lycavorian DNA removed… how could these memory ingrams have the original host memories?”


“He was a genome before Marty turned him.” Anja spoke. Aikiro couldn’t remove those Source DNA strands. Not is she wanted to create leaders. Once Martin turned them and the cellular bonding became complete, the genome DNA and Lycan DNA was fused. She may have taken it out of their bodies, but not out of their brains.”


“So this clone… this man is Colin Walsh Red?” Martin asked her. 


Anja looked at him and nodded. “Maybe not in a physical sense… but if what Aricia and Bella are saying is accurate… then as far as his mind is concerned, yes.”

Martin rose to his feet then. “Man this clone sibfla gives me a headache!” He spat.


Anja looked at them in the holo transmission. “We’re going to lose the COM signal very soon Aricia. You and Bella get him to submit to an immediate medical exam and then send everything to me on Hadaria via secure data pack.”


“Not a transmission?” Aricia asked.


Anja shook her head. “Given what is going on with everything, the less people who know about this the better. I don’t think even Aikiro realizes what is going on with her clones.”


Aricia nodded as the transmission flickered suddenly. “We will make it so.” She said. “I will contact you when we return to Earth. You should be on your way back by then.”


Martin turned and nodded his head. “Be alert Saaraurano, Du'ased 'ranndi. Cover each other’s backs.”

Isabella nodded. “We will.” She spoke. “We will see you soon.”


Martin looked at Anja when she turned from the holo transmission and met his eyes. “I’ll be able to tell what’s going on with the clones when I have live samples of their DNA.” She said confidently.


“Is all that crap you were just spewing… is all that actually even possible Red?” Martin asked her.


Anja chuckled as she stepped up to him. “Unfortunately yes.” She spoke looking up into his face. “The question remains… just how much of the memories have returned? And how many of your team that was cloned is still alive? Outside of this one with Aricia and Bella and the clone of Julie on Earth that is.”


Martin met her jade green eyes. “AVI told me that we have a genetic predisposition to hate one another.” He said. “Because of these Pralors. The Pralors used command of these ships as a reward and an exile. The one on Nuwaroa was being exiled. My ancestor was apparently one of those who voted to have him exiled. Guess they didn’t get along even then.”


Anja smiled. “I thought you didn’t like hanging around AVI?” She said.


Martin shrugged. “He ain’t so bad.” He spoke. “At least he doesn’t call me Milord… or your Kingship… or some other silly shit like that. When we get back from Hadaria I think I’ll have another talk with Aikiro.”  


Anja slipped her arms around his waist. “You did not have to come with me Martin.” She said.

Martin looked at her. “You trying to get rid of me Red?” He asked.

Anja smiled. “Not at all… I can handle my Aunt and the Elders though. And you have enough to worry about.”

“My Queens come before everything else.” He said. “The women I love and my children. Besides… I’m getting sick of your Aunt and her arrogance.”

Anja chuckled. “You and me both. Do you think Aikiro knows what could be happening with her clones?”


Martin snorted. “Maybe… maybe not.” He spoke. “She either knows or just didn’t want to tell me why when I asked her in Sparta, or she doesn’t know why and can’t explain it any better than I can. In which case she would say nothing because she won’t let slip of that persona of hers that she is better than me.”

Martin inhaled deeply and Anja’s sweet honey scent filled his senses completely. She was worried about what would happen on Hadaria, angry that the Hadarian Elders were finally showing their religious fanaticism, and very angry that they would threaten to take her children.  Martin could tell all of this easily just by her scent and the gentle caress of her mind in his.

“What are Retta, Calyb and Siara doing right now?” Martin asked finally. They had also brought their niece with them so that she could return to Hadaria and be with her mother.

“Universal History Studies.” Anja replied immediately pulling back her head and looking at him, knowing exactly what her children were being taught in their schooling. The Hadarian Elders could think what they want, she and her fellow Queens were ruthless when it came to instructing and educating their children. All one had to do to discover that was ask Andro and the older Leonidas children who got more beatings by skipping their tutored classes on top of their normal schooling. “It just started… why?”


“So we got like two hours.” Martin said.


Anja saw the glint in Martin’s eye and a smile crept across her beautiful face. “Two hours and fifteen minutes.” She said. “Did you have something in mind lover?”

Martin shrugged his broad shoulders. “I don’t know… there’s not enough time.” He spoke. “And we arrive on Hadaria in eighteen hours.”

Anja pressed her body tighter against his and smiled wickedly. “I’ll make it worth your while my big Alpha wolf.” She spoke alluringly, releasing her female aura to reach out and caress Martin’s senses.


Martin looked at her, maintaining rigid control of his own aura and senses which were rapidly spiraling about. “We should get back to the bridge and make sure we’re not needed.” He stated calmly. He leaned over and kissed her forehead before turning to head for the door.


Anja stared at him stunned and in a huff bent over her desk to stab the controls for the door. Her own passions had risen and now she wanted her mate and husband. If she had to force herself on him she would do just that. 
“Martin Leonidas you stop right…Ohhhhhhhh….” Anja gasped as she felt Martin’s body press up against her tightly from behind, his aura reaching out to embrace her tightly. She felt his face lower to her neck and he nuzzled the skin of her neck and her ear firmly as his hands reached around in front of her. One hand smoothly covered her left breast while his right hand dropped lower to her abdomen and slid quickly inside the loose pants she wore, his fingers coming to rest pressed against her already aroused clit, slowly brushing against her nub and enflaming it even more.

“One minute with you is worth a thousand years of solitude Red.” Martin hissed into her ear gently.


Anja’s body ignited then as he hit her with nearly the full force of his aura, her jade green eyes flying open and her arms reaching up over her shoulders to grasp his long black hair. Every nerve ending lit up, every brush of his fingers against her clit savaging her rapidly dwindling control. 
“Martin…” She gasped. “Martin… not… not in my office!” She stammered as the fingers of his left hand manipulated her breast expertly, as only he could. “The bridge… the bridge is…”


“Do you still have your extra uniform here?” Martin asked her.


Anja could only nod her head. “Yes… yes….”


“Good!” Martin said and took the fabric of her top in his left hand and yanked hard. Anja gasped delightfully as the shirt tore away under his powerful tug, exposing her heated skin to his male touch. Anja never wore undergarments and she hadn’t for more years than she could remember. As his hand came back up and his fingers found her hard nipple she gasped once more as his right hand left her now soaked pussy and quickly ripped away her pants with a single pull. All that remained of the pants were shredded parts that covered her calves, which she quickly discarded by kicking off the lightweight shoes she wore and letting the fabric drop away around her feet.

“Oh… oh you bastard!” Anja snarled as his face once more lowered to her neck and ear and he nuzzled her even harder, inciting her passion.


Anja’s whole body was on fire now… her skin burning with desire and need for her mate. Martin was hitting her with the full extent of what she could tolerate from his aura and it was driving her insane with want. It was as if his hands were everywhere, touching every square millimeter of her body at once, caressing her like a thousands feathers and setting fire to her skin and her blood. His lips came up to her ear, nibbled on her ear lobe and spoke to her in a husky voice.


“You are mine Anja Leonidas!” He rasped knowing that it increased her passion when he spoke to her in such a fashion. “And I am going to fuck you now!”


Anja’s legs became weak and she shuddered in a mini orgasm as his words filled her head. He had her pressed against the front of her desk, his body somehow already without clothes. She felt his hot skin against her back, and the straining dominance of his thick twelve inch cock nestled between the cheeks of her ass.


“Yes!” She rasped out. “Fuck me Martin! Fuck me! Take me now!”


Martin pushed her upper body down, her breasts smashing against the top of her desk as he reached down and lifted one of her legs in his hands. He positioned the flared head of his cock at the sopping entrance to her bald pussy, hearing her moan loudly as he pushed the head inside her velvet heat and stopped. Anja’s hands slapped down on the top and she lifted her upper body, her back arching off the desk as she glared at him over her shoulder with jade green wolf eyes.


“Do it Martin! Don’t you tease me you prick! I need you too badly! Do it!” She growled at him.

Martin didn’t make her wait. He rammed his hips forward and Anja could no nothing but wail in explosive delight as every wonderfully thick inch of his cock impaled her with a single dominating stroke. She grabbed the edges of her desk as he lifted her legs off the floor, holding her hips in his powerful hands and he began to stroke into her with spirit shattering twelve inch plunges. He reached forward with one hand, wrapping her silky Persian red hair in his fingers and pulled her head back as he leaned forward, her neck straining with effort. God she loved it when he dominated her Anja thought. He placed his lips next to her right ear as he pummeled her tight body, driving his cock into her. Smallest she may have been in physical stature Anja knew, but when Martin made love to her it was powerfully passionate and she used all her combined wolf strength and Hadarian healing power to make it last as long as possible. It would not happen now she knew as his cock pounded her with driving strokes; both of them wanted each other too badly to make it last for very long. She loved it when he spoke dirty to her as he possessed her, or when his fingers danced sinfully across her engorged clit as he was fucking her. 

“This is what you want my Queen?” Martin hissed. “You want my cock inside you?”


Anja could only whimper out her response, her fingers clenching and unclenching on the top of her desk as his driving strokes into her petite body caused mountains of delightful ripples to tumble upon her with machine gun regularity. The orgasms were coming quick and furious, and her come had already soaked their lower bodies. This is what his aura could do to her; it held her on the edge of that pleasure crest, always in control and never pushing her into the realm where she could refuse him nothing. Her body drummed with a myriad kaleidoscope of delicious sensations as it always did when Martin made love to her. It never grew tiresome or superfluous what he could do to her, what he could do to all of them, each time seemingly surpassing the last. 


“I… I love it!” Anja screamed out. “Nubous lae! Nubous lae mathaa Martin!”

Martin was lost already, her honey scent floating from her pores and saturating his wolf senses, her sweet come soaking his upper thighs. Her pussy was a delight he would in no way grow weary with. The heat and tightness, the exacting control she had of her inner muscles gripping his cock, and threatening at times to tear it from its roots. He reached forward and pulled her back towards him more, driving his hips faster and harder into her supple body. The groans and loud gasps of blissful abandon spilled from Anja’s lips wantonly, filling his ears and her office with the tones of her voice. Her office was not completely soundproof, and Martin had no doubts those who passed by in the corridor could hear her sinful cries of pleasure. Neither of them could care in the least. He pounded into her once more, pinning her upper body to the desk and reached down to grasp her calves. Anja howled out her pleasure as he turned her slowly, still impaled upon his dominating cock. Her arms whipped about, knocking items from her desk as she tried to grab onto something and failed. Halfway through the belly clenching turn her back arched off the desk and she came again. Martin leaned forward quickly, his lips claiming hers in a demanding fashion as Anja’s body bucked in his arms from the force of her orgasm. She plunged her four inch tongue into his mouth in response to his kiss as his arms curled under her. She tore her lips away when he lifted her from the desk and she sank ever further onto his thick cock, her eyes rolling into the back of her head as his hands gripped her firm ass cheeks and he began to raise and lower her upon his cock.


Anja felt the orgasm building once more and she wrapped her arms around his shoulders, nibbling his ear painfully hard with her wolf teeth as her abdomen undulated.


“Bastard!” She hissed. “You… bastard! So… so good! Martin… Martin I… I love you!” It hit her with the force of a meteor strike, ripping through her body and sending every pleasure receptor in her body into overdrive. “I… ahhhhhhh… I love… youuu!” Anja screamed as her head flew back and her hips smashed against Martin’s and she held them there reaching for the pinnacle of release.

Martin’s groans matched Anja’s and he pulled her down tightly onto his throbbing cock. Her almost violent orgasm seized his cock, squeezing it tighter and Martin knew then he had lost this fight. His twelve inch length ballooned in size and he roared out his own release as his searing hot come erupted into Anja’s convulsing belly. Her ankles locked at the small of his back and she ground her pussy down on his length instinctively, not wanting to sacrifice a drop of his essence.


Martin staggered slightly as the orgasms shook them, and as Anja clung to him like glue with her hips still moving and milking his cock, he made his way to the couch in her office. He lowered them down with a heave of air, Anja whimpering in bliss at the vibrations this caused within her. Her head fell to his shoulder, her Persian red hair spilling across his shoulder and chest and down to the small of her back. Her fingers entwined in his long black hair as he nuzzled the side of her neck featherlike, dropping small kisses on her shoulder and upper arm.

Anja pulled her face back slowly and looked at his black outlined yellow wolf eyes. Eyes that had caught her attention and undying love form the moment she had seen them in their changed shape. She brought her finger up and caressed the savage looking dual fangs that protruded from his gums. To anyone else, even other wolves, his dual fangs gave him a frightening visage. To Anja and the four other women who worshiped this man, it was the most beautiful thing they had ever seen.


“It’s… it’s been a while since I’ve had you all to myself for so long a period of time.” She told him tilting her head slightly as she felt his throbbing cock still buried within her.


Martin’s eyes twinkled. “Do you think we should waste it?” He said with a grin.


Anja matched his smile. “Hell no!”


Martin laughed and rolled over onto the couch bringing Anja with him. “We still got two hours and nine minutes!” He told her before lowering his lips to hers and continuing his possession of her.

MJOLNIR’S HAND


“…what did the Skipper say?” Colin Walsh asked as Aricia and Isabella walked in with Vonis.


Walsh’s eyes grew a little wider when he saw Vonis and he turned to look at Joyar. “Vith uns’aa! You weren’t kidding Joyar!” He exclaimed turning back to watch as Vonis stood beside his sister. “Vonis… son of the Empress herself. Damn… she’s had a contract for you since you got smart and found yourself an elf woman and told her to take a leap!”

Vonis blurred instantly and was upon Walsh before he could react. His hand closed around the clone’s throat and he rammed him into the bulkhead while Maros and Joyar looked on with wide eyes. Maros had never seen a vampire move so fast, not even a pureblood like himself. He saw Isabella and Aricia looking on with smile son their faces.

Vonis’s cobalt blue eyes glared at Walsh intensely, holding him easier since he was at least six inches taller and probably eighty pounds heavier. Vonis was very large for a pureblood vampire. “You will speak of my Blessed Wife with more respect clone!” Vonis snarled. “I agreed to this meeting with Joyar, not you. Do not make my sister and Aricia regret staying their hands when they could have killed you without thinking. You are no match for either of them and I suggest you keep that in mind.”


“I… I was only trying to make a joke!” Walsh gasped as he tried to pry Vonis’s grip from around his neck. “I meant nothing by it!”


“Vonis!” Isabella spoke softly. “Release him brother.” Vonis didn’t take his eyes from Walsh and slowly backed up pulling his hand from his throat. He turned and returned to his spot by Isabella as she settled into one of the three chairs at the table. Isabella looked at him with a sisterly gaze and then turned back to Walsh and the others. “Sit down please.” She said.


“My family?” Joyar asked. “I have done what I said Vonis… my family is…”


“Your family is boarding our MENKLA transport as we speak Joyar.” Aricia said looking at him. “You are correct and you have kept your word. And Bella and I will keep ours. We have established new identities for all of you and Martin has authorized a payment of fifty million riyal for you to live out the rest of your lives in peace.”


“Fifty… fifty million riyal!” Joyar gasped. “Lady… Lady Aricia this is… I did not ask for such a thing.”


Aricia nodded. “We know. But considering your actions may have just saved countless lives on both sides… Martin thought it appropriate.” She answered. “Vonis has suggested that you join us however, at least until your family has arrived. He says your insight into how conditions in The Wilds are could be even more invaluable.”


Joyar nodded quickly. “Of course. Anything Lady Aricia.” He said moving to the chair.


“You spoke to the Skipper then?” Walsh asked as he sat down.


“You would be dead if we had not.” Vonis snapped.


Isabella reached out and placed her hand on his arm. “My brother is very protective of his wife Va’nimia.” She said. “We are more respectful of such things within the Union Mister Walsh.”


The clone nodded his head. “Fair enough.” He stated sincerely. “I apologize if I seemed disrespectful. That wasn’t my intent. We have… we’ve just heard a lot about you from the General. How you made a choice to rebel against your mother. How you made a choice to live free and prosper. It has… it has inspired many of us.”

Vonis looked at Isabella with surprise on his face. He turned back to Walsh. “Me?” He gasped.


“You were the first.” Walsh said. “The first to decide your mother was a vith'rell ushdui emp'poss.” (Fucking nut job)


Maros nodded his head with Walsh. “The General was the one who gave us the details to your defection Prince Vonis.” He said. “The uncensored version of what happen. Four years ago… when he first took over command of all the groups within our insurgency. You have been a light to what we all want. What you have achieved I mean.”

“Your insurgency attacked the Kavalian Trade Delegation on this very ship with Queen For’mya and Prince Resumar onboard.” Aricia stated. “Your people raped and murdered eleven Kavalian females to accomplish this mission. You’ll forgive us if we are leery of what you say.”



“The General wasn’t happy about that.” Maros said quickly. “In fact he was so angry he demanded we only concentrate on High Coven targets and remain out of Union space for the immediate future. Four other senior commanders made that decision without consulting him.”


“Let us talk about this General.” Aricia said.


“Hold on…” Walsh spoke. “How do we know we can trust you?” He asked. “We took a great risk coming here. Aikiro wants us dead! She’d give her left ovary to see all of us burn. How do we know you aren’t setting us up so she can bury all of us in one fell swoop?”


“Your first indication of that would be is that you still breathe.” Isabella spoke calmly. “And that order came from Martin Leonidas.”


Walsh leaned back in his chair. “He remembered huh?”


“He remembers the Colin Walsh who went on that mission with him.” Aricia said. “We are not yet convinced that is you. I will warn you, given Martin’s feelings towards clones because of what the Coven did to his mother; your fate now rests with us. Anja has demanded that you submit to a complete and extensive medical exam. I will only ask that you do this. She has an idea of what is happening with you… only a medical exam will confirm it.”


“And if I refuse?” Walsh said. 


Aricia shrugged. “That is up to you.” She spoke. “You will never get close to Martin unless it is through us.”


Isabella smiled. “And you will never get through us.”


Walsh looked at her. “Ph'jal d'ukt roma saph dos draa?” (Are all of his women like you two?)


Isabella and Aricia chuckled together. “If you think we are bad… you should see Anja or Dysea when they are protecting him.”

“We know that there is more to my mother’s visit to Earth than a simple Cease Fire Accord.” Vonis spoke.


“You are training the dragons they stole from you twenty three years ago. We already know that.” Walsh said. “That doesn’t sit too well with many of us. That you are helping them in any manner makes a lot of us wary of what your intentions are.”


Aricia and Isabella looked at each other and Vonis. “You seem to be very well informed about things.” Aricia spoke turning back to him.


Walsh shrugged. “The General has a lot of sources.” He spoke.


“We do not wish to make an enemy of the Union.” Maros spoke. “That is not what we wish. We have built homes and settlements in secret. We have families and schools and hospitals. Ask Joyar. He has seen what we have built. And what we lack.”


Joyar nodded. “It is true Lady Aricia. Lady Isabella.” He spoke. “I have shuttled between these settlements for years.”

“And what is it you hope to achieve with your insurgency Commander Maros?” Vonis asked.


“The same thing you achieved when you defected.” Maros answered. “Freedom to make our own choices. Live how we want to live and not be under Aikiro’s brutal heel. She and her daughter throw our lives away needlessly against the Kavalians. In hopeless missions that cause thousands of lives and gain nothing. I have seen too many of my friends die to gain some pathetic moon or jungle world. For what? So that she remains in power and does not make the changes needed to end this war once and for all. We need to reach out to others. To show them we are willing to change. That is what we need to do. Now we do nothing to strike fear into the Kavalians. Nothing that makes them think twice about attacking us. Even Moran has become more political now. We grew tired of this and began to form the insurgency. We were scattered and inept at first… until four years ago when the General took over. His intelligence made the difference. His planning and where to strike. That is what made her take notice of us.” 


“Yes… well… your information is true.” Aricia said. “However… we are training the dragons to give them a better chance against the Kavalians. Not to fight you. We did not even know there was an insurgency until you attacked the Kavalian delegation on this ship. Martin and our son Androcles are Talon Guardians. Sworn protectors of the dragons. They will not send them into battle without the proper training and skills to defeat an enemy who has weapons that, for a time, caused us a great deal of problems.”

“The T19s.” Maros said.


Aricia nodded. “A very nasty weapon… and one that took three years and twenty-three dragons and riders before we learned how to combat it effectively. The Cease Fire Accords are merely a front as you no doubt have figured out.”


Walsh reached over and tapped Maros. “We told you Maros. We told you the Skipper wouldn’t willingly side with that sadistic vampire bitch!” Walsh looked at Isabella. “Ah… no offense meant.”

Isabella looked at him. “None taken. Exactly how many of those like you still live?” She asked.

“You mean those of us that were cloned from our old team?”


“Yes.”


“Five of us.” Walsh answered. 


“She told us those like you were all killed and that only Julie survived.” Aricia said. 


“I bet she did.” Walsh spat. “It began happening to all of us. The memories of who we were began coming back. I’ll tell you we weren’t fucking happy. We went along with her little scheme until the time was right. By the time we decided to act there were nineteen of us left. Fourteen of us were killed in the mission to destroy the facility where we were made. We had to make sure we got the embryos and anything she had and make it look like an accident. All the data cores, all the computer discs and every fucking sample they stole from EDEN. We burned it all and fourteen of us died in the process. We are all that’s left. I haven’t seen Julie in years so I don’t know if what happened to us is happening to her. Aikiro paid her extra attention for some reason. Probably because Aikiro knows the Skipper and Danny were tight with her and she took to this vampire shit better than we did.”


“So you will allow our doctors to examine you?” Aricia asked.


“Hell yes, if that’s what it takes to get you to trust me.” Walsh spoke.


“In order for us to trust you… you have to do something to earn that trust.” Vonis spoke. “Everything you have told us up until now we have already known for the most part. Joyar I know… and he knows me. He has done what we agreed too and we will honor our bargain with him. This insurgency you say is going on… how do we know it isn’t all an elaborate plot by my mother to gain more power? To affect the Union in some way.”


“You ask us this question when the very woman we all hate is right now on your planet? The planet second only to your capital of Apo Prime in importance to the King.” Maros said. “She has been trying to kill us and the only thing that has kept us alive is that the General knows her plans and leaks them to us discretely. We could ask the same question of you.”

Isabella sat back in her chair. “Yes, you could Commander.” She said simply. “Why haven’t you?”


“I believe you already know the answer to that question Lady Isabella.” Maros spoke. “I believe you have no more love for the High Coven than we do. I believe that King Leonidas is using Aikiro just as she is attempting to use him.”


“Do you know she suddenly decided to come to us why this request for side?” Bella asked.


Maros shook his head. “All we know is that eight months ago she began calling more meetings of her inner staff. She wanted to know if their dragons would be ready to fight the Kavalians. Her own daughters disagreed on this.”


“Yuri and Narice?” Vonis said.


Maros nodded. “Yes. Apparently Yuri said they were, but it was the younger one Narice that said no. It was Aikiro’s idea to come to you for assistance. That much we have been able to determine positively through intelligence passed to us from the General.”

“This General seems very high placed.” Vonis spoke. “To know that it was her idea to come to Earth. How many know she brought her dragons to Earth?”

Maros shook her head. “While the existence of High Coven dragons has been known for some time, no one knows who the riders were. It was done to protect the riders from assassins that either defected to the Kavalians or those that were hired by them. Our contacts still within the Coven on Usu Ozeib 7 and in other places reported right away that the dragons and their riders disappeared from their normal training facility. If we know this, then the Kavalians know, for many who defected to them still have agents in many places. We surmise that the Kavalians are actively searching for these dragons.”

“Considering how they react to dragons I’m not surprised.” Vonis said.

“We did not know Aikiro had planned to bring them to Earth until four weeks ago.” Maros told them. “It is also our understanding that Yuri protested vehemently while her sister Narice actually supported the idea immensely.”

Aricia nodded and looked at Isabella and Vonis. “That seems to fit. Andro said her bond with Deneth was far stronger than the one Yuri had with Vollenth. More focused and natural like Yuri’s daughter Carisia. It is the reason he and Elynth were able to sever the connection so easily.”

“Wait…” Maros spoke. “You are saying that Yuri is no longer bonded with one of these dragons?”

Aricia turned back to him. “My son was able to sever the connection she had with her dragon.” Aricia spoke. “The bond she had with Vollenth had been forced upon him and it was the main reason he was so violent. She was controlling him to a large extent. Perhaps she knew that if they came here this would be discovered.”

“That must have pissed her off.” Walsh said with a grin. “Good… maybe her black heart will blow up or something.”

“She doesn’t know yet.” Isabella answered him. “At least not when we last spoke with Martin.”

“The General believes that Aikiro went along with Narice for a reason that we do not yet know.” Maros spoke. “He also believes that even with the additional training provided by you and your riders that Aikiro has every intent to allow her daughter Narice to lead the dragons against the Kavalians and be sacrificed if need be.”
“What can you tell us about Narice?” Isabella asked. 

“We have extensive files on all of them.” Maros spoke. “At least as much as we were able to obtain. We can give them to you and…”

The chime on the table interrupted him and Aricia stabbed down on the small panel. “Yes Komirri?” She spoke.

“Aricia, Isabella… I thought this location was supposed to be unknown and almost never used because we are so far off the travel corridor.” Komirri asked.

Aricia looked up at Maros. He nodded his head quickly. “It is.” He replied. “We use these coordinates, as well as many others to exchange information with others within the resistance. Only a very few know its location.”

“Well it’s not unknown anymore.” Komirri spoke calmly. “One DIATAGA-Class Attack Cruiser and two PURUSIAN-Class Heavy Frigates just jumped into the sector. They are on an intercept course.”

Maros came to his feet. “You have betrayed us!” He snarled.

“Gi zu'tour phor!” Isabella snapped back as she got to her feet. “If we had wanted to turn you over to the Kavalians we would have done so already!” (Oh shut up)
“Komirri… how long?” Aricia asked as she triggered the small holo disc on the table and his image appeared from the shoulders up.

“Considering the speed they are traveling at… thirty-six minutes… maybe a little more.” He answered.

“They have detected us I take it?” Aricia asked.

“It would be kind of hard to miss us as big as we are Aricia, even though their sensors are junk for the most part.” Komirri answered. “We could just re-Shroud and be gone from here. There’s no way they could track us.”
“Perhaps not… but it would raise too many eyebrows and questions.” Aricia said. “Questions that very well could get back to Aikiro and questions we don’t want to answer.”

Vonis nodded. “Like why we are meeting with members of a resistance group known to be fighting her.”

“I didn’t think they had any bases this close to their border.” Komirri said.

“They have to be from Nefoa.” Walsh said.

“This close to the Bontawillian border?” Aricia asked.

“They have the equivalent of a Fleet Group stationed at Nefoa.” Walsh spoke. “We got word that many of these ships headed out about six days ago. In all different directions. The government on Nefoa has allowed them to use the planet as a base even though it’s within The Wilds. They seem to think they run everything out here. Personally… I think the Kavs said either do it or we kill you.”

“That does sound like something they would do.” Vonis spoke. “Komirri… is the Coven Frigate on their sensors?”

Komirri shook his head. “Doubtful. Right now she’s in our shadow. They’ll have to get a lot closer to actually manage to separate the signals considering the level of Kavalian sensor technology on these class ships. They aren’t the Kavalian front line warships by any stretch of the imagination, but they still pack a pretty good punch.”

Aricia looked at him. “What do you have in mind Vonis?”

“Pull her in tighter Komirri.” Vonis said. “Within our shield bubble. We can tell them we pursued and captured the ship in response to the attack on the Kavalian Trade delegation and that is all they need to know and they can be on their way.”

Komirri nodded. “Nice.”

“Do it!” Isabella ordered. “Aricia and I will join you on the bridge.”

Aricia looked at Maros. “Commander… give the directions to your ship please. The trust you were speaking of… it appears that it will begin now.”

NEBONESE


Las’elh shook her head to clear the ringing in her ears and opened her eyes. 

The immediate air around her was swirling with black smoke, the horribly bent frame of the Lifter reaching above her head. She heard the weapons fire on either side of her then and snapped her head to the side. Cihera was two meters away firing a Kochab assault rifle from around the end of the destroyed Lifter, and she heard loud cracking noises to her opposite side turning her head quickly to see Anton on one knee, both his hands filled with K14 and blasting away.
“Ambush!” Nalar’s voice filled her head now. 

Las’elh looked down and saw the male Drow, a nasty cut along his hairline, as he was fumbling with the High Coven SA80 rifle. The driver of the Lifter was Idafi she saw, and he appeared unhurt as he inched along the lip of the dirt mound that the Lifter had plowed into the ground when it flipped. She glanced at the Lifter and realized she was staring at the roof of the vehicle, and lethal projectiles were slamming into the bottom of the Lifter and not penetrating.

“Dragon Armor protects the bottom! It is why we are not now in pieces scattered back to our home.” Nalar shouted with a grin as he got the SA80 charged. “We are safe right now.”

“They attacked us!” Las’elh shouted as she confidently yanked the K14 from the holster on her calf. “They know who we are!”

Anton ducked back down, his shoulder brushing against her as his large hands began to expertly change the hundred round magazines of the two K14s. “That’s possible.” He shouted. “However, more than likely, this Evolli got greedy!”
Cihera rolled back now as well. “Nubous ronnus!” She screamed out as puffs of shells hitting the dirt near her caused her to duck back behind the Lifter. “I hate Kochab! Nalar!”

Nalar didn’t hesitate and tossed her the heavier SA80 as she threw the Kochab rifle at him. “Full load!” He barked. “Our people our moving into position!”

“Look out!” Las’elh screamed as she saw the Evolli head lift above the boulder behind them only ten meters away. She didn’t hesitate and lifted the K14, ripping out five rounds in quick succession. The last of her rounds caught the Evolli in the top of the head a glancing blow that spun him around and flung him into the open. Idafi lifted his SA80 and the heavier sound of that weapon joined the chorus, stitching the Evolli from groin to neck and blasting him into ragged pieces. Las’elh came to one knee as another Evolli came charging around the boulder and she didn’t hesitate. She fired three more quick rounds, each of the Kinetic Magnum rounds punching into the Evolli’s chest center mass. The rounds staggered him at first and then the last one tossed his body back physically, slamming him into the boulder, most of his chest and back gone. Evolli blood stained the gray colored rock as he slumped to the dirt dead before his body hit the ground completely.
They heard screaming and Las’elh turned just as two Kochab burst around the side of the damaged Lifter lifting their weapons. She watched wide eyed as Anton lifted the K14 in his left hand and without even looking he fired four times. The heads of the two Kochab mercenaries blew apart as Anton returned to his knees and began firing once more back at the mining facility. Las’elh turned her head back and saw Cihera looking at her. Those amber eyes were vividly bright and gazing at her with amusement. 
“He is such a show off!” She yelled. “He smelled their foul stench before they came around the side!”

Las’elh gazed at her stunned at the almost careless way they were acting. Projectile rounds were punching into the armored belly of the overturned Lifter, any one of them able to kill them with a single round, and Cihera was making jokes. Who were these men and women who were carrying on as if this attack was the most natural thing in the world to them? Las’elh waited until Cihera had turned back around the side before lifting her head higher. She inched up as rounds impacted the Lifter and caused her to flinch. She got far enough up on one knee that she was able to gaze through the now shattered windshield of the Lifter. The majority of the return fire was coming from their front, from inside the entrance to the mining facility it looked like. She could count eight dead bodies scattered in front of the Lifter, no doubt the work of Anton and Cihera.
Las’elh felt Nalar grab her leg and she ducked back down. He held out the small COM unit to her. “Put this in!” He screamed over the din of the weapons fire. “Our people are getting ready to assault from the opposite side!”

Las’elh snatched the COM unit and shoved the ear piece into her elven ear. It slid in easily, designed as it was for the four inch high ears of full blooded elves. When she stuffed the small box like object into her jumpsuit pocket the COM unit came alive with voices. Calm and very controlled voices.

“Nine targets!”

“Four upper! Five lower!”

“No sign of the Evolli lard ass Leader!”

“Fucker thought we would bring Gravork with us!” Cihera’s anger filled voice came across the COM. “Stupid sonofabitch!”

“Good bet! Standard ambush positions! Fucking amateurs! Armetus would be pissed off to see these idiots in action!”

“Request permission to engage!”


“Execute!” Anton’s voice echoed now. “Bring us a prisoner!”


“Nine minus one! Affirmative!”


“Engaging now!”


Las’elh heard the deep throated buzz of the deadly Spartan 190. There weren’t many who did not know that sound. The weapon was a rare find in The Wilds, but it was available on the Black Market she knew. And impossibly expensive. As she lifted her head once more, her blue eyes detected two Evolli turn at that moment to something behind them. She saw fine red mist explosions from their chests and then their bodies were blown backwards out the remains of the windows they were standing in front of.

“Engaging! Lower level!” The new voice spoke. “One down! Moving!”


“Engaging lower level! Two down! Continuing sweep!”


“Three down upper!”


“One down upper! Shit… I got too close on that one. He vented all over my uniform! Fucking Kochab bastard!”


Cihera had rolled back around and was resting beside Las’elh, the back of her thigh pressed into Cihera’s shoulder as Las’elh watched from her position with wide eyes. “Nalar… your head!” Cihera spoke.


Nalar waved at her. “It is nothing!”


Idafi moved quickly up beside his father. “Don’t move father! It’s deep!”


“Lower level! Engaging! One down!”


“Rabbit! Rabbit!” The voice declared. “Coming right at you Anton!”


Las’elh saw the Evolli burst from within the mining facility, no weapon in his hand as he ran. He was running right for where they were and Las’elh couldn’t shake the thought of how incredibly stupid that was. Her blue eyes cut left as she saw Anton rise quickly to his feet, the extended Nehtes appearing in his hand like magic and he threw it with every ounce of Spartan strength in his body. Las’elh couldn’t track the spear itself, but she saw the nine foot length of killing power strike the Evolli in the upper right side of his chest with such force it threw him back nearly five meters. The spearhead of the Nehtes embedded into the pile of twisted metal and dilapidated soft framework of what appeared to have been a crane of some sort once. The Evolli’s grunt and cry of pain split the air with a piercing sound causing Las’elh to flinch.

“Clear upper!” Sounded in her ear piece.


“Clear lower!”


“Full sweep!” Nalar barked out as he pushed his son away and climbed to his feet. “We have our prisoner! Anyone left alive is sanctioned! Terminate with prejudice!”


“Affirmative!”


“Roger!”


Las’elh turned as Cihera climbed slowly to her feet, her amber eyes sweeping the area around them. Her shimmering white hair was splotched with dirt and grease from the rear of the Lifter, but she was otherwise unhurt. She too climbed to her feet, her blue eyes looking around as she saw flashes of black clad apparitions within the windows of the mining facility in front of them. She turned back to Cihera.


“Who are they?” She asked.


Cihera met her eyes. “A mixture of Drow and human soldiers.” She replied quickly. “We call them a MUTT Squad because they have chosen to live and work together. They have been trained by Queen Aihola and several senior Drow Instructors. Each Drow settlement in The Wilds has such a unit within calling distance if it is needed. Today it was needed.” Cihera saw Anton had reached the struggling and completely impaled Evolli and she grabbed Las’elh’s hand. “Come… we will find out why they suddenly attacked us.” 


Anton stepped up to the amphibian looking Evolli, his wolf eyes now very prominent. He had holstered one K14, but held the second in his left hand. He reached up quickly and took hold of the shaft of the Nehtes causing the Evolli to howl in pain.


“You made a mistake today Evolli scum!” He snarled. “Why did you attack us? We were coming for a meeting with your leader! To provide him information!”


“I… I will tell you nothing!” The Evolli screamed.


Anton lifted the K14 in one smooth motion and fired point blank into the Evolli’s thin leg. At such close range the Kinetic Magnum round blasted through his entire leg, shattering bone and shredding flesh. His bulbous eyes nearly exploded from his head in unimaginable pain and his screamed echoed through the small valley as Cihera, Las’elh and Nalar approached. Las’elh looked at the Evolli, his leg now dangling by a few strips of flesh.


“Tell me what I want to know scum and I will see to it you are healed!” Anton shouted. “Tell me now… or I will shoot off you other leg and leave you to bleed to death where you are!”


“We… we wanted Gravork!” He bellowed. “We knew you had him! Told… told to take him from you!”


“And how were you to do that?” Cihera asked savagely.


“Take… take you alive! Find out where!” The Evolli stuttered now.


“How do you know we had him?” Anton spoke.


“Bontick knew! Bontick knew!”

“This is your leader?” Cihera asked.


The Evolli nodded. “Yes… Bontick!”


“And where is your precious leader now since it appears he is not here?” Nalar snarled.


“Spaceport! Waiting… waiting for us too…”


“How did Bontick know?” Anton shouted.


The Evolli shook his head. “I don’t know! I don’t know!”


“Then you are no longer any good to us!” Cihera said coldly. 


Anton lifted the K14 and fired once more, the round punching though the Evolli’s head and splashing blood and brain matter over the twisted scrap of metal behind him. He reach forward and ripped the Nehtes free and turned to face a stunned Las’elh and Cihera as the headless body dropped to the dirt.


“Now we have a name.” He said.


Nalar nodded. “I will redeploy the MUTT Squad to the spaceport.” He spoke. “Then I will contact Malia and tell her to pack up and meet us there. It’s time to leave this foul world.”


Las’elh looked at him as he turned and headed off. Her eyes went back to Anton and Cihera who had stepped close to one another. Anton was nuzzling her neck and cheek gently and Las’elh watched as the pent up adrenalin began to bleed off of both of them. At least for now.


“Anton… Cihera? Why is he getting ready to pull your entire operation off Nebonese?” Las’elh asked.


“This Bontick knew we had Gravork.” Anton spoke softly looking at his wife.


Las’elh nodded. “Yes… so?”


Anton and Cihera both looked at her. “Only one person knew we had Gravork Las’elh.” Cihera said. 


Las’elh’s eyes widened. “Are you saying Armetus is a traitor?” She gasped.


“Armetus? A traitor?” Anton laughed. “No Las’elh… Armetus is no traitor. He is the only one we told that we had Gravork.”

“But then how…” Las’elh stopped talking and looked at them her eyes wide. “He was already being watched.” She said finally.


Cihera smiled and stepped up to her quickly. Las’elh had no chance to stop her, and given how she reacted, she probably wouldn’t have tried. Cihera’s lips came down on hers and among the blood and death all around them; Cihera laid a sizzling kiss on the shorter Las’elh. It was a kiss that had Las’elh’s nerves screaming out within seconds as Cihera pulled her lush body closer to her own lean muscular frame, their breasts mashing together and Cihera’s hands holding her head tightly. Las’elh, quite unlike herself, moaned deeply into the kiss and even reached up slightly to grasp Cihera’s waist pulling her closer.


Cihera pulled back just as suddenly and stared at Las’elh’s wide blue eyes while Anton looked on with a smirk. “Yes Las’elh… he was already being watched on Talbor Seven. Which means someone else knows we have Gravork as well. That is why we need this Bontick. We will continue this later Las’elh… I guarantee you that. Your lips are very inviting.”


Las’elh could only nod her head in agreement mesmerized by those amber eyes as she was, her mind saying no, her body all but surrendering right there to this taller and very confident Drow warrior woman.


Anton chuckled. “Ok!” He bellowed. “Let’s get to the spaceport shall we! We have no time for these intimate moments between lovers! All this killing and shooting has made me hungry and I want to secure this Bontick fool before I enjoy my next meal!”


Cihera smiled at Las’elh and squeezed her hand. “Come… before we have to listen to my husband gloat any further at what a perfect specimen of a man he is.”

Anton shrugged. “Hey… it runs in the blood! I’m only stating the obvious.”


Cihera looked at him. “Perhaps I should have married Moneus.” She said with a grin. “He is humble at least.”


Anton watched her with wide dark eyes as she pulled Las’elh towards the destroyed Lifter. “Hey C… you don’t mean that do you?” Anton asked as he pursued them.

