CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

OMEN THREE

PE’LOHAGRO

HIGH COVEN SPACE

This is why her father had given her this command.


Yuriko Leonidas stared through the view window at the smoke rising from the other end of the compound that protruded from the barren rock surface of Pe’lohagro. Her personal Mark IV ArmorPly was covered in dust and splotches of blood from their assault, and now her team was working on placing their explosive charges. They had hit this place with no warning and no mercy, her team of vampire and Lycavorian troops superbly trained and having worked together for nearly five years now. 


Yuriko let her mind wander back through the years, always going back to the day when Martin Leonidas, the man she called her father had come back into her life. The two years she had spent on EDEN Moon Base as part of the witch Yuri’s cover story
 had very few moments of real joy in them, all of them concerning him. He had accepted her without question as his daughter, surprising even himself in his actions then. He had not known who or what he was at that time, nor had Yuriko for that matter. She had figured it out during her four plus centuries looking for Lisisa and fighting the Coven on Earth, and the one fear that had always crept into her belly was that he would not accept her once she came back into his life. All those fears had been laid to rest that day on the LEONIDAS I-Attack Cruiser when he had embraced her in his powerful arms outside that cell just as tightly as he had when she was but a child. Yuri had butchered her parents, robbing Yuriko of a childhood with her own kind, but in the process of doing that Yuri had unwittingly given her so much more.


That day on the ship outside that cell Yuriko had been reborn.


She had spent the next year looking for Lisisa with Daniel Simpson and Filrian at her side. At first she had questioned her father sending Daniel with her, believing he sent the man he considered his brother along to watch her because he did not trust her. That had never been the case as Yuriko quickly learned. He entrusted the man he considered his brother to Yuriko’s care and guidance, entrusted her to teach him of The Wilds. He communicated regularly with her, denying her nothing when it came to searching for Lisisa or anything she might need on a personal basis. When she told him they had found Lisisa, her father had kept his promise to her, and together they had rescued her from Lycavore. It mattered not that Lisisa was not her blood sister; Yuriko had spent the first ten years of Lisisa’s life shielding her from Yuri’s demented ideas and experiments. 

This was the entire bond Yuriko needed to call Lisisa her sister. 

Even after Andro had been born, and then Eliani, he never dismissed her or Lisisa. If anything he pulled them closer to him, training them to be even more lethal and competent than they already were. They were his daughters, perhaps not by blood she now knew, but by the bond of a promise and love. 

And Martin Leonidas never broke his promises.

It was her father who had finally gotten her to see the love that Filrian held for her in his heart. It was Martin Leonidas who finally got her to admit that she loved the Hadarian man back just as intensely as he loved her, and to let go of her past and embrace the future they could have together. It was just another list of events that tied her closer and closer to him in a way that even blood could not sever. She and Lisisa had gone with him to defeat the Kavalian animals when they had attacked Gamji, standing beside him and Torma in the thick of battle. She had fought beside him during the Evolli War, always covering his back and side. He left her out of nothing, and next to Andro, Yuriko knew without question that she was perhaps the best informed of any of his children. She and Andro had a very close relationship. One that nearly matched the closeness he shared with Zarah. And only Yuriko knew what the reasons behind that were.
When they discovered this facility existed he came to her with an opportunity. 
It was during the third year of the Evolli War, and they had met in secret with Armetus and Andro. He wanted to give her this new ship, the finest technicians and skilled operators anywhere in the Union, and he wanted to turn her loose in High Coven space to monitor this facility and gather intelligence. She would be his ‘Ace in the Hole’ as he had called it. This opportunity entailed that they stage a falling out of sorts, a public disagreement that could be used to explain her disappearance from the Leonidas family venue. It was the hardest thing she had ever done in her life, savagely disagreeing with him in public, even striking him as hard as she could. All to advance their plan. Only Armetus and Andro knew the real reasons behind these actions, but it allowed her to go places and report intelligence that would not have been possible had she been on good terms with her father. It gave her freedom to operate as she wished, and while they could not speak to one another in the open, they spent hours talking of everything when they communicated once a month. Here she was, a pureblood vampire woman, and she called a pureblood Lycavorian her beloved father. A Lycavorian with the purest blood of all, and who was King. Yuriko had to smile at this, for she knew Yuri had never envisioned this would come about.

Yuriko had an idea of what her father had going through his head when he sent her here. Like Andro she had spent hours upon hours delving into how his mind worked. He was not the violent, ignorant brute everyone thought him to be. He only cultivated that idea so as to disarm his potential enemies. Her adopted father was a cunning beast, more so than any man, women or creature she had ever met and she would follow him into the very pits of Hades itself if he asked her too.

Yuriko shifted her 190 to the opposite hip as the door to her side opened and Filrian entered. His ArmorPly looked much the same as hers, his dark hair longer now and tied into long strips almost like dreadlocks. Her cobalt blue vampire eyes watched as he approached and Yuriko felt the warmth flood through her whenever she gazed at her husband. He had been with her for going on three hundred years now, and it had taken her that long to realize that he loved her with all that he was. She felt shame when she thought back on all the men who had shared her bed in that time, knowing now what he had felt for her for so long. This was another reason she so loved her adopted father, he had helped her to take off the blinders and see Filrian’s devotion to her for what it was. He had not even gotten the question of her marrying him fully out of his mouth and Yuriko was telling him yes. He was not the largest man who had ever shared her bed, but his touch was the only one in all her years that could set her on fire with a simple caress or make her tremble in need. His marriage to her had caused many rifts within the Hadarian Arch Ministry, but as he had always done, Filrian dismissed them without thought. He had the backing and support of Anja and Sivana, the Divine One Eurin and Zaniai. What he had taught himself through the years on how to extend his powers and have to not return to Hadaria as often to Ascend was now taught within the Healer Academy on Hadaria.

“Husband?” Yuriko said softly as he came up to her.

“The facility is secure and Team Four is finishing its sweep of the lower levels.” He spoke. “One minor injury. Security was higher than we had planned for, but we dealt with it. Fewer guards but much more electronic surveillance. We hit them in the middle of a shift change it appears. Six Immortals and forty-three High Coven Elite are KIA. We have the nineteen scientists who did not resist locked down in the mess lounge.”

“The Immortals are new.” Yuriko spoke. 

Filrian nodded. “Perhaps after the breach seven years ago the Empress decided to station them here.”

“How soon before High Coven Command realizes something is amiss?” She asked.

“I’d say three hours tops.” Filrian answered. “Another two before that ORIC-Class Heavy Cruiser and its DARKBROOD frigate escorts get within sensor range of this rock.” 

“We won’t be here that long. Make sure we download the entire core for my mothers to examine.” Yuriko spoke. “I know it has been a long time, but let’s see if we can discover who hit them seven years ago and what they took if anything?”

“I can’t tell you who hit them… but I know what they took.” He said. 

Yuriko looked at him surprised. “How?”

Filrian handed her the datapad. “They never replaced it.” He said. “Perhaps they felt they had enough.”

Yuriko looked at the pad reading quickly and her cobalt blue vampire eyes grew darker. “We must get this information to father as soon as we are off this rock.” She stated.

Filrian nodded. “I already have them prepping a Black Sun COM probe. We are placing Tetreon charges under each of the fusion units, and around the cooling system for the reactor. This planet has a sizeable volcanic and seismic signature. It will appear as if a dormant volcano erupted directly into the ground level of the facility. Team Three is in the process of removing any possible footprint we could leave. For all intents and purposes… we will have never been here.”

Yuriko nodded. “What would I do without you Filrian?” She asked.

Filrian chuckled. “You did pretty well before you met me.” He said.

Yuriko pressed her body up close to his taller frame and relaxed, her cobalt blue eyes returning to their normal dark brown as she gazed at him. “I bless the day you came into my life husband. And I berate myself just as much for being so blind as well through those years.”

Filrian shook his head with a smile as he looked into her eyes and reached up to stroke her cheek. “Our time was not yet meant to be Yuriko. We have had this discussion before. We were not meant to come together until after your father returned and changed the course of both our lives. I do not regret one moment of our time together before we were married. Now that I have you… I intend to make the most of it.”

Yuriko smiled up into his dark green eyes. “As do I.” She said. She rested her head against his chest, stealing a moment among the death and destruction to feel the peace he gave her so utterly. “I will be very happy to return and be among my family once more. As much as I know what we have been doing is important, I miss my brothers and sisters.”

Filrian stroked her long black hair and nodded. “Do you think our villa in Gytheio has held up to our absence?” He asked with a grin.

“We’ll just have to break it in again… as we did when we were married.” Yuriko said.

“Now I will look forward to that.” Filrian said.

Yuriko smiled. “As will I.” She said.

“Do we take the Coven scientists with us?” Filrian asked.

Yuriko allowed her head to rest against his chest for a moment longer, the beating of his heart always able to calm her. She took a deep breath and stepped away from him. “Is the item father wanted secure?”

Filrian nodded. “Already on its way back to OMEN THREE.” He replied. “Why would he want it?”

Yuriko shook her head. “I don’t know.” She replied. “I do know for him to resort to this action he is very worried about something.”

Filrian nodded. “Your father does nothing without thought Yuriko. You know this better than I.”

Yuriko nodded. “Yes I know. I have an idea what he is planning… and if I’m right he will cut the head from the Kavalian leadership in one stroke. Then again… he is as predictable as an Ion Storm.”

Filrian nodded. “That is also very true.”

“We know part of it husband.” Yuriko spoke looking at him. “A part that my father said Andro will be the first to discover. There is purpose in that statement. There is purpose in almost everything he does. He has a plan and our answer will come when Andro discovers what my father intends for him to discover.”

“The question remains… how Andro will react when he finds out?” Filrian said. “I have come to realize through the years that your brother has the potential to be far more ruthless and unforgiving than your father.”

Yuriko nodded. “Yes… he certainly does. And that is what I think my father is counting on.”

“And the scientists?” Filrian asked.

“Vith them!” She spat. “For what they have built here… they can die with the horror they have created. Let us gather our people and leave this place husband.”

“That’s the best news I have heard in a week.” He stated taking her hand. He lifted his other arm and placed it close to his lips. “All OMEN THREE units… this is Omen Three One Alpha. Execute extraction protocols per Omen Three Actual. We are leaving.”

Filrian and Yuriko turned and headed out of the room as acknowledgments came over the COM implants they wore in their ears.

EARTH

EDEN CITY

Miranda had decided to meet with E’dira alone and while she had no fear of the Drow, the moment she laid eyes on E’dira, Miranda began to wonder if coming alone had been such a good idea. Seeing her the first time, back dropped against the rising sun in the window had sent a shudder through Miranda. A shudder she thought she would never feel again.

The Drow Lieutenant E’dira almost matched Lynwe’s height of six foot, her body a near perfect combination of muscularity and femininity. Her breasts were not large, smaller than Miranda’s own, but exceptionally firm and protruding proudly. The lightweight Drow Scout body armor hugged her lithe frame exquisitely, highlighting all her curves as well as the definition of her legs and ass. Her iridescent white hair looked like it was spun from silk, long and flowing over her shoulders to curl around her firm chest. Her skin was like dark chocolate in color, her lips full and a light pink in color. And her amber colored eyes held Miranda’s gaze as a flame could hold a moth. Tareif had allowed her to use his office and now she silently thanked him for that. Unlike at any time in her adult life, Miranda Lorian found herself unable to call on her supreme self control and she found herself weak kneed and nervous.

The Drow E’dira for her part was in almost no better shape.

E’dira had escaped the High Coven concentration camps with Lynwe and Tari and three hundred others nearly twenty-six years ago, the Coven scientists and their twisted experiments turning all of them into things that they thought would make them outcasts even among their own people. The dramatic realization that Aihola, a fellow escapee and experimental subject just like them, was in fact descended from their Drow Queen began their long journey back into active life and honor. Aihola had been named Queen shortly before the Battle for Earth and had brought the remaining Drow out of hiding to the city their King had been building. They were accepted without question and many of them, Lynwe and Tari among them, were promoted to some of the highest ranks among the defenders of Earth. E’dira had fought beside Lynwe until she had been injured, then she had happily joined with General Vengal’s unit just before they stormed that field of battle against the High Coven Immortals. She was one of hundreds of Drow who fought that day, who witnessed the unimaginable bravery and savageness of their King and so many Lycavorian Spartans they fought beside. They were made to be the closest to the Spartan warriors as was possible, and they proved their mettle that day. Since that day, King Leonidas had heaped upon them positions of honor and distinguished importance.

General/Colonel Lynwe was the highest among them not including their Queen. She was honored throughout the Union for her actions on that day so long ago and for her actions during the Evolli war. She had commanded a complete battalion of Drow Scouts that had wreaked havoc behind Evolli lines for the entire duration of the war. She now commanded all Drow Scouts with General Vengal. She was married to a Lycavorian, and she had two females that called her Mistress and were devoted to her. She had built a life for herself, with family and friends and a position few Drow hoped to obtain as one of King Leonidas’s closest and most trusted advisors. It was well known among the Drow that when King Leonidas wanted something done, something very important and requiring the most unique of skills, the only place he came was to Lynwe. This respect and honoring of the Drow had earned him status on a par with their Queen Aihola, and there was not a Drow among their people who would not throw their lives away in a heartbeat for him.

It was Lynwe and Aihola who had shown E’dira that there was a path back from the abyss that the High Coven had dropped them into. She was half vampire, she could use blood to heal herself, but she did not need blood to survive. She had all of a vampire’s skills, and none of their weaknesses. The training she had received from the Lycavorian Spartan instructors had given her and her fellow half vampire Drow elves unequaled skill, nearly doubling their lethal abilities. It was Lynwe who had shown her that she did not need to hold on to her hatred and anger, for it was a path to self destruction. It was Lynwe and her Queen, Selene, Tarifa and even Layna who had shown all of them they could love and be loved. When this epiphany finally came to E’dira; that is when she rededicated her life. 

To the Union. To her friends and to herself.

E’dira took what she wanted, and what she wanted was to be the best Tactical Officer anywhere in the Union. She had worked towards this goal for the last two years, and now at two hundred and thirty-four years old, what she had desired for so long was finally going to be hers.

E’dira knew who Miranda ‘Mando’ Lorian was. There were few from Earth who did not know that name, or what she had accomplished as one of the fastest rising stars within the Union Fleet. She had the ear of Admiral O’Conner, Admiral Riall, and the King himself if the rumors were correct, and she had done all this as a human. Looking at her now from across the desk, E’dira couldn’t help but be transfixed by the intensity of her dark eyes, or the way her uniform flowed around her figure. Lynwe had told her Mando Lorian was here for a tactical officer. A tactical officer on a new ship that would become King Leonidas’s armored fist. She would not tell her more, but that was enough to entice E’dira to put forth her file for the chance to be chosen. It appeared that her dedication had paid off in more ways than one. She may have been human, but Miranda Lorian stirred E’dira in a way that no man or woman ever had, and for a female Drow who had returned to her roots that was significant. Like Lynwe and her Queen, E’dira was dominant in all that she did. Unlike Lynwe and Aihola however, E’dira had not yet had the courage to actively pursue a relationship because of what she was. Looking at Miranda Lorian across the desk caused E’dira to suddenly want that courage in the worst way. There was something about the woman and it was not just physical beauty. There were many beautiful females all over Earth, but to E’dira they lacked the one thing that she had always searched for in a partner. 

Strength.

That is what Miranda Lorian had oozing from her pores. Strength of character, strength of body and spirit, and above all else strength of mind.

So caught up in her thoughts, E’dira almost didn’t hear what Miranda was saying and missed the question.

“Excuse me?” She asked quickly for lack of anything better to say.

Miranda met her amber eyes. “Why did you accept the demotion?” She asked again. “I read the report… you were not wrong in your actions.”

“A political situation would have embarrassed Aihola my Queen, and it would have also embarrassed King Leonidas, for they would have sided with me.” E’dira said honestly. “I would never allow that to happen.”

“You did it for political reasons then?” Miranda asked.

E’dira shook her head. “I did it because they would have done the same for me if our positions were reversed.” She answered. “Some may call it politically motivated; they do not understand what honor is then.”
Miranda sat back in her chair impressed by the answer. She nodded her head finally. “In that I would have to agree.” She said. “May I ask you a question?”

“Of course Captain Lorian?”

Miranda shook her head. “You have the position E’dira… you had it before this meeting began based on your record alone.” She said. “I wanted the best… Lynwe told me you were the best. She wasn’t wrong. I prefer to be called Mando… it’s my call sign and something I have worked very hard to build.”

E’dira cocked her head slightly. “You and Lynwe speak of each other as if you have been friends for many years.” She said softly. “If that is true it is something that is not well known among others.”

Miranda nodded. “It’s true.” She said. “Lynwe had a hand in keeping me out of trouble when I was younger. My adopted parents and siblings were killed in the Eden City Battle. A half vampire Drow like you saved my life and protected me until the Battle was over. She looked after me for a few weeks until a foster care program was established after the war. Lynwe and Selene were part of that.”

“Mary as well?” E’dira asked.

Miranda nodded. “Mary helped many orphans after that day.”

E’dira nodded. “And many elves.” She said. “Several dozen Drow children if memory serves me correctly.”

“Yes she did.” Miranda spoke.

“Please Mando… what is your question?” E’dira asked.

Miranda smiled. “Well… this is not in regards to the position or anything. It’s more personal really, but it’s something I’ve always been curious about.” She said. “Aihola… Lynwe… the Drow as a whole really… you are, some would say you are fanatically loyal to Martin Leonidas. I have always wondered why that is.”

“There was a time when King Leonidas held our Queen’s life in his hands.” E’dira spoke softly. “She didn’t know who she was at the time… that knowledge did not come until later… but something stayed his hand that day. He could have extinguished her life flame in a blink of an eye, but he did not. He could have destroyed our city in Canada after the actions over those few days. He stayed his hand. We owe… we owe our very existence to him. We owe the life of our Queen to him. Never once has he brought this knowledge up or used it against us in any way. Instead… he considers us his elite warriors. On a par with his Durcunusaan and Mjolnir’s Hand. That is why any of us would die for him. For any of his Queens or children as well.”

“So it’s a matter of honor?” Miranda asked softly.

E’dira nodded. “Honor and faith.” She said. “One day… one day if we are lucky, perhaps a Drow female will attract a member of his bloodline enough that it will bind us to him forever. I believe many of my people secretly hope that this will happen one day. The Drow are few in number when compared to others, and a Drow female or male warrior within the bloodline of Leonidas would insure our existence millennia from now, for the line of Leonidas will never die.” She shrugged with a smile. “Who knows?”

Miranda nodded as she got to her feet. “I’m sure by now you have figured out it is a ship.” She said.

E’dira nodded. “I figured that out the moment you began meeting with Steven Randall.” She answered. “With the exception of Queen For’mya, Arrarn and Normya Leonidas and Star Colonel Endith, and yourself I understand… there are none who could match him in the cockpit of a fighter. He and Zaala will be joining us?”

Miranda nodded. “Word gets around.” She said.

E’dira shook her head. “Not as much as you might think… Mando.” She said detecting a small amount of anger emanating from Miranda. “There is a very small circle on Earth… here in Eden City. It all stems from Aihola my Queen and Tarifa. War Master Tareif, Isra, General Lynwe, Lady Selene… those are a few in this circle. It is a very close knit and faithful family.”

Family. There was that word again Miranda thought.

“Does that circle include you?” Miranda asked.

E’dira smiled and her amber eyes glittered in the light of the room as she shook her head. “No. I am just very close to the fringes of that circle. I will have my own circle, my own family one day. It will allow me to rebuild my clan and its name.”

“What is your clan name if you don’t mind me asking?” Miranda asked. “I know the Drow consider their clan and family name sacred… not something that is known to those who are not part of that. I would understand…”

“My Clan and family name is Tedeyara. I am all that is left of my clan and family, the rest were killed fighting the High Coven or the Evolli.” E’dira smiled and gazed at Miranda. “I am the only one left… at least for the moment.”

“Yet you fought at Alba Tau.” Miranda said softly. “Why did you risk your clan name there if you were the last?”

E’dira got to her feet. “You must understand… King Leonidas... he is magical to us.” She said. “No one knows how… but without even asking he knows every Drow family and clan. He knows our secrets… what resides in our hearts. Many of my people say that his gifts within Mindvoice have allowed him to become part Drow in a sense. Prince Androcles is no different now. I was on Alba Tau… yes… my scout unit was assigned to General Simpson’s command. He is married to Nayeca as you undoubtedly know and he is a member of Clan Anatyla. The Queen’s Clan. The others in my scout unit were killed. We were pinned down with General Simpson and I was injured… but somehow King Leonidas knew I was close by. He knew I was there… I believe he communicated within Mindvoice to some within our perimeter because three Spartans formed a protective circle around me and refused to let me throw myself upon the Evolli. I believe… I believe King Leonidas knew I was there… that I was the last of my family and clan and he ordered those Spartans to protect me at all costs.”

“What makes you believe that?” Miranda asked enthralled with this knowledge.

“When it was all over… as the medics were putting me on the medivac, I asked one of these Spartans why they had done this.” E’dira spoke softly. “He told me they were following orders and that I had more to accomplish in this life. When they told me that… I knew.” E’dira stepped closer to her. “Just as you have more to accomplish Miranda Lorian. That is why you survived as well.”

Miranda looked at her as she stepped even closer. “I… I always thought it was luck.” She stammered.

E’dira stopped in front of her, looking down into her beautiful dark eyes as she shook her head. “Luck is just another word for destiny.” She said softly. “For faith. Perhaps as we work together you will allow me to show you what faith and destiny is? If… if you will still offer me the position.”

Miranda took a deep breath and called on her iron will to calm her racing heart as she stared into those near glowing amber points of light. 

“The job is yours, I already told you that.” She spoke calmly. “We just have one more place to visit before we begin heading back.”

E’dira smiled as she held her own raging emotions and racing heart in check in typical Drow fashion. Oh she wanted this woman without question. She watched as Miranda turned and moved back to the desk and began gathering her things, E’dira’s amber eyes admiring the way Miranda filled out her uniform. She felt the tug in her lower abdomen and the warmth it caused. It was a sensation that E’dira never thought she would feel again.

“Where is this visit we must make?” She asked finally.

“I made Admiral O’Connor a promise when he gave me this command.” Miranda told her. “I intend to keep that promise. We are going to Pearl Harbor.”

SODRAG


What was happening to her?


This was not what was supposed to be happening. This was not how she was told it would be. They had told her that she would be hated and looked down upon. They had told her they would not respect her or her abilities. They told her a machine would be used to increase her bond with her dragon. 


None of that had come to pass.


Her bond was growing in power not because of a machine, but because she had finally taken the time and effort to learn of her bonded one. To meditate and speak with them and learn of their dreams and desires for the future. To see her bonded one not as a tool to be used, but as an extension of herself. In just short of a month now she had learned more than she had ever envisioned. Her body was leaner and she was faster and stronger, adding to impressive skills no one knew she possessed. Androcles Leonidas was a task master, driven and purposeful to the extreme. His siblings were no different, driving all of them to the edge of what they could do and then extending and expanding that edge a little each time. 

They were accepted here in SODRAG. Accepted as fellow riders. Her bonded one had immersed themselves in the history and lore of their kind, discovering history they would never had known had they not come here. The others were changing as well, and it made her that much happier to see it was not just her. Seeing the interaction of the Leonidas family, the respect and adoration they held for each other was spreading to all the riders, not just her. The care and love that they bestowed upon their bonded ones, how they were viewed as members of their family and not as beasts of burden. Being surrounded by all of this had changed her even more than what she had witnessed those years ago that had set her on this path. Being here in this place, being treated with respect and equality, it made what she felt inside so much stronger and more pronounced. It had opened her eyes to things she would never have experienced or felt and she found herself embracing those new sensations and feelings tighter as every hour passed. Not to mention that she had found the one who would complete her, of that she had no doubts. And considering who it was, and the knowledge that she didn’t care who it was, that told her all she needed to know. That told her she was right. Where she would be scorned and ridiculed in the High Coven for her feelings, here she would be embraced and honored.

She knew others were feeling it as well. 

She and the others were sent here to hide a different agenda that much she was sure of. What that agenda was she did not know, but bringing them here was not going to produce the results that were expected. With only those fools Dante and Javier Moran as the exceptions, she and the other riders were learning and growing. They were seeing the High Coven for what it was, they were seeing the path of destruction the High Coven was hurtling down and they were seeing what all of them could become.

She had set herself on this path that day, and the more time that she remained here, she knew that had been the right choice.

And she had no intention of failing.


Eliani rolled over with a soft moan of exquisite soreness and settled her head onto Nyla’s bare breasts. Her fern green eyes popped open when she realized Malic was not between them as he had been when they had fallen asleep and she lifted her head up. Her wild and tangled looking burgundy colored hair fell all around her face and shoulders, brushing against Nyla’s flawless skin and she saw her beautiful green eyes half open and she was wearing a dreamy expression on her face.


“Aur Enyla?” Eliani whispered softly.


Nyla smiled and shook her head slowly. “Do not move Ussta Che.” She answered in a whisper as well. “I wish to relish the divine soreness I feel for as long as I am able too.” She said.


Eliani grinned. “I do know what you mean.” She said as she lowered her chin to Nyla’s shoulder and stared at her vampire lover’s face. Nyla’s almost porcelain like features had always been a turn on for her and now that they had found Malic it was even more pronounced and deep. 

“By the gods Eliani… he has reshaped us.” Nyla spoke softly. “He was like an insatiable beast.” She spoke with a chuckle. “And we loved it!”


“Well… we haven’t really left this bed for two days you know.” Eliani stated with a sated tone of voice. “I did not realize how well endowed our new husband is aur enyla. I don’t think I was this sore even after completing my Agoge.”


“Will it always be like this?” Nyla asked looking at her.


“Carians I hope so!” Eliani exclaimed.


The last two days had been nothing short of blissful ecstasy for both of them.


Eliani could not remember how many times she had exploded over the course of the last two days. If it wasn’t Malic exploring her body as a child would explore a new toy, kissing, nuzzling and caressing her in every way she could imagine, it was his huge cock making her scream out his name. And if it wasn’t Eliani crying out in abandon it was Nyla, quivering in the same devastating pleasure as she was. He had opened his mind completely to them, his soul laid bare, and they had wrapped him within their love as tightly as they were able, returning to him all that they were as well. Their only true break came as they laid here snuggling against his warm, powerful body and they spoke of Lisisa. They were his mates now, his wives, and they would not do something against his wishes. He had expressed his opinion and agreed to what they suggested to him. They would begin the process of combining their holdings as mated and married individuals did, but until the time the documents and paperwork was complete, he would not question their decisions. He felt it was wrong what the Galactic Court had ruled, for Lisisa had helped him to see who he truly was, and Malic abhorred politics in any form. Eliani had told her mother For’mya that if they were going to search their villa, they needed to do it before their holdings were combined, for Malic was opposed to the Court’s decision and would not allow it afterwards. He trusted them and did not question their decision, and they loved him completely and would not go against him once the process was completed.


Nyla looked at Eliani’s bright eyes and reached up to stroke her cheek. “We have found our future Ussta Che.” She said softly.


Eliani nodded. “Yes we have.”


Nyla dropped her fingers to caress the marks of where Malic had bitten Eliani. “It feels different.” She said softly. “You… you and Malic are Soulmates now… and you didn’t keep that from me. What it makes you feel. I can not… I can not love you both more completely for sharing that with me.”


“Nyla… we will never keep anything from you.” Eliani said. “We are all soulmates. We belong together. I’ve sometimes thought Andro was always a little too preachy and serious when it came to finding Sadi… but now after experiencing these last two days I have come to understand him much better. The way our thoughts and minds have come together now, it gives me such a sense of peace.”


Nyla nodded her head. “Yes. A sense we have finally found our place in the universe.” She said.


Eliani rested her cheek on Nyla’s shoulder just as the smells of cooking food reached her sensitive wolf nose. She looked up quickly when she smelled the burning of meat and she chuckled. “He’s trying to cook!” She exclaimed.


Nyla turned her head and sniffed the air, and while it was very pronounced to Eliani, she could just detect the smell of burning meat. She chuckled softly and looked back to Eliani. “Should we go rescue him?”


“If we want to keep our bungalow from burning down… yes.” Eliani declared.


I told you it was too much heat! Vincix’s voice spoke from the window opposite where Malic stood in the kitchen. His silvery/purple scaled head and long neck was poking into the large window and gazing at his bonded one from across the room.


Malic wore only a pair of loose shorts, the rest of his body bare. He felt more alive at this moment than at any other point in his life. Not only had he and Vincix discovered each other, but he had found two women that he worshiped the ground upon which they tread. That Nyla was a vampire could not have mattered less to him than the color of the sky. Yes he had bitten Eliani, instinct driving him to do this more than anything because of the pure wolf blood in her. She may have been half Hadarian, but the Leonidas blood in her veins was exceptionally strong and something he could smell if he concentrated enough. While Eliani Leonidas was now his wolf soulmate, both of them together had claimed his soul and his being and he would draw no distinction between the two.


Well thank you brother! Malic retorted as he pulled the steaks off the stove top. Perhaps you could have said something before I wasted three perfectly good slabs of beef.


Do not listen to him Malic! Arydun’s soft voice cooed now as her head moved up next to Vincix’s, her large eyes in their own dreamy state for a dragon. Though Malic could not see it, when Vincix caressed the back of her neck with his snout, he knew her wings were twitching in delight. It is the thought that counts.


They aren’t wasted! We will eat them! Vincix declared happily.


“Eat what?” Eliani’s voice carried to them.


Malic’s head turned quickly and he looked at Eliani and Nyla. Eliani had simply wrapped a sheet around her lithe frame while Nyla had thrown a thin black robe on. He fought down the renewed surge of desire as he looked at them, knowing that they needed food and all of them needed to return to their normal duties. Androcles had given them ample time to discover each other, but Malic knew they could not abuse that. They would have the rest of their lives to discover each other. He watched as they came up to him standing in their kitchen, two sets of sizzling green eyes looking at him with desire and love.


“I was… I was trying to make us breakfast.” He spoke sheepishly. Eliani and Nyla looked at the burnt steaks on the counter as they pressed up close to him and they both smiled. “I am not much of a cook it seems.”


Not a cook at all I’d say. Vincix chimed in with considerable humor.


Malic turned and looked at his bonded brother, seeing the humor in his eyes. “I will remember you said that when we are stranded somewhere and I need to cook for you.” He stated stabbing the thick steak with the knife and flipping it at him across the room.


Vincix caught it easily in his razor like teeth and he turned to Arydun. A gift for you my beautiful new mate.


Arydun snorted and snatched the steak from his teeth, gulping it down. Thank you my handsome new mate.


Eliani and Nyla laughed and both of them extended up on their toes to kiss Malic’s cheeks. “Sit down Malic.” Eliani told him. “We will cook for you.”


Malic drew them closer to him, wrapping his arms around their waists. “I will learn to cook.” He said nuzzling first Eliani’s neck and ear and hearing her sigh in delight and then switching to Nyla. As closely tied together as they had now become, Nyla could almost feel Malic’s aura as he nuzzled her. She could feel what it did to Eliani and by virtue of that, what it did to her and she too sighed in enchantment. 


We have more items to learn first. Vincix declared quickly. We still need to study for our exams!


Malic stabbed another of the steaks and flipped it at him. “Will you allow me to eat in peace before you assault my head brother?” He exclaimed as Vincix snatched the steak from the air and gulped it down.


Arydun was chuckling softly in Mindvoice as Vincix smacked his dragon lips. Perhaps if you give me that last one. He said.


Eliani and Nyla laughed and Eliani reached down and grabbed the last steak, flipping it through the air towards him. Vincix caught this one as well, but Arydun then snatched it from his jaw and gulped it down. He stared at her in surprise. 


I was going to enjoy that! He exclaimed.


Arydun butted the underside of his jaw with her snout. Come my new mate… let us join Tharua and Jeth while they hunt. We need more than these morsels. We will leave Malic in the capable hands of his new mates.


Malic watched with a smile as their heads retreated from the open window and then he turned and looked at Eliani and Nyla as they stared up at him. Their green eyes gazed at him and he found his breath constricting in his chest as he gazed at their sensual and staggering beauty. “What?” He asked softly.


“Malic… do you realize how utterly and completely happy you have made us?” Eliani asked him in a similar voice as she stared into his gorgeous sea blue eyes.


“As happy as you have made me?” He asked her.


Nyla shook her head. “No Malic my love.” She said. “We had almost given up hope of finding a man who could embrace what Eliani and I share. A man who could embrace it and not be frightened of it.”


Malic smiled warmly. “I have come to understand that is what makes the two of you so very unique.” He said. “It is part of who you are, and any who try to change that are fools. I have the two most beautiful women in the universe, and they are mine. That they love each other as much as they love me only makes it all the more sweet.”


Eliani grinned as she pressed closer to him still. “Wow! And he even says things that make our hearts beat faster.” She said.


Malic chuckled. “Actually… Vincix told me to say that.”


They all laughed now and Eliani reached up to stroke his cheek. “I told you there was an Alpha in there somewhere that was scratching to find his way out.” She said as she nuzzled his chest. “I am so very happy he finally came out of his shell.”


“As am I.” Nyla said.


They heard the soft growling of Malic’s stomach and all of them burst out in laughter again. Eliani pushed him towards the nearby table with a gentle nudge. “Go sit down our love. Smelling your attempt at cooking has made us hungry as well. Can you make coffee?”


Malic smiled. “That I can do very well.”


Nyla directed him to the machine. “Then that is your task.” She said.

SPARTA

GALLAIS’S LODGE


“…did not work as we had hoped.” Moran said as he sat in the main room of the suite apartment with Yuri, Tesand and Aikiro. “We did not anticipate they would admit what her role was so readily, nor did we take in to account that she may have been forced into her actions by her control officer.”


Tesand leaned forward. “Her step-mother and half brothers are currently in the maximum security prison on Apo Prime serving life sentences.” He spoke. “I was able to obtain that bit of information using the Netnews archives. Based on the reports that they have made public, it appears her version of the story is all very true.”


“This Sadi is also being hailed as the second coming of Gorgo in her manner, intelligence and how she treats others.” Moran stated evenly. “Acting as they have, admitting it and giving an extensive explanation as to what happen; it makes her untouchable right now. Even if we came into the open and revealed the situation with the clone of his mother, they would label us liars and no one would believe us.”


Aikiro nodded. “That was to be expected.” She said calmly. “I did not hope for anything to come of it. I only wanted to see their reaction. How they would act in the face of an event totally out of their control to predict.”


“His son’s action concerning the Kavalian Petition also gives us insight into him.” Yuri said. “Refusing to honor the Galactic Court Ruling, even as his other siblings followed the path of their bastard father.”


Aikiro nodded. “Indeed it does.” She said softly. “Though not as much as I would have liked.”


“It tells us he does not care for the Kavalian animals.” Yuri said confidently. “The reason he gave for refusing their ruling was very weak. It could only mean he distastes them almost as much as we do.”


Aikiro got to her feet and moved to the counter in the suite. “I question that to some degree.” She said thoughtfully. “Leonidas’s actions we can predict with reasonably certainty, the oldest son however, I am not so sure he follows his father’s path as closely as others seem to think.”


“What do you mean mother?” Yuri asked.


Aikiro poured herself another crystal glass of cloned blood and turned to look at them. “Androcles Leonidas is an enigma. In some respects his path parallels that of his father, but in many others he is completely different. His dedication to training our riders is not something I anticipated, nor is it something that his father expected, of that I am positive. His Mindvoice potential is… it can not be measured to be honest. It may have to do with the emotional state of his parents when he was conceived, that and the extreme pureness of their blood. If measured… I expect his blood is even more pure than yours Yuri.”


“Are you saying he is more powerful than me?” She asked.


Aikiro shook her head. “Not in terms of his different abilities no. I have taught you far more than he has learned simply because we discovered the remains of our Mindvoice first and were able to understand its effect on us. However, what he lacks in expertise, he more than makes up for it in terms of raw power. Just like his father. It would indicate that this Aricia is also descended from the Pralors that crashed on Lycavore, and somehow her ancestors were among those chosen to come here to Earth by Resumar.”


“You don’t actually believe Leonidas is on the same level as you mother? Do you?” Yuri asked aghast.


Aikiro nodded. “Like his son, he lacks finesse and experience, but in terms of raw power yes. Much of that is because of the bonds they share with their dragons, but technically in a prolonged one on one confrontation, they would ultimately win. You and I lack the necessary endurance that is a part of their wolf genes Yuri, and that is why we must use the superior skills that we have.”


“Are you concerned about Leonidas’s reaction Aikiro?” Tesand asked. “When he finally discovers why we are really here?”


Aikiro returned to the couch. “As long as we stick to the second phase of our operation we can control him. We can make him believe what we want him to believe. He will bluster and bluff, but he likes having the only Mindvoice ship in the universe under his control and he will do everything within his power to keep it that way.” She replied. “That is why Juliana One is so important in the plan.”


“Well… the only way he could discover what we want him to discover is to put boots on the ground.” Moran spoke. “And in doing that he risks discovery, which would lead that pig Keleru to respond in kind.”


“Leonidas may be a brute…” Aikiro said with a small smile. “But he surrounds himself with those who are intelligent and cunning. While we may have not seen the signs of superior technological advances, do not assume they are not there.” She spoke. “What were you able to discover about this O’Connor person?”


Tesand shook his head. “What we talked about will not work.” He replied. “Apparently he has had an ongoing relationship with an elf female since they first returned to Earth twenty-six years ago. She is Leonidas’s personal pilot. He and the human female that he married were turned by Isabella two decades ago. There is nothing we can offer him that will coerce him to betray Leonidas now.”


“It was a long shot anyway.” Yuri spoke shaking her head. “I have found out through the years that he is very careful about whom he allows into his inner circle. Those that reside in that circle are completely loyal and will never betray him.”


“We will sign this farce of a cease fire in three weeks.” Aikiro spoke. “All the details have been worked out. Once that is signed we will be granted an embassy as well. It will allow us to do the same thing the Kavalians are doing now. Keep an eye on things.”


Moran nodded. “I’ve seen some of their biogenic females that are now working at the embassy. They are being allowed to move about Sparta freely without obvious security.” He said. “Including Keleru’s youngest daughter. Don’t you find that surprising?”


Aikiro shook her head. “Leonidas is doing the same thing I would do.” She stated. “He is trying to insure the Kavalians do not find out about our dragons being here on Earth. He and his son have a fondness for the beasts that I do not understand. If that were to be discovered before our plans are in complete motion, it would be a major setback. We must do our part in that regard as much as it pains us.”


“We should be mindful of where we go and what we do from now on.” The new voice spoke.


They turned and Juliana moved from the shadows of the balcony where she had been standing silently. She had maintained a very low profile since being released from the prison cell, but still found herself drawn to that house and having to fight the increasing desire to return there. Her dark chocolate features were void of emotion, but her dark eyes were bright and very intelligent. Aikiro felt sexual warmth spread through her as she looked at her. While she may not have been as experienced as Toria in hers and Tesand’s bed, Juliana was turning out to be an adequate replacement.

Aikiro nodded. “Juliana has informed me she is reasonably sure she is being followed. She can not pinpoint who or where, but she is certain of it. They are using the shadows but she can not detect them even when they move. Only that they are there.”


“Drow.” Moran told them confidently. “More specifically, the half vampire Drow that your scientists experimented on when we controlled Earth Yuri.”


Juliana nodded. “I have reviewed that information and I believe Admiral Moran is correct in his statement.” She said. “They were difficult for even purebloods to detect once they were altered and changed. My assessment is that they have had substantial additional training in using the shadows from someone very skilled and have blended this with their natural ability to remain undetected.”


“Vonis and Isabella.” Yuri spoke. “It has to be.”


Aikiro nodded her head. “I would agree. Vonis was better at using the shadows than even your father.” She said looking at Yuri. “And Veldruk, as much as it pains me to say, he was the finest I had ever seen. I have this Durcunusaan escort wherever I go so they must be using these Drow to cover the rest of you, and possibly the Kavalians. That is why they are letting them roam freely within the city.”


“Neither of us has done anything that would draw attention to ourselves.” Moran spoke quickly indicating Tesand.


“I would be extra cautious however.” Juliana spoke. “They will no doubt make the very correct assumption that the only place the elf reporter you approached could have gotten the information she had is from us.”


Yuri nodded. “And I doubt they will be happy we tried to embarrass the Crown Princess of their precious Union.”


“They will not do anything. They would have come to us already if they were going too do something.” Aikiro said calmly. “Even though Leonidas is not on Earth right now, his elf Queen For’mya or Deia would have come to me and blustered and blathered and threatened by now.”


Yuri looked at her. “If he is gone, will they adhere to the schedule you and he made for returning to the base and speaking with Narice and our people?”


Aikiro nodded. “I have already received confirmation from his son that he will arrive at the end of this week to take me there if Leonidas has not returned.” She looked at Yuri. “Both of us will not be able to be gone Yuri.” She stated. “I am quite sure the Kavalians are doing their best to watch us in whatever way they can. If we are seen departing together they will start asking questions. Once the Cease Fire is signed and the embassy is established, I will move to a home on the outskirts of Eden City. We have arranged for a Netnews release saying I will be remaining here on Earth to try and work out the details of several minor trade agreements with Earth’s President. Yuri… you will return to this base to continue your training with Vollenth, but it will be reported that you have left to return to Usu Ozeib 7. The Kavalians are being limited to Sparta right now, and I don’t imagine that will change in the near future, so they will think you have departed Earth completely to return to wherever they think our dragons are. Or attempt to follow you. In which case… the ship you will supposedly be on will be tracked going across the whole of High Coven space.”


“I don’t look forward to returning to that place mother. If they have not already killed Vollenth I might just do so myself.” She snorted in disgust. “He is becoming unmanageable even for me. I welcome the opportunity to not have his foul presence in my head.”


“It must be done Yuri.” Aikiro said.


Yuri nodded. “I know. I will endure.”


“I believe I have thought of a way for me to communicate with our people there even through the Mindvoice barrier. I think I have discovered a pattern to how the void Mindvoice areas are arranged.” Aikiro said gently. “I will need to test this idea when I am there again to see if it is possible. It may help me to discover where he is hiding the Mindvoice ship.” 


“That is still a goal then?” Moran asked.


Aikiro nodded. “Oh yes. If anything… to deprive him of using it against us.” She looked at Tesand. “Have our people discovered anything in regards to where Dysea went?”


Tesand shook his head. “Nothing so far.” He replied. “The Wilds is a large place Aikiro. And if she went aboard a STRIKER DT, they would have a very long range.”


“That she has not returned yet is a surprise. Leonidas can not have any love for Immortals in his heart.” Moran spoke with a nod. “And it could also be a problem as well.”


Aikiro shook her head. “What I saw in the transmission… the conversation between him and the Immortal T’lolt… they appear to know each other. They spoke of some incident and words that were exchanged. We need to be very careful in that regard.” She said in agreement. “However, Dysea could very well lead us to Cha’talla and his tribe and enable us to remove that possible problem. At the very least it will allow me to achieve some measure of retribution for his traitorous actions by taking Esther as his wife and birthing those abominations.” She leaned forward now. “Also Tesand… get word to our agents in the KFI and abort the operation against me that we had planned. Given what is happening… such an attack will only seem more staged to Leonidas and hinder my plans for Phase Two.”


Tesand nodded. “Good.” He said quickly. “Too many things could have gone wrong with that.”


“Once Phase Two begins, as long as we stick to the original plan and maintain a very low profile, Leonidas will have no reason to suspect anything other than what we tell him.” Aikiro said. “Yuri… Dante had made initial contact with the daughter Zarah before you left?”


Yuri nodded. “It was brief but according to him effective.” She said. “He has taken to heart what we discussed with him mother. He will move things along as slowly as he sees fit so as not to draw attention to himself or what he is doing.”


Aikiro nodded. “Good. Her abilities within Mindvoice make her a better candidate than her older sister anyway, and I would like to discover just how those abilities came to be. The Coming of Age Fever for Lycavorians drags on in half breed female children longer, especially those who are half vampire. That much I have been able to discern from reading several medical journals and such. They are pathetically open in this society and everything one needs to fight them can be found in their books or on their Netnews. This Coming of Age fever for her should give Dante an excellent advantage. It will make her more pliable whether she wants to be or not.”


“What should he be looking for?” Yuri asked.


“Anything that might help us to find the Mindvoice ship.” Aikiro said. “He and Javier can rape her mind as well as her body for all I care… but I want to find that ship. That is the most important of his tasks. Combined with Toria’s separate mission… once that takes place we will cause sufficient confusion and angst that we can move on the Mindvoice ship here on Earth and either take control of it or destroy it.”


“We’ve been bringing our people down very slowly over the last weeks.” Moran spoke. “Most of the team is down and in hiding.”


“Where are they set up?” Aikiro asked.


“The remains of London. The city is empty right now. They haven’t begun to rebuild the cities along the Atlantic coast of old Europe yet.” Moran replied. “They’ll be ready to move when we call for them.”


Aikiro nodded. “Good. Once Dante and Toria execute their objectives we will need to move quickly in the confusion and mayhem they create.”


“Our escape routes are all plotted and committed to memory.” Tesand spoke. “Once we determine the location of the base our riders are at we will begin to move ships into position slowly. They will be disguised as civilian transports and we have already obtained clearances through our Limian contacts. The ships have been moving back and forth for the last month as part of the ongoing reconstruction projects across the planet.”


“The contacts were eliminated I take it?” Aikiro asked.


Tesand nodded. “Various accidents… yes.”


Aikiro nodded. “We must be cautious but we will move forward with our plans as if the Kavalians are not here on Earth. When we execute… we will try to take out Keleru’s daughters and Pusintin’s son as well… but that is not a mission priority.”


“I will attempt to discover if destroying their embassy is even feasible Empress.” Juliana said. “I am being watched, but if we do nothing in the way of trying to discover what the KFI are doing, the Lycavorians will suspect something as well. Better that I do this than someone more high profile.” 


Aikiro nodded again. “Very well.” She said. “We have waited a long time my friends… we must be patient for a few months longer and we can succeed.”

KAVALIAN EMBASSY


“…press as far as we are able Prefect.” Jiss spoke from the chair. “I don’t know how much support we will receive however.”


Jiss, Matuarr, Qurot, Timur and Pian sat around the small table in the Communications room of the Kavalian Embassy. The Images of Keleru and Pusintin were exceptionally clear, almost a 3D image of the two men generated from the holo disc in the center of the table.
It was easy enough to discern they were in Keleru’s office on the Kavalian homeworld.


“This Galactic Court of theirs is nothing more than an extension of Lycavorian Union and their rule.” Keleru spoke offhandedly. “Our petition was never meant to be successful, and you can be assured whatever items of importance this Lisisa had are long gone. You may conduct the searches and press as much as you are able of course, but do not cross the diplomatic line. Timur?”


“Prefect?”


“Insure that you maintain control of your temper and keep your men in check.” He stated flatly.


Timur nodded. “Of course Prefect.” He answered. “What of the Marshall’s promise to me of having his daughter?”


“Short of kidnapping her, what would you have us do Timur?” Pusintin asked from his chair next to Keleru. “You would never make it off the planet with her, and you most certainly would have to kill her dragon.”


“And if I found some way?” Timur asked hopefully. “I need only lock groins with her once and leave her with child to be successful in making a claim on her.”


“She is that worth it?” Pusintin asked slightly surprised by his demeanor. He was of the same mind as Keleru, that no female was truly worth the effort. He had attempted to discover how his brother could have five females so utterly devoted to him. While all of them were exceptionally beautiful, there was no doubt of that, he never understood why his brother just remained with the five of them. As King he could have any female that he wanted within the Union. It was one of the reasons Pusintin enjoyed being King of Sparta. He had only to demand that a female join him in his bed and they would happily comply. Even the married ones.

“You have not seen her in person Marshall Pusintin.” Timur spoke. “She is like a goddess to gaze upon, even though she is half vampire. In bed I do not doubt she would be worth the effort.”


“There is no guarantee that will work Timur.” Keleru said. “Pusintin and I have already spoken of this scenario. You would not know for several days at least, and in that time the first place they would come for her is there at the embassy. They would kill you with the utmost prejudice and then expel the rest of those from the embassy.” Keleru shook his head quickly. “I am not willing to risk our one asset within Lycavorian space to sate your sexual urges. There will be other females for you to choose from.”


The twitch of Timur’s jaw indicated he did not like that decision but he nodded his head. “As you order Prefect.” He said finally.


“Where are my daughters Jiss?” Keleru asked.


“Jalersi is seeing to the arrangements for several meetings with the representatives of Union members who might be sympathetic to our cause. We have many items that we can trade and now that the door is open, other members of the Union will speak to us about it.” Jiss replied. “We have Athani moving among the streets near our embassy during the day Prefect, under guard of course. She has gathered some excellent intelligence as to the mindset of the people in and around the building and grounds.”


“The last time I spoke to Jalersi, she told me Athani was being difficult.” Keleru said. “That is no longer the case?”


Jiss shook his head quickly. “I believe she is doing as much as her limited skills enable her Prefect. She has made it very clear she abhors being here among the Lycavorians. She does not hold them in very high regard. She is looking forward to returning on the transport that will bring the remaining staff members.”


“The transport will be there in two days.” Keleru said. “Once it was made clear we would be getting an embassy I dispatched them immediately from Qurot’s ship. The transport will then return with her and Jalersi. Qurot… you will return as well with Pian and leave Timur as the head of the security detachment.”


Qurot nodded. “Thank you Prefect. Will I still…”


“She is yours Qurot.” Keleru stated. “I will submit the documents tomorrow to the Pride leaders and she will be yours. Tomorrow evening you may do as you wish… but my directive still stands. If you mark her in any way Qurot I will have your cock and your head stapled to my wall. Is that understood?”


Qurot nodded his head. “Clearly Prefect.” He stated quickly. “We will give you many fine grandchildren.”


Keleru nodded with a grunt. “You will be officially named Ambassador by the end of the week Jiss. Matuarr will be your deputy. Your actions have done your Prides proud.”


“Thank you Prefect.” Jiss spoke bowing his head.


“Many thanks Prefect.” Matuarr echoed.


“Where is Karun?” Pusintin asked. 


“He is having his second meeting with your daughter Marshall Pusintin.” Jiss answered. “He told me he was operating with yours and the Prefect’s direction. I did not question him.”


Pusintin nodded. “So he is.” He stated. “He will try and learn as much as he is able from her by pretending to want to know her as a sister. He is not to be interfered with in any way. He may be able to learn items of intelligence that are not readily available, and no woman is smart enough to not speak of things they shouldn’t speak of.”


“Is that wise Marshall?” Matuarr asked. “He is your son. He may very well become a target of the Lycavorians should anything happen.”


“Karun is more than capable of taking care of himself. Trust me when I tell you my brother will not allow harm to come to his blood. No matter how much he hates me.” Pusintin said. “And Karun is expendable when it comes to our ultimate goals.”

“Leonidas departed a few mornings ago for Hadaria with the red haired wench.” Matuarr spoke now. “We have not seen the vampire Queen Isabella, the first elf queen or the youngest one, Aricia. It appears he is leaving all dealings with us to the elf queen For’mya and his Prime Minister.”


“The Coven?” Keleru asked.


“They are remaining on the opposite side of the city for the most part.” Jiss replied. “We have seen the Empress Aikiro and her daughter on the Netnews channels several times walking the streets. It appears they will be signing the Cease Fire Accords in three weeks time. This will also grant the Coven an embassy here.”


“My brother is becoming soft to allow such a thing.” Pusintin spoke looking at Keleru. “This knowledge bodes well for our plans.”


Keleru nodded. “Indeed it does.” He said. He lifted his hand and picked up the data pad from the table. “I trust that all of you have reviewed the information Timur brought with him in regards to our ultimate plan?”


“Is this information we truly need to know Prefect?” Jiss asked.

“Yes… the time has come for you to be made aware of our plans for it will require you to respond in a certain way.” He stated as he looked at them. “I suggest you begin your research as soon as you can. What I presented to you must be made to stand firm Jiss. I am sending you the Union archive files and laws that were referenced initially to analyze but you will need to insure it can work. How you put it all together Jiss is up to you and Matuarr, but we want to review it first. You are certain they can not intercept this transmission?”
Qurot nodded. “I sweep the embassy every morning Prefect.” He replied quickly. “Our communications are secure, and we have jammers operating regardless.”

Keleru nodded. “Very well. Jiss… your initial thoughts?”
“Very feasible Prefect.” He replied. “Matuarr and I will have to delve more into what you just sent us… but at first glance… a bold plan with a better than half chance to succeed. As long as certain other conditions are met.” He spoke as he withdrew the pad when it beeped softly and notified him the download was complete.


“Pian, Qurot, you may review the plan as well and provide your military input when you arrive back here.” Keleru said. “As it stands, only four of us know of this plan here, and now the five of you. It will remain that way upon pain of death and honor to your Prides.”


The men nodded quickly. “Prefect!” They all stated together.


“Karun?” Jiss asked.


Pusintin shook his head quickly. “It is not something he needs to be made aware of.” He said. “He is not to know.”


Jiss looked at him oddly and nodded slowly. “As you order Marshall.” He stated.


“He would not understand Jiss.” Pusintin spoke explaining further. “Unlike my younger sons, he is still too close to his mother.”


“That is why he will remain on Earth with you when Jalersi returns here Jiss.” Keleru spoke. “Some time under Timur will be good for his advancement.”

“Understood Marshall Pusintin. Prefect.” Jiss spoke.


“We have already put in motion the first portions of this plan within The Wilds.” Keleru stated. “We should be receiving reports of successes within a few days.”


None of them took note of the shadow outside the room. Had Karun been present he may have smelled her tangerine scent, but Kavalian males were not taught to use their sense of smell in such a manner. The capability was there, but never taught. 

Athani Leonidas however, did not limit herself in such a way. Especially not now, when the man she loved and who was now her husband was half wolf and a Prince of the Union. Her blue/ green eyes stared ahead at the wall across from her, her mind racing with options and what to do. She did not panic in the least, but instead went over the alternatives to their plan and how it would affect things if they acted a day earlier. Resumar’s calming aura filled her even from where he was in his apartment on the Royal Villa Estate and she let it fill every portion of her body and mind. Athani pushed off the wall silently and began moving back to her room.
[Resumar my love! Cemath! We must act sooner than we had anticipated!] She called out within Mindvoice.

Athani felt both of their consciousnesses become more alert in their private connection and she smiled. She felt so very complete because of this man and what he made her feel.

[Aryschanne! What is wrong?] Resumar’s voice filled her head instantly.
MJOLNIR’S HAND

THE WILDS

SIXTEEN HOURS FROM BONTAWILLIAN SPACE


Aricia looked up when Komirri entered the Ready Room from the short corridor to the bridge. She was sitting in the long couch against the wall, staring out into the stars through the view window. Even from this distance, she could feel Martin’s apprehension on Hadaria within Mindvoice. The years had seen them develop an uncanny ability to feel each other even across great distances like now. This unique skill carried over to their son as well, and Aricia could feel Andro’s own wariness, but she could also feel great happiness within him. She had seen the interview he and Sadi had given, and while she could feel nothing but pride in her sons for their actions, she was left with many questions as to who these additional females that would fill Andro’s life with Sadi would be. Sadi had said they had already found one, and Aricia knew that it had to be one of the High Coven riders, though part of her hoped it was not one of Yuri’s daughters or her sister. There was no other explanation for what Sadi had said, and she knew her son well enough to know what kind of female would attract him. If they were not in some way similar to Sadi in their strength and demeanor, they would have no chance of drawing even a glancing sniff from her son or from Sadi. 
Denali she already knew would remain devoted to Lisisa for the rest of his years. They had a connection that was rarely found in those who were not soulmates, and he was a son of hers and Martin’s blood. Avi had told her some years ago that within her blood was the blood of the Pralors, and any children she and Martin had would naturally be more attuned to Mindvoice. Denali was a pure blood Lycavorian, their son and therefore much more powerful than any normal Spartan. He would never come close to achieving what his father and older brother had and would achieve within Mindvoice because of how Andro and Elynth bonded while she still carried him in her womb, but Denali was very powerful within his own right. 

So many things were now beginning to happen at once, Aricia herself thought, and the more they discovered the more it led her to believe everything was all tied together somehow. And she did not know if that was a good or bad thing.

Aricia Leonidas had grown in the last quarter century, grown into the woman she was now. She was widely considered the most militant of Martin’s Queens, the most like him in almost every respect. Her fighting skills were hailed from one end of the Union to the other, and like the man she so loved, she was not known for being very forgiving. And she most certainly was not known for being diplomatic. Though she was the youngest of Martin’s Queens, she was the one they all naturally deferred to in many respects. It was also Aricia that was the one to continually make time for all of them to be together.


As her azure colored eyes came to rest on Komirri, she remembered the confrontation with the Kavalians only eight hours ago.


“The Kavalian ship is hailing us!” The male COM officer sang out.


“Activate the main holo imager.” Komirri barked after looking at and receiving a nod from Aricia.


Isabella had gone with Vonis to the landing bay to return to the Coven Insurgent Frigate to make sure that they did exactly as they were told. Neither of them doubted the sincerity of the insurgents and Isabella’s presence on the frigate would insure the Kavalians did not do something stupid like trying to destroy or board the ship.


The Kavalian officer’s face appeared in the holo disc emitters, his dark brown fur neatly groomed and covering every portion of his body. His yellowish vertical slit feline like eyes glared at them from the transmission.


“My name is Commander Angak, commanding officer of the Kavalian Seventh Echelon, Twenty-Fourth Legre ship NGANE.” The man spoke. “You will immediately stand to and prepare to be boarded for inspection.”

Komirri laughed heartily at that. “I am Admiral/Lieutenant Komirri, commander of the United Lycavorian Union flagship MJOLNIR’S HAND! Just what would possess me to allow you to set foot on my ship Commander Angak?”


“You have a known High Coven frigate within your shield arc.” Angak snapped. “That ship and its crew are wanted for crimes against the Kavalian people! You will remand this ship to my custody and prepared to be boarded for inspection.” 


“We will do no such thing!” Aricia spoke now moving forward to stand next to Komirri.


“Commander, please allow me to introduce Queen Aricia Leonidas of the Lycavorian Union.” Komirri spoke with a grin.


The Kavalian’s eyes blinked several times before he shook his head. “This is of no matter to me.” He stated ignoring Aricia and looking at Komirri. “You will do as I order you to…”


“Commander… this ship is carrying the individuals responsible for the attack on your trade delegation within Union space. I have no intention of handing them or their ship over to you.” Aricia stated flatly. “We will take them back to Union space and they will face our justice.”

Angak’s eyes grew a little wider and he came to his feet. “You will hand them over to me this instant!” He nearly shouted. “They are criminals! They have butchered a dozen Kavalian females! I demand that you…”


“You demand nothing Commander!” Aricia barked now. “You have no jurisdiction within The Wilds Commander; therefore we will be on our way back to Union space. With our prisoners.”


“You will do as I order you woman!” Angak snapped vehemently as he glared at her. “If you do not I will fire on that Coven frigate even though it resides within the shield arc of your ship!”


“That ship carries another Queen of the Union Commander.” Aricia spoke evenly. “Isabella Leonidas is on that ship with a detachment of Durcunusaan insuring the prisoners are secured. If you attempt such an action, you will kill a Queen of the Lycavorian Union and that action will plunge our two peoples into a war you will not win. The moment we detect your weapons powering up I will order you and your ship blown into nubous atoms Commander.”


“I have you outnumbered and I do not fear your vaunted LEONIDAS II-Class ships!” He barked.


“Then you are a fool.” Aricia said calmly. “But my experiences with the males of your species as already proved that to me. If you wish to expand this meeting into a shooting match, you are more than welcome Commander. You will lose and we will continue on our way without as much as a pause.”

“You would not dare woman!” He barked. “I don’t believe you!” 


Aricia smiled as her eyes changed and her fangs extended. “Then that would be the single most ignorant thing you have ever done Commander. You go ahead and let your male pride rule your actions fool! I will blow your ship into so many tiny pieces no one will ever know you existed.”  

Angak’s eyes grew wide as the insult to his male pride hit him. “I will contact… I will contact my superior officers! You will remain here until this is done.”

Aricia chuckled. “You may remain here if you wish.” She stated simply. “We are leaving however.” She looked at Komirri. “Take us home Komirri. For olyn allon igord sarad ioion aen derolfar willude, tyna jen mida dur rie vada siprera.” (And if this fool so much as twitches wrong blow his ass out of the stars.)

Komirri’s reptilian face was locked in a wide grin showing his razor like white teeth. “It would be my pleasure Milady.”


Aricia lowered the tea she was holding and looked at the man who held her beloved Martin’s complete and utter trust. Komirri had been the commander of Martin’s ship since he had assumed his role as King, and he was the one who had taught Martin everything he knew of ship combat and tactics.

“Something Komirri?” She asked.


“We are sixteen hours from the Bontawillian border Milady.” He spoke.


“We still have our guests I take it?” Aricia asked.


Komirri nodded. “Trailing behind us by several million kilometers and matching our course and speed. I ordered our Strike Wing to remain Shrouded and keep separation between them so no accidents happen.”


Aricia got to her feet. “So what is it that you need?”


Komirri held out the pad to her. “Long range sensors have detected three additional Kavalian ships entering the sector on an intercept course with us. They will reach us before we get to the border.”


Aricia took the pad and looked at it. “What type of ships?”


“Two DIATAGA-Class Missile Cruisers, we call them the Civet Cat because of their long range capability and one DIEROY-Class Heavy Cruiser. What we call the Sabertooth.” Komirri answered. 


“Threat level?” She asked looking up at him.


“The Sabertooth is more the concern because of her massive weapons load, but she has a very limited firing arc and we can maneuver to defeat that should it come to an exchange. The Civet Cat ships are more a nuisance with their missiles. Our point defenses would destroy their missiles before they ever hit.” Komirri answered.


“You think this Angak fool called for reinforcements?” Aricia asked.


Komirri shrugged. “If he did… they did not bring enough.” He stated calmly. “They obviously think we are out here alone. I have tasked our Strike Wing into sections, targeting all the ships. The Kavalians fight with a brute force mentality Milady. We maneuver against the Sabertooth, staying out of her forward firing arc and decimate her with our port and starboard Type One batteries as well as our missile launchers. We use our torpedoes in a support mode on the other ships while our Strike Wing cleans up the others.”


Aricia nodded her head. “Martin has told me this. They charge into battle thinking they are superior to all around them and no one could defeat them. They do not care about the losses they suffer, as long as they accomplish their goals.”


Komirri nodded. “Essentially yes.”


“How soon before they intercept us?” Aricia asked.


“The Civet Cats will be in extreme range of their missile batteries in fourteen hours if they maintain their present course.” Komirri answered. “They’ll reach us…”

“…still two hours from the border.” Aricia said to herself as she turned to look out the view window once more.


“Yes.”


“Will this Sabertooth ship have a senior officer on board?” Aricia asked.


Komirri nodded. “Senior to Angak… more than likely.”


“They wish us to back down Komirri.” Aricia spoke softly. “They want us to do what they tell us to do. They want us to fear them? And they want us to hand over Maros, Walsh and the others.”


Komirri nodded. “Yes Milady. All they really know is how to use threats and brute force to make others comply with what they want.”


“I don’t respond well to threats Komirri.” Aricia said.


Komirri chuckled. “No… as Martin’s wife and one of our Queens I don’t imagine you do.”


Aricia looked at him her azure eyes smiling. “Martin holds you in such high regard Komirri.” She said softly seeing Komirri’s eyes grow a little wider at this. “You have taught him so much through the years and you are one he trusts completely.”


“I could say the same about him Milady.” Komirri said softly.


Aricia nodded. “Yes I suppose so.” She said evenly. “Have our fighters ready to launch if they attack Komirri. If it is a test of might the Kavalians wish to engage in, I will be more than happy to oblige them. I will not be cowed by these ignorant people and neither will Isabella I assure you.”

Komirri nodded. “I will give the orders.”

DARKBROOD-CLASS FRIGATE

HIGH COVEN INSURGENCY

“The Kavalian ships are still there Commander.” Maros’s operations officer told him.

“Maintain your course.” Maros ordered. “We must not do anything that would provoke the Kavalian pigs into something rash.”

Maros turned his head and looked at Isabella who stood beside him on the bridge. He had never envisioned this day. Isabella and Vonis were famed heroes of the insurgency and they didn’t even know it. They had stood up to Aikiro and Veldruk and decided they wanted more than what life within the Coven offered. They now had that life, Isabella being a Queen of the Lycavorian Union against all the odds, and the mother of two of the King’s daughters. And as Maros had discovered when they returned to his ship, she would be mother to his son as well for she carried the King’s sixteenth child in her womb. Vonis was married to an elf female with five children, and a senior officer within the Union military and Intelligence establishment.

Vonis and Walsh were standing by one of the computer stations deep in a conversation and Maros looked at Isabella intently as Vonis turned.

“Sister… a message from Aricia.” Vonis spoke. “Three additional Kavalian ships on intercept course with us. They will come into weapons range while we are still two hours from the border.”

“Type?” Bella asked. She was no stranger to space combat.

“Two Civet Cats and a Sabertooth.” Vonis replied.

“The senior officer must have called for assistance.” Maros spoke. “They do not take kindly to being insulted. Especially by women as Queen Aricia did.”

Isabella smiled. “No I didn’t think they would.” She said looking at him. “You enjoyed that exchange I take it?”

Maros smiled broadly. “Best show I have seen in decades Lady Isabella. I thank you for leaving the channels open so that my crew could view it.”

“No matter what you may have heard Maros… Martin Leonidas is no friend of the High Coven.” Isabella said. “And he certainly will not allow Aikiro to discover your identities…” Bella turned as Vonis and Walsh came up. “…or that you and her other clones still live.”

Walsh grinned. “No sense in telling her that her cloning process is flawed.” He spoke. “She’ll find that out so enough on her own.”

Vonis gave Isabella the data pad. “Walsh and I have worked out a code.” He said. “I will return with them to their operating base and try to make contact with this General.”

Isabella looked at the pad. “You truly have no idea who this General is?” She asked.

Maros shook his head. “He has been giving his commands from the shadows since he made himself known to us.” He answered. “We understand why considering the position he must be in.”

“How do you know he is not a plant of Aikiro?” Bella asked.

“Two of the initial operations he planned and sent to us were on high profile targets. A weapons research lab and a new ship yard that was to build their BLOOD REVERENCE dreadnought.” Maros replied. “We were skeptical at first, just like you. The intelligence was perfect Lady Isabella. Plans, defenses, positions of ships, what docks to destroy. The weapons lab was the better target of the two in my opinion.”

Walsh nodded. “They were building new planetary missiles.” He said. “They could have launched them from orbit and devastated entire kilometers of ground on the surface. Even our underground facilities would have been at risk. They were fucking expensive to build and once we whacked the facility, Aikiro decided not to reconstitute the program.”

Isabella looked at him and laughed softly. “There is no doubt in my mind that you are who you say you are Colin Walsh.” She said. “You even speak like Martin does when he is excited or angry.”
Walsh chuckled. “He kind of rubbed off on us through the years I suppose.” He said.

“Wouldn’t Aikiro have clamped down on intelligence once these two operations were successful?” Isabella asked.

Maros nodded. “She did… but the General is a superior tactical mind. His tactics were to make it appear as if the intelligence we received was random in manner. We would attack some facilities, only to make it appear as if we lost badly and then run with our tail between our legs. Others we would press as hard as we were able until we were victorious. His transmissions are random and usually come as a surprise to everyone. He is smart. He even stopped us from attacking the base where they had their dragons. We didn’t want them used against us.”

Isabella looked at him. “Why?”

Maros shrugged. “We never knew why… but we didn’t go through with the attack. And they have never been used against us in any manner. He finally told us the dragons were not our enemy and they were being forced to do things against their as well. It was a compassionate plea to be honest.”

“Indeed.” Isabella said.

“What happens when those Kav ships get here?” Colin asked.

“If they wish to try and intimidate Aricia they will not succeed.” Isabella spoke. “She is… hard as fucking nails… I believe Martin says often.”

Vonis chuckled. “That she is.”

“And if they pick a fight?” Walsh continued.

Isabella looked at Vonis for a moment and then back to him. “Then they will quickly find that Aricia Leonidas’s bite is far worse than her bark.”

DYSEA’S STRIKER DT
FIVE HOURS FROM APO PRIME


Dysea stood silently as she lifted the mug of tea to her lips, her emerald eyes focused on where her daughter sat.

Normya was curled up on the couch of the STRIKER, her body pressed tightly to Tir’ut’s muscular side, her head resting comfortably on his broad chest. He was slumped lower on the couch, and Normya’s platinum blond hair splashed across his chest and abdomen. Tir’ut’s left arm was draped over her upper back protectively, Normya’s face tucked against the side of his neck, both of them sleeping soundly.


“What is going through your mind when you look at them Dysea Leonidas?” Esther’s voice asked from behind her. “I know of your abilities within Mindvoice. You saw something when you touched my son on Kranek. What did you see Dysea?”

Dysea turned slowly and looked at her. Esther was holding her own mug of steaming tea in her hands, her beautiful face relaxed and calm. Dysea doubted very much could get this woman to show her emotions unless it was related to her husband Cha’talla.


“I saw… I saw a child. A beautiful child. A child with my daughter’s hair, and your son’s skin and eyes.” Dysea said softly. “Their child. I saw… I saw the love for my daughter in his eyes, and the shining brightness of Normya’s eyes when she looked at him.”


Esther stepped up beside her and glanced at where Tir’ut and Normya slept. “Is this a bad thing Dysea?” She asked softly.


“Love is never a bad thing Esther.” Dysea said.


“I never imagined myself falling in love with an Immortal Dysea.” Esther said. “It just happened. I did not see Cha’talla’s outward appearance. I saw what was inside him. I know what you fear Dysea, and I don’t know how to make you understand that can not happen to your daughter.”


“You sound so certain.” Dysea said.


Esther nodded. “I should be… that particular Akruxian gene is not present in my sons.” She said confidently. “None of them. Every Immortal male in our settlement has voluntarily had that gene within them suppressed Dysea. Erli’ra and the other elven females who are married to Immortals show no signs of what you fear Dysea. You saw that for yourself. You spoke to all of them.”


Dysea nodded. “Yes.” She said. 


“I knew something was there the first time he spoke to her over the COM. There was something in his voice. He had not even met her yet but I could sense it. And then when he attacked the Bancorik without even a moment’s hesitation I knew for sure. He would gladly give his life to keep her safe Dysea.” Esther said. 

Dysea nodded. “Yes… that is quite obvious.”

“Is it… is it that my son is not good enough for Normya?” Esther asked with a very neutral voice.


Dysea shook her head adamantly. “No Esther! Never that! We… we pride ourselves on being so open to change… yet looking at her in his arms, it makes me shudder, but it also makes me very happy that she found someone who loves her as Tir’ut obviously does.”


Esther nodded with a smile. “As King Leonidas no doubt loves you.” She said.

“Nauta Melme loves all of us equally.” Dysea said.

“Yes I imagine that is true. But there are many who say he favors you most after his soulmate Aricia.” Esther said. 
Dysea nodded. “Yes… we have heard that too. Some say me… some say Melyanna. We laugh about it.” She said with a smile. 

Esther took a deep breath. “Cha’talla will be the first one to admit that the Akruxian history with elves is wrought with violence and forcing them to be slaves to Immortals. It was one of the things he most wanted to change. He values the wisdom of elves Dysea; that is why he has Erli’ra’s father running our schools. It was the first thing he told me in our bed when they came to be with us. He wanted Illiad to teach our children, and the children of our future.”


“How did you do it?” Dysea asked.


“Do what?”


“Change them so.” Dysea finished her question.


“It was relatively simple really.” Esther answered. “To be honest I only followed Queen Anja’s blueprint.”


“Melyanna?” Dysea asked surprised.


Esther nodded. “She came up with the suppressive compound and didn’t even know it.” Esther answered. “I suspected that was the case when I saw the balance of amino acids and nuclides. I spent quite a bit of one of our harvests to get the needed samples from within Union space, but it was money well spent. With blood samples of every male Immortal in our tribe, it took only eight months to test and then produce the serum. When I announced it was finished, they were lining up outside our clinic the next day Dysea. Cha’talla’s tribe has embraced the changes he has brought Dysea. Changing our past history with elves was the first and most important step.”


“Our history?” Dysea asked.


Esther nodded. “I am Cha’talla’s Blessed Wife. I am a member of their tribe… so yes… it is our history.”


“I only saw your two younger sons and Tir’ut Esther.” Dysea spoke. “You said you have four sons with Cha’talla.”


Esther nodded. “Lynom was born a year after Tir’ut. He is doing something for his father in The Wilds that ultimately protects us as well. He is almost as skilled as his brother, and shares his wild streak, though he is not as accomplished within Mindvoice. He and Tir’ut are very close.” 

“This is the connection I sense within him then?” Dysea asked. “It is heavily shielded and even I would be hard pressed to intrude upon it.”

Esther nodded. “More than likely.” She said. “He keeps it open in case Lynom contacts him for some reason.”

“You will not tell me where he is will you?” Dysea asked.


Esther smiled. “I would if I knew.” She said. “Only Cha’talla and Tir’ut know where he is. I do not want to know, the truth is told… for it will undoubtedly make me very upset. He is my son, and putting him in danger goes against every instinct inside me.”


Dysea nodded with a smile. “Yes… I do know that feeling.” She said. She turned back and looked at Tir’ut and Normya on the couch.


“Will Martin Leonidas try to separate them when he finds out Dysea?” Esther asked softly. “I know he must harbor quite a bit of hatred for Cha’talla’s people over the events with his father.”


Dysea shook her head. “No. We made a promise to ourselves that we would not interfere in the lives of our children. That we would allow them to find their own paths. Nauta Melme is very open Esther, more so than most give him credit for. He embraces change and the unknown, and over the years he has come to trust in fate and destiny more than he ever did.”


“Like when he saved T’lolt’s life?” Esther said softly.


Dysea nodded. “Yes. Once he sees the love for our daughter that Tir’ut holds; the love for him that Normya is no longer fighting within herself, he will embrace change once more. It is just part of his nature.”


“Dysea… does… does this nature allow him to trust what Aikiro tells him.” Esther asked softly. 


Dysea turned and met her eyes and Esther thought she saw a vicious glint in those emerald orbs that disappeared just as quickly as it flashed across them.


“Martin Leonidas is many things Esther.” She said calmly. “A fool is not one of them. He no more trusts that woman than he trusts the Kavalian pigs that have come to Earth.”


Esther grinned. “I take it he does not care for the Kavalians.” She said.


Dysea shook her head. “There are exceptions to every rule Esther, you know this as well as I. When it comes to the Kavalians however, we have not found any of them yet. They have more in common with that vampire upaee Aikiro than they think. They seek to conquer and control by brute force and fear, while Aikiro seeks the same thing; only by using subversion and assassination. He may be a Spartan, and he definitely loves to fight, but we have found he much prefers when he is in our bed and we shower him with attention.” She said with a seductive grin and twinkle in her eye.

Esther chuckled. “That sounds very much like Cha’talla.” She said.


“No Esther… he does not trust Aikiro. Or anything she tells him. What we are doing… what our son Androcles is doing… its only purpose is to give those dragons that she stole from us so long ago a chance to see for themselves what they could become. And have a chance if they need to fight the Kavalians.” Dysea said with a smile. “Empress Aikiro is not as skilled and influential as she likes to believe she is. And she does not know what is happening right under her own nose.”


Esther looked at her confused. “What do you mean?”


Dysea smiled. “It is something I sensed several weeks ago. That is part of my ability and I can’t control it. Like the visions it comes to me out of the blue really. It will come out soon I think.” She said. “And no doubt you and Cha’talla will hear her scream from here when it does.”


Esther grinned now. “I will certainly look forward to that.” She said.


Dysea nodded and took her hand. “Come Esther… let us as mothers insure our plans are adequate enough so that our children do not place themselves in too much danger. And Iriral I know would like to question you and get to know you more since we will be working together.”


Esther nodded. “I would like to know her as well.” She said.


“Then we have six hours to insure that your son does not kill those who have tried to kill the woman he loves.” Dysea said. “At least not before we have had ample time to question them.”

“And then?” Esther asked.


This time Dysea’s smile was exceptionally cruel. “Then Tir’ut may do with them what he will for trying to kill my daughter. I may be an elf Esther, but I was turned by the most powerful Lycavorian Spartan within the Union and I have inherited many of his traits, first and foremost among them is the savage protectiveness of family. I do not think they will like what Tir’ut has in mind for them.”


“No… I don’t think they will.” Esther spoke. “Not one bit.”

IRARUZU
THE WILDS 


A world of towering white capped mountains and rolling green plains. It was a world that many would be proud to call home and live upon, except for the growing population of pirate and mercenary scum that now called the world their home. It sat within a week’s travel of the Bontawillian border, but those blue and black skinned aliens had grown very close to the Union and its King in the last twenty years, changing many of their own laws to mirror those of the Union. They dared not approach the Bontawillian Alliance border any longer looking to cross into Union space or for any nefarious purposes. The destruction of a dozen of their pirate ships through the past years had shown them the Bontawillian Alliance had thrown their hat in almost completely with the Lycavorian Union. The Bontawillian Alliance had the strongest treaties of mutual trade and protection among the non-Lycavorian Union worlds, and the fact that the Lycavorian King had embraced their independence and even encouraged it only made the Bontawillian Alliance that much more loyal to him. He gave them weapons and training and ships, and their trade agreements were among the most profitable in the Union.

The mercenaries and pirates who stayed on Iraruzu were some of the vilest in The Wilds, but they were also some of the most intelligent and they knew who not to make angry. As with Jagaliu, Ricot Four and Aprian Two, Iraruzu had several large settlements where most of the pirates and mercenaries tended to remain. There were many smaller settlements along the outer rim of the main spaceports on the planet, those who chose to remain away from the laws of the Union, but who were not criminals in some shape or form. One of these small settlements was a combination of Drow elves and humans, situated exactly thirteen kilometers from the main city. Like the settlement on Nebonese, all of these Drow and humans were members of the Krypteria. They were highly skilled and trained, and their main task was monitoring the area near Gellen Station and the planets within the former Lycavorian People’s Republic that their King had destroyed a quarter century ago. There were twenty-seven of them altogether, fifteen Drow and twelve humans, all of them from the same family clan. The humans, seven females and five males were the wives or husbands of the Drow since the family clan Dareitara worked very closely with humans in Eden City. The Dareitara Clan was well respected among the Drow and looked to for leadership and wisdom. They were among the first who had embraced the changes brought about by their Queen when they had come from Canada to Eden City.


The Dareitara Clan was her family clan and she could not have been prouder.


Her name was Lu’ria and she was the epitome of a female Drow warrior in looks. She was only twenty-five years old and in the lifespan of elves, still very much a child. The black Drow jumpsuit held a five foot nine, hundred and twenty-one pound frame of feminine curves and Drow muscularity. Her breasts were not large, but they were very firm, her waist small but highlighting an incredible firm and perfectly shaped ass. Her long legs were taut and powerful, and her abdomen flat and displaying the feminine ripple of her stomach muscles. Her long and silky shimmering white hair was braided, with several dreadlock strands ending in black beads on either side of her face. Her skin was typical in its flawless, elven texture and the sepia color of her skin contrasted greatly with the lustrous white of her hair. Her eyes were a burnt amber color, very alert and holding great intelligence in them. 

Lu’ria had accomplished much in only twenty-five years of life. She held a Degree in Aerospace Engineering from the Eden City University and she was an accomplished pilot with hundreds of hours in both the Raptor III as well as several different transports. She spoke both the ancient language of the Drow as well as being fluent in the Lycavorian ancient language. This was something that all Drow learned without question to honor their king. Her parents were well respected and influential in Eden City and the Drow city of Dalmouzh only six kilometers away. Her mother was the Matron of their family, and one of Queen Aihola’s advisors, while her father was a sought after and very skilled engineer in his own right. Their family and clan were very traditional in many respects, adhering to the culture of their Drow heritage almost religiously. Her mother had been one of the first to fully commit their family to support of Queen Aihola when she had come to Canada and over the years the strict laws by which they had lived lessened to some degree as they embraced the new life that had been granted to their people. Her parents had been very proud of her when she made the decision to join the Krypteria, following in the footsteps of her three brothers and two sisters.


Lu’ria had come to Iraruzu after fully completing three years of intense training for the Krypteria, to include days and weeks of hand to hand training, and the use of every conceivable weapon known to exist. She was technically an agricultural expert as her cover and she was very knowledgeable of plants and flowers and weeds. It was not the most enjoyable of fields, or the most exciting, but to get into the Krypteria was all that mattered to her. In typical Drow fashion, as the youngest child she was also the one to be the brunt of her older sister’s and brother’s jokes about her standing within the family. She would never be the head of their family unless some catastrophic event killed her sisters and mother, and the likelihood of that happening was astronomical. To compensate for that Lu’ria was a little more adventurous and took a few more risks than her sisters and brothers, a fact that angered her parents to some extent. Lu’ria was also the only one of their children to not have at least a steady lover. She was no stranger to relationships, but Lu’ria was not one to let a man or woman tie her down. She had had three lovers in her young life, two Drow elf males and a female High elf while in school. As with any culture, the two males had hoped to advance their own status within the Drow hierarchy by becoming her husband, and Lu’ria had quickly shown one of them to the door while her father had chased the other one away. The female she had been with for five months, and while it had been very pleasurable while they were together, both of them wanted much more in their lives and went their separate ways after school. Her brothers and sisters made fun of her because Lu’ria said she would only be swept off her feet by royalty. That one day she would know the love of a Prince and Princess. Her mother thought this childish, while her father secretly wished for this to happen for his youngest daughter.

The post on Iraruzu was an excellent starting point for the Drow in their Krypteria careers for their settlement had existed longer than all the others. The Matron mother of Clan Tonairo was an older woman, but close friends with Lu’ria’s mother and almost like a loving aunt to Lu’ria. Many of the pirate scum and mercenaries had long ago learned not to mess with anyone associated with the dark skinned elves if they valued their lives and their sexual equipment. The settlement was six kilometers away from the main spaceport where they had opened and now ran a well established weapons shop. They bought and sold weapons from all over The Wilds; some of them legal, some not as legal, as was their cover.


Lu’ria looked across their establishment at the counter where the older son of Clan Tonairo was showing a long energy weapon to a Kochab. She stood behind the herbal counter in keeping with her cover, as they sold many items that had natural healing properties in them, and provided an excellent additional income considering the line of work of many of those that frequented their establishment.

“He’s handsome isn’t he?” The female voice said from just behind her.


Lu’ria turned and looked at the very pretty human female. She smiled. “If you prefer his type Jennifer, then yes I suppose he is handsome.” Lu’ria said.


The blond haired young woman was one of the “slaves” to Clan Tonairo, and the frequent lover of one of Clan Tonairo’s daughters. She was exceptionally bright and always had a kind word to say to everyone.


“You don’t find him attractive?” Jennifer asked.


“I didn’t say that.” Lu’ria spoke with a smile. “He is just not my type.”


Jennifer moved closer to her. “I didn’t realize that clan Dareitara allowed the youngest females to have relationships outside of the Drow.” She said. “I thought custom dictated that the youngest female marry a Drow to keep their bloodline strong.”


Lu’ria nodded. “Yes… that is our custom… but that does not mean I agree to it.” She stated shaking her head. “No… the man I spend my life with will have blue eyes, and the three women I will call my slaves will have sea green eyes, soft blue eyes and glittering dark orbs. They will worship and pleasure me just as I will worship and pleasure them.”


“Three slaves?” Jennifer spoke with wide eyes. “Wow… even General Lynwe has only two slaves. You are aspiring to greatness Lu’ria.”


Lu’ria shrugged. “It is what I feel inside me.” She said. “It is what I have felt for many years. Everyone laughs at me… but they will see.”


The young blond stepped right up to her. “You know… Kodsu and Ixara are spending the night together.” She spoke boldly. “She doesn’t mind if I occupy myself when she and her husband are together. Do you think you might want too…?”


Lu’ria lean over and smiled seductively. “I think I would like that Jennifer.” She said with a smile.


“Like what?” The gruff voice spoke and they both turned to look directly in the cruel green vertical slit eyes of the Kavalian. He was close to six and a half feet tall and easily over two hundred pounds. The dark blond hair that covered his body was groomed well enough, but he gave off a musky odor that was not pleasant in the least. An odor like one would smell from someone who had not bathed in several days.  

Lu’ria forced a genuine smile onto her face. “Good day sir.” She announced. “Can I interest you in some herbal medicines that my people developed on Earth? They are guaranteed to take care of whatever ails you.”


“I want nothing from that backwater planet you call Earth!” The man snapped.


Lu’ria’s Krypteria training was perfect and she kept the smile on her face. “Then can I interest you in something that you don’t have right now?”


“How much for you?” The Kavalian barked. “Think you can survive a night in my bed Drow wench?”


Lu’ria continued to smile sweetly. She knew how Kavalians viewed their females, and that apparently extended to females of different species as well. “That would very much depend sir.” Lu’ria stated.


“Depend on what?” The Kavalian snapped with an evil grin. “Wench… once I lock groins with you… you’ll be ruined except for another Kavalian. You’ll never want another.”


“Locking groins with me would mean you need to actually have a cock right?” Lu’ria stated calmly, the smile never leaving her face. “Something you won’t have if you touch me.” Lu’ria made a show of sniffing the air and she wrinkled her nose as she turned to look at Jennifer. “It would also entail that you bath more than once a week.”


The Kavalian’s eyes flared wide in anger and he leaned across the counter, placing his hands on the top for better leverage. He froze when he felt the cold metal of two very large hand weapons placed to his temples, and the tiny pin prick from the tip of the wicked looking blade Lu’ria now held in her right hand.


“Your actions will be forgiven right now.” The older female voice spoke from the side in as calm a voice as the Kavalian had ever heard. “Raise your hand another millimeter Kavalian, and you will no longer have brains to control your body. Not to mention Lu’ria there will open your throat so wide not even a Hadarian Healer could save you.”


The Kavalian looked out of the corner of his eye at the face of the older Drow female as she came closer. He saw the male Drow from the weapons counter standing just to one side with the large K12 KM pressed to his temple, and another smaller female with a cut down version of the K12 in her hands and jammed into his opposite temple. 


“She insulted me!” He roared.


“Another step and she would have cut off your cock before you knew what happen.” The older Drow spoke. “My name is Vlonjra… and I am the Matron of the Drow Clan Tonairo. You will find we are not like other elves Kavalian, and we do not fall down with our legs open whenever a male who says he has a big cock comes forward. We are Drow… and we left Earth because that fool King would not allow us to live as we please.” Vlonjra stepped right up to him as he looked into Lu’ria’s bright burnt amber eyes. They held no fear of him, only contempt. “You are welcome to shop in our establishment sir, and if there is something you need that we do not have, we can probably obtain it for you at a very reasonable cost. You will not however, you will not treat members of my family and clan with your Kavalian bravado and abusive nature. If you do… I will ask you to leave. If you do not… I will kill you sir. You will disappear and your leaders will think you have deserted for no sign you ever existed will remain.” She leaned close to his face and waited until his eyes left Lu’ria’s and looked at her. “Am I making myself clear enough to that underdeveloped feline brain of yours?”


“Do not push me woman!” He snarled at her. “I heard you!”


Vlonjra nodded. “Good. Now… do you wish to buy something?”


“Not from this place!” He snapped.


“Then I will ask you only once to leave.” Vlonjra spoke. “We have been doing business here for near two decades now and I don’t need your foul kind chasing away my legitimate customers.”


“I will not forget this woman!” He growled.


Vlonjra nodded. “Yes… I had heard that about you Kavalians. All brawn and no brains. Living off of centuries old hatreds and vendettas. I am quite sure you won’t forget it, but now you need to leave.”


Vlonjra motioned with her head and the two weapons came away from his head. His eyes went to Lu’ria and she smiled as she slowly drew back the blade, lifting it in front of his face and angling it in the light.


“It is very sharp.” She said softly.


The Kavalian push back slowly from the counter and then turned to exit the store without so much as a second glance back. Vlonjra moved closer to the counter as Lu’ria vaulted herself over the chest high obstacle and landed cat like next to her. She looked at the Drow from the weapons counter as he came forward and the younger female Drow as she replaced the K14 in the small holster within her loose fitting dress. 


“Rikmyr?” She asked softly.


“I’ve never seen him before mother.” He answered.


“Neduna?” Vlonjra asked.

“Nor have I mother.” The female spoke.

“There is a Kavalian frigate in orbit. It arrived only yesterday.” Rikmyr spoke. “I saw dozens of them walking the streets earlier today.”
Vlonjra nodded. “Perhaps.” She said thoughtfully.

“Matron Mother… did I act wrongly?” Lu’ria asked.

Vlonjra looked at her. “No.” She answered immediately. “You acted just as they have come to expect a dominant Drow female to act. Any other way and others would become suspicious.” Vlonjra turned back to the door that the Kavalian had exited. “This however, was no ordinary soldier from one of their ships as we have seen before. He tried to act the part, and he may fool others who are less observant.”

“What do you mean mother?” Neduna asked.

“He was wearing very loose clothing.” Lu’ria spoke. “His hands are scarred which means he does not work on a ship. He was too alert and he acted as if he wanted to provoke a reaction from us.”
Vlonjra nodded. “Excellent Lu'ria.” She said. “Rikmyr… pass the word to the others to be more mindful of Kavalians who come around the store here and the road towards our home.”

“You don’t think he will try something do you mother?” Rikmyr asked quickly. “After the reputation we have cultivated here?”

“I would not put anything past these Kavalians.” Vlonjra spoke evenly. “They use cloned soldiers that they know will not live past a certain time. It makes it easier to control them.” She shook her head. “No… once those fools on Nefoa gave them complete control of their planet; the Kavalians began acting like they owned The Wilds. Have our family keep more of a watch on their surroundings.” 

Rikmyr nodded. “I’ll pass the word mother.”

Vlonjra looked at Lu’ria. “You have done well Lu’ria.” She said warmly. “You will do your mother proud as you grow older.”

Lu’ria smiled. “Thank you Matron.”


The Kavalian made his way through the streets of the Iraruzu spaceport and when he was almost to the actual landing bays he ducked into a dark alley and moved quickly for a man his size. He sprinted down the dark alley and around the rear of the spaceport, coming to the ten story abandoned building. He slipped between the bent doors and took the old stairs three at a time until he was on the fourth floor. He moved around to the east side of the building and came to the closed door. He knocked several times and pushed the door open to reveal a dozen other Kavalians lounging around the large room, all of them cleaning weapons of some sort. He moved directly to the senior officer who sat at the table looking at a chart of the terrain. The Kavalian looked up.

“Report?” He ordered.


“Just as the intelligence said Major.” The man spoke. “I saw at least six Drow elves and two human females.”


“The leader?” The Kavalian Major asked.


“An older Drow female.” The man answered. “They reacted just as you said they would to my actions.”


The Major nodded as another Kavalian came up to the table. “Byttao… send your initial report. The intelligence from the contact has proven to be accurate and we will begin planning our assault.”

The man nodded. “Yes Major.” He spoke before turning and moving to the large communications set up on the table near the wall.
“A request Major.” The man asked.

“You have done well Kamal.” The Major spoke. “What is your request?”

“When we finally move against them, I request that the female who stuck her knife to my throat be mine.” He said.

“Why?” He asked.

“I intend to use her as a repository for my seed for however long she survives.” Kamal said cruelly. “She was a lush thing and she needs to learn her place.”
The Major nodded. “You will have her Kamal.” He replied. “Get some rest. We will begin setting up observation points tomorrow so that we can learn their routine. If they are members of the Krypteria, their routine will never be the same from one day to the next and we will need to discover how to eliminate them with the most efficiency.”

“Thank you Major.” Kamal said bowing his head slightly.

SPARTA
CRANAE ISLAND


The sunlight bathed her face in its warmth and she knew immediately something was very wrong.


Ne’Veha sat up in the bed quickly; the satin like sheets caressing her naked flesh as the cover fell away exposing her firm breasts, her nipples hardening instantly in the cool morning air. Her long brown hair fell around her face and well past her shoulders, and when she sat up fully the wave of nausea hit her and the temples in her head began to throb almost painfully.


“Ohhhhh.” Ne'Veha groaned loudly her hands going to her head.


She waited for a long moment as the pain and nausea passed after a time and then she lifted her head to look around the huge bedroom she was in. This was most definitely not her quarters on the SCIMITAR, nor was it any lodge or resort suite she had ever been in. She felt the sun coming in through the large double doors leading out onto some patio, and then she smelled the salt in the air. She was by the ocean, for as she listened she could hear the birds and the gentle lap of the waves as they came up onto the beach. She was very close to the ocean if she could hear that. Ne'Veha looked around the huge room once more, seeing several dressers as well as a large couch near a fireplace against the wall. There were two large windows with blinds of some sort, as well as the double doors leading outside. There was another set of double doors on the wall closest to the bed that obviously led into another part of wherever she was. She saw a discarded male shirt on the floor near the bed, as well as a pair of light blue panties.


“Oh carians.” Ne'Veha muttered. “Please tell me I didn’t sleep with Tarren last night.” She spoke as she gathered the sheet around her body. She froze as she realized she had just spoken a word in the ancient Lycavorian language. Tarren’s comments as well as those of her friends came rushing back to her now. How could she know the Lycavorian language? She had never studied it in school, never even bothered to make an attempt to learn it. Her parents had made sure that it was not part of her curriculum.


You understand and speak it because it is now part of you Ne'Veha. The female voice rang out softly in her mind. Just as we are part of you. And you a part of us.


Ne'Veha looked around the room quickly, her dark eyes darting from corner to corner looking for the owner of that voice. “Who are you?” She demanded. “Where are you?”


At this moment I am in our kitchen preparing something for your headache, which must be nearly intolerable considering the amount of Spartan Wine you drank last night. The voice answered. You may join me if you like. You know the way Ne'Veha... you are part of us now.

“Spartan Wine?” Ne'Veha asked softly as the memories from last night came rushing back. Her eyes grew wider in horror as she remembered what had occurred at Gallais’s Retreat. “Oh… oh no. Please… please tell me I did not do what I remember doing?” She gasped. “Please tell me I did not vomit all over Prince Androcles.”

The female voice chuckled softly. I don’t believe anyone has ever thrown up on Andro. She spoke with considerable humor. It was quite entertaining to see the look on his face. Come Ne'Veha… join me in the kitchen and we can discuss what you and we have discovered.


Ne'Veha wrapped the sheet around her tighter and climbed from the bed, moving for the double doors into the interior of the home almost instinctively. It was almost as if she already knew where she was going. Like she had been here many times before. She pushed open the door and was assaulted with the smells of cooking food. The smell of the meat almost made her nauseous, but she fought it down quickly. She stepped into the massive expanse of the main room, the morning sun shining brightly in through several windows along the wall and from the massive skylight above. There were couches and chairs all over the room, as well as several large book cases and a great fireplace along the north wall. She heard the sizzling and angled across the room, the rug covered tile floor cool and soft against her bare feet. The kitchen area was large and set against the west side of the main room, attached with two large arches leading into it. Ne'Veha gasped loudly when she saw the golden blood hair and wonderfully tanned skin of the female sitting at the counter sipping a large mug of steaming liquid and reading from a data pad. She saw those dazzling jungle green eyes come up to gaze at her and they wrapped around her with warmth. 


It was her!


It was the Lycavorian female from her dreams. It was the Crown Princess of the Lycavorian Union. One of three others that she had been having delicious dreams about over these last weeks, along with the raven haired vampire female and a faceless dark skinned woman with long legs and confident hands.    
    

Sadi got to her feet, the thin white robe hugging her figure. She was naked underneath the robe as she always was, and it was tied loosely around her waist exposing a good amount of the valley between her large breasts. “Good morning.” She said warmly, her voice sounding exactly like the echo in her mind. She motioned to the additional chair at the kitchen counter and held up the large mug. “This should help with your headache and the nausea you feel.”


Ne'Veha moved forward slowly, her eyes darting back and forth around the kitchen and main room looking for him. Sadi smiled as she lifted her own mug of coffee now and looked at her. Six months ago Sadi would never envisioned this. She would never have seen herself so eagerly wanting to taste another woman. She had that brief relationship with Teeria yes, but what she felt now for Carisia, for Ne'Veha and for the last woman who occupied their dreams, that simply had no words to describe. Helen had begun her on the road to discovery and their conversation just before the State Dinner those weeks ago had only reinforced what Sadi felt coursing through her. She could no more deny the incredible attraction and pull towards the others anymore then they could deny it to themselves. It all centered on Andro, he was the focus and the core of it all. It was not merely a physical attraction between all of them, it was far deeper than that and it was something that made them all far more powerful and committed. She could feel it within Ne'Veha even now, and she passed it without question through Mindvoice to Carisia who eagerly awaited their return at SODRAG. As with his mother, Sadi was Andro’s soulmate and she would always have the part of him that no other female ever could. But like his mother Aricia, she would also love the other three females who were destined to be part of their lives, and they would love her just as intensely. 

And all of them would love Andro without question or hesitation in the least.
Sadi smiled as Ne'Veha stepped up to the counter looking at her. “Andro is walking along the beach with his brother.” Sadi said.

“I… I was sick… I vomited on him.” Ne'Veha spoke softly. “I am… I am so horrified. I will never live it down.”

“No one will know.” Sadi spoke.

“Tarren will tell everyone!” Ne'Veha exclaimed. 

Sadi smiled. “Tarren will tell no one if he knows what is good for him.” She said. “I think he is still trying to grasp how it is you know us. How you deal with him will be up to you Ne'Veha, but whatever you do we will support you.”
Ne'Veha lifted the mug from the counter top and her nose wrinkled slightly. “What… what is this?” She asked.

“It is something Andro’s mother Dysea made. She is a genius with natural herbs and such.” Sadi answered. “It does not smell very pleasant, but one mug of that and it will settle your stomach and rid you of the pounding in your head.”

Ne'Veha didn’t hesitate and took a long sip of the lukewarm liquid. It was dark brown in color and tasted faintly of mint, but as the warmth entered her throat and stomach, the effects were almost instantaneous. The nausea began to subside and her headache no longer throbbed quite as painfully against her temples. She looked up at Sadi with wide eyes and saw her jungle green orbs smiling back at her.

“I told you.” Sadi said. “Drink the rest Ne'Veha, and I will get you a mug of Aricia’s coffee and then you will need to eat.”

“You… he has been in my dreams.” Ne'Veha spoke quickly.

Sadi looked at her and nodded as she stood up. “And you have been in ours.”

“I… I felt everything that you… I felt all that you did.” Ne'Veha stammered. “You, him and… and Carisia.” She looked at Sadi. “How… how do I know her name? I have never met her in my life, yet I feel as if…”

“You feel as if you know her completely.” Sadi asked moving around the counter to stand in front of her. “You feel as if you know Andro and I completely. You feel as if you know the last of us completely. The one we haven’t found just yet.”
“She… she is a Drow.” Ne'Veha said. “Her skin is so… it is so perfect. And her hair!”

Sadi nodded. “Like white silk spun from masters.” She said. “Yes… we feel it too. We see her too Ne'Veha.”

“Carisia… she is a vampire!” Ne'Veha said. “A member of the High Coven!”

“Carisia is a vampire yes.” Sadi answered. “But like Androcles and I were fated to be together… she was fated and destined to be part of our lives as well. As were you Ne'Veha. You can’t deny it. You have been using the ancient language… yet you never learned out to speak it. Others have commented on that haven’t they?”

Ne'Veha looked at her. “My friends… and Tarren.”

Sadi nodded. “It is coming from us.” She said. “The closer we are together, the faster our minds will come in concert.”

“Princess… I am only a Tier Three Mindvoicer.” Ne'Veha said.

“Is that what you think?” She asked with a smile. “Then how is it you can hear my words in your mind Ne'Veha? Andro, me, Carisia… we are all much stronger than Tier Six, and we almost never drop our shields enough to communicate with anyone who is not at least a Tier Five. Yet you hear us easily. You feel us easily. How do you explain that? And don’t call me Princess… it’s ridiculous considering what we will mean to each other.”

Ne'Veha looked at her. “I… I don’t know.”

Sadi nodded. “Do you believe in destiny Ne'Veha?”
Ne'Veha nodded her head. “I believe we are all here for some ultimate purpose in our lives.” She said. She looked away shyly. “It is an idea my parents have tried to get me to leave in the past. They don’t think it is realistic.”

“Why do they dislike Lycavorians so much?” Sadi asked.

Ne'Veha looked at her. “My grandmother had an affair with a Lycavorian that resulted in her leaving my grandfather. She followed this Lycavorian because her heart told her too I suppose.” Ne'Veha met her eyes. “She was killed with him during one of the battles with the High Coven a hundred and seventy years before King Leonidas returned to us. They had a son…”

“Did he survive?” Sadi asked.

Ne'Veha nodded. “Oh yes… but he is not welcome by my father or my other uncles and aunts.” She stated. “He is an officer in the fleet. I understand he commands a Leonidas II-Strike Cruiser now.”

“And you have fought with this for quite some time I take it.” Sadi said. “Your parents have tried to shape your thinking along their lines when it comes to my people.”
“Tarren’s actions did not do much to alleviate their concerns.” Ne'Veha said. 

“No I don’t imagine they did.” Sadi said.

Ne'Veha nodded slowly. “I… I thought they were right after he cheated on me.” She spoke looking at Sadi. “I thought that was the reason I would never let Tarren cado forn. That I could not trust him.” Her eyes grew a little wider when she spoke the words and Sadi grinned.
“I told you.” She said.

“That’s… that’s not the reason is it?” Ne'Veha asked.

Sadi shook her head. “It may have played a small part in your distrust of him. But you did not let him cado forn because a larger part of you knew he was not the one that called to you. That he was not who you were destined to be with.” She said gently reaching out and taking her hand. “You were meant for Andro… for us… for all of us. No more and no less than I was meant for Andro and for us. Just as he was meant for me, for Carisia, for you and for the Drow when we find her. As much as he hates being compared to his father… because of who he is… the type of man he is… he will have all of us. And we will have each other and him.”

“You sound… you sound so sure.” Ne'Veha said. “I have… I have never been with a woman before.”
Sadi shrugged. “It is something that only happened to me once before I met Andro. And up until that night on the island I was sure about nothing.” She said softly. “I struggled with it just as you are now. I could not believe I was in love with an eight month old infant… but I was. It was the reason that I never let any man I slept with before Andro came back into my life cado forn Ne'Veha.”
Ne'Veha looked at her. “And now?”

Sadi smiled. “Now?” She asked. “Now I could not imagine anything else. Carisia and I can give each other almost as much pleasure as Andro gives to us. It would be no different for you and me, or Carisia and the two of us. But no man will ever take Andro’s place in our hearts or our lives. And I have come to accept that there is a higher power, or powers, guiding us in all that we do. We were meant for Andro Ne'Veha and him for us.”

Ne'Veha looked at the mug in her hand and took another long drink of the odd tasting liquid. Her mind was telling her that this was all too much to believe, that it could not be the way Sadi was explaining it. Her body however, her body was calling out for Sadi in a way she had never experienced before. Calling out for Androcles like it had never called for any man, not even Tarren who she thought she had loved. And calling out for the touch of two women who she had never even met before. She looked at Sadi who was simply gazing at her with those beautiful jungle green eyes.

“I… I need… I need some time to wrap my mind around all this.” She said softly.

Sadi nodded. “I’m sure you do.” She said getting to her feet. “Right now… why don’t I finish cooking us some breakfast? You can’t return to the SCIMITAR because the wine in your blood is still very pungent for a wolf’s nose. It will be at least another day before it fully leaves your system. We are returning to SODRAG later this afternoon and you will go with us. You can return to the SCIMITAR from there.”
“Just like that?” Ne'Veha asked.

Sadi laughed. “Did you think we would keep you prisoner?” She asked. “You need to eat… and I know Andro is hungry, I can hear his stomach growling from here. Our path is already laid before us… time does not have any meaning right now.” She turned and moved for the large stove. “I hope you like Greek meat? It is a recipe Andro’s mother showed me.”


“…coming along better than we had hoped.” Andro spoke as he and Resumar walked along the beach near the villa. Elynth and Cemath rested near the patio of the villa, both of them flicking their tails at one another in some manner of sibling torment. “We could certainly use you and Cemath when we begin CQCF next week.”

They stopped walking to look across the bay at the city in the distance. They were both barefoot in the white sand, their upper bodies exposed to the rising sun. Physically it was like looking at two perfect specimens with the extreme definition and ripped muscularity. All of them, whether half elf or not, all of them had taken after their father in that regard. While Andro was the tallest and heaviest at nearly six feet two and two hundred and twenty-five pounds, they were within two inches of each other in height and perhaps twenty pounds in weight. Andro wore his customary white pants, while Resumar had stripped off his civilian shirt to join his brother on the sands.

“I’ll probably be there relatively soon.” Resumar answered him. 


Andro looked at his brother. “Why do you say that?” He asked.


Resumar met his brother’s blue eyes. They had fought together in some of the most horrific places in the universe during the Evolli war. They had seen death and war at its worst, or so they thought. Never once had Androcles treated him, Denali or Arrarn any differently because they had different mothers. It was not the way they were raised. Resumar also knew that his brother hated the title of Crown Prince because to him it signified in some way that he was supposedly better than his brothers, something that Andro had never once cultivated or even brought up in a joking manner. This was the brother who had worked with him, helped him to become a better leader of men, and then assisted in Resumar getting his own command.

If he could not trust this man, who could he trust?

“Andro… do you love me?” He asked finally.
Androcles Leonidas looked at his brother and smiled. “You have never asked me that question Res.” He said. 

Resumar nodded. “I didn’t think it was ever needed?”

“And you feel it is needed now?” Andro questioned him.

Resumar shrugged his broad shoulders. “I guess… I guess I wanted to be sure.” He said.

“I think the better question here brother… is do you love her?” Andro asked.

Resumar looked at him with wide eyes. “You know?” He gasped.

Andro chuckled. “Did you think I wouldn’t be able to sense her?” He asked. “Resumar, I am the one who taught you how to shield in a way so that none of our parents could intrude upon something we wanted to keep from them.”

“How… how long have you known?” Resumar stammered out the question.

“When I felt her presence in Sparta using the same techniques you and I use.” Andro answered. “It was easy enough to realize it wasn’t you. The first night she was having difficulty adjusting the layers of Mindvoice and how much shielding to apply. I helped her until she was able to finally reach out to you.”


“You helped her?” Resumar exclaimed.

“As loud as she was announcing her presence within Mindvoice, if I hadn’t caught it when I did, father was sure to detect her.” Andro said with a knowing smile. “Do you love her Res?”


“More… more than I can put into words Andro.” Resumar answered.


Andro nodded. “Then that’s good enough for me.” He said.


“You don’t care that… you don’t care that she is Kavalian?” Resumar asked.


Andro shrugged once more. “Once I got past the tail part…?” He asked with a wide grin looking at his brother. Andro reached up and put his hand behind Resumar’s neck and squeezed tightly. “If she was able to claim your heart brother… that says it all right there. Yes… she is Kavalian. That does not automatically make her a bad person. She obviously does not adhere to the twisted views of her people… and while she may not know it just yet, her abilities within Mindvoice do not allow her to hide her true intentions. She wears them on her sleeve for all to see. And the love she feels for you is genuine and real.”


“You didn’t probe her did you?” Resumar asked.


“That is not something I will do and you know that.” Andro said. “You don’t need too anyway. Like I said… her feelings for you are open for all to feel right there on the surface. She hasn’t learned how to shield them just yet. That is something you should probably get around to teaching her by the way.” He spoke with a smile.

“She… her scent drives me mad.” Resumar spoke with a sheepish smile.


“As Sadi’s does to me.” Andro said.


“I can hardly think straight let alone teach her something when I am with her.” Resumar said.


“Then you need to take her to see Helen and let Helen teach her.” Andro spoke. He looked at his brother. “You are going to do it today aren’t you?”


Resumar nodded. “Athani heard them talking last night. Her father gave her to Qurot… and he will undoubtedly come for her tonight and try to force himself on her. I won’t allow that Andro.”


“Nor should you.” Andro stated. “I hope you at least married her already?”


Resumar nodded quickly. “Six days ago.” He answered. “Thr’won conducted the elven ceremony.”


“Does mother know?” Andro asked.


Resumar shook his head. “She left to gather Normya before I had a chance to tell her. The rest of our mothers know however, but I did not want to tell her via a communication. She already has too much to concern herself with when it comes to our sister.”


Andro nodded. “Ain’t that the anse truth?” He said with a smile. “I take it mother has been working with Aunt Deia to put the petition through?”


Resumar nodded. “Tenna got the final signatures last night.” He spoke. “I’m going to pick her up today and get her out of there. She will be in the Market Square at noon. I imagine I will need to get her out of Sparta quickly.”


Andro nodded. “I was going to send Sadi back with Ne'Veha but we will wait over the city and you can return to SODRAG with us. At least until father returns. You do realize he will be crazy with anger.”


Resumar nodded. “That’s what I’m afraid of.”


“He’ll get over it.” Andro said. “Especially if Athani has proved to four of our mothers that she is indeed sincere. And that is no easy feat I will tell you that.”


Resumar looked at him. “I’m more concerned with what you feel brother.” He said seriously. “I don’t have a friend like Moneus is to you Andro… you are my closest friend. I need to know that you approve… that you trust in me.”


“You don’t need my approval Res.” Andro said quickly. “If you are asking me as your brother and friend if you have made the right choice… then I will say without hesitation that you have. Vampire, Kavalian, Drow… it matters not as long as they are true in their feelings Resumar. Isn’t that what Helen always taught us in those tediously boring classes?”


Resumar nodded. “Yes.”


“Then that is all you need to know.” Andro spoke. “Now… for the record… I wouldn’t choose her over Sadi… but she is a hottie. Isn’t that what Uncle Daniel always calls Aunt Anuk?”


Resumar laughed and nodded his head. “Yes! And she hates that name!”


Andro laughed and nodded. He squeezed the back of his brother’s neck. “And for the record as well brother… I will always trust in you. Without question. Without pause. And without reservation.”


Resumar reached up and took his brother’s thick arms. “Thank you.”


Andro motioned with his head. “Now let’s get back in there and eat that breakfast Sadi is making. I can smell it from here and my stomach is very close to overpowering my mind.” He draped his arm over Resumar’s shoulder as they began to walk back to the villa. “Tell me though… what exactly can she do with that tail of hers?”

