CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

APO PRIME

MJOLNIR’S HAND BASE


Resumar had taken a mate! 

Her son with Nauta Melme had chosen a wife!
Dysea Leonidas stared at the monitor after watching the Netnews reports for the third time, the image frozen on the screen was that of the golden blond hair and bright blue/green eyes of Athani Leonidas. 

Resumar had taken a wife and mate and not just any wife, but the youngest daughter of the Kavalian Prefect and a woman that was twice his age if her history was accurate. Dysea gazed at the picture of Athani Leonidas sitting without fear on Cemath’s back. The likeness had apparently been taken just as Resumar had climbed into the saddle on Cemath’s back behind her, and it captured the smile on her face and the adoring look in her eyes just seconds before they had kissed. She looked quite beautiful at that moment, her body firm and definitely in peak physical condition from what Dysea saw. It had taken her a moment to realize that the young woman had a two meter long tail that extended out from her tailbone. A dexterous tail that this Athani could obviously use quite well considering she had wrapped it around her son’s leg and his waist at different times. Dysea could feel nothing but extreme pride at Andro’s actions in defending his brother, or at Resumar’s obvious protective nature of one he considered his wife. He was without a doubt committed to this young woman if Thr’won had been the one to marry them. She would never have performed such a ceremony if she had any doubts to Resumar's intention or his true feelings, or those of this Athani. 

And Dysea had missed it entirely.

Dysea heard the humorous intake of breath from beside her and turned to look at her daughter Normya. 
They were occupying the north end of the base, their STRIKER already hidden in the hanger. The barracks building and gathering center were connected and allowed for passage through interior halls and corridors without having to leave the actual building. This lounge area was set up to be very comfortable and even though they all had separate quarters, they were spending most of their time here. No one knew they were on Apo Prime and they had spent the last two days resting, scouting and working out the details of their plan to capture the Chief Engineer who had worked on Normya’s ship. Dysea knew Anton and Cihera were joining them today with several Drow, and they would wait until they arrived before moving. Esther and Tir’ut were using the shadows almost constantly to follow and track this man, making sure the intelligence they had was accurate. The pureblood female vampire Marci, Armetus’s second in command and someone Dysea knew well from their time on Elear, was operating with them personally and her praise for Tir’ut’s skill and patience was very genuine.

Dysea met her daughter’s emerald colored eyes. Resumar had inherited his father’s deep dark eyes, while Normya looked the twin to her. Dysea had discovered much about her daughter in the last few days, more than she had ever suspected or known and needless to say it made her very proud.
“You look as if a Parletian weasel has stolen your necklace mother.” Normya said with a grin.

“I should have sensed it when they returned to Earth.” Dysea said softly.

Normya shook her head with a bright smile. “You would not have been able to mother. Andro taught all of us to shield in a way that none of our mothers or father could probe us.” She told her mother with that ever present smile.

“You don’t trust us?” Dysea asked shocked.

Normya chuckled. “Mother… you are our parents. It’s not a matter of trust.” She stated. “We don’t want you to know everything that goes through our minds. We do have some secrets you know. Andro taught all of us how to do it.”
Dysea shook her head and smiled and took Normya’s hand. “Well Andro has done an excellent job in teaching this to all of you.” She said. “Though I doubt your father will be very happy he has done this.”
“She’s very beautiful.” Normya spoke motioning with her head to the image of Athani. “If she was able to grab onto Res’s heart mother, she must be very special. You trust him don’t you?”

Dysea nodded. “I know… and yes I trust him completely. He is far too much like Andro and your father.” She said. “Though I fear things will become very dangerous for her now. And for your brother. The Kavalians are not very forgiving.”

Normya nodded. “Maybe not… but neither is father or Andro.”

Dysea grinned. “This is very true.” She stated. She looked at Normya, saw something in her eyes and knew instantly that she wanted to talk with her. “What is it Normya?”

Normya Leonidas met her mother’s eyes evenly. She had always been able to talk with her birth mother, all of her mothers in fact, quite easily and about anything. All of her sisters had, and it made all of them very close through the years. Normya had struggled these last days with the feelings that were coursing through her for the hulking son of the Immortal Cha’talla. Her Coming of Age fever had long since passed, and Normya Leonidas now knew this was not related to that. Tir’ut’s ginger like scent tickled her female wolf nose in a way no man ever had, and there were many males that had shown quite a bit of interest in her in the last two years alone as she got closer to her Coming of Age. Elves and Lycavorians alike. There were some who wanted the prestige and honor of being husband or mate to a daughter of the King, not to mention that she was breathtakingly beautiful. She and her sisters were always on some Netnews magazine or something after a State Dinner or function that they had to dress formally to attend. There were other males who were genuinely interested in her for her beauty and her brains as well. 
None of them compared to Tir’ut however. 
Tir’ut was different in so many ways from the men who wanted to court her, and it was this difference that drew her to him like a powerful magnet. He was an accomplished pilot as well as being an extremely lethal fighter. She had seen that all with her own eyes. He was huge in comparison to her, equally as large as her uncle Danny, yet she had also seen him playing with the small children on Kranek as if they were precious items. He encouraged them to learn all they could, to never be biased and to have an appreciation for beauty and intelligence and above all else… life. 
Normya remembered how she felt being carried in his arms, the heat his powerful body caused within her. She knew that he could not affect her as they had been trained to believe about Immortals. His mother Esther, easily equal to her mother Anja in knowledge of genetics, had utterly eliminated that particularly nasty part of Immortal genealogy in Cha’talla’s tribe. She had seen it for herself on Kranek in the very happy marriages of the female elves to the Immortal soldiers in his tribe. How they were all viewed as the Blessed Wives to these men, which to an Immortal and a vampire was like godliness. They were Immortal and elf marriages that were equally as strong and powerful as any in the Union. The many different children of Elf/Akruxian genes as well as the pure Akruxian children that she and Tir’ut had played with were bright and playful and above all else they were happy. The complete acceptance of her and the other elves as cherished members of the Immortal tribe of Cha’talla. It was very nearly overwhelming to her. 

Tir’ut’s dark eyes were like bottomless orbs of beauty to her and Normya wanted to lose herself in those eyes more and more each day. She pressed against him whenever she could, loving the feel of his hard body against her. He no longer drew away when she did this, and Normya knew he was becoming more possessive of her and that fact sent incredible, delightful shivers shooting through her whenever she thought about it. He was the son of an Immortal yes, but while she had seen the serious side of him, the side that could turn deadly in an instant, she had also seen the playful and humorous side of him as well. This more than anything had pulled her in and kept her wanting to discover more, until she felt as she did now.
“Amille.” Normya spoke softly using the elven term for mother. Dysea smiled inwardly knowing Normya only used that name for her when she was serious about something and wanted her to know she valued her mother’s advice. “Amille… I think I am…”

Dysea took her hands and squeezed them. “Are you falling in love with him Normya?” She asked softly.

“Mother… it’s not the fever!” Normya said quickly. “That has long since passed! I don’t want you to think…”

“I don’t think that Normya.” Dysea continued. “Your scent would be very different if it was simply your Coming of Age Fever. What I smell is your womanly scent. And I know it calls for him, it spikes whenever you are in the same room as him. Just as mine does whenever your father and I are together.”

“I think about him all the time mama.” Normya said shyly. “I smell him wherever I go, even if he is not near me. His scent… it is like sweet ginger on the wind. I want to be around him all the time. I want to… I want to feel his arms around me mother, holding me. Squeezing me as he did on Yocetu.”

Dysea smiled at Normya having already accepted what was happening between Tir’ut and her daughter. Her conversation with Esther had only confirmed everything to her. “These things you feel are not wrong Normya.” She said. “Don’t ever think that. And from what I have seen he is just as drawn to you as you are to him. That much is very obvious. Esther and I have already spoken of this.”

Normya looked at her surprised. “You have?”

“Did you think as mothers, seeing what is happening between our children, did you think that we would not talk?” Dysea said with a smile.  

“His tribe is different now mother.” Normya spoke and finding she was defending the Immortal tribe of Cha’talla, one of the most feared Immortals to ever live. And she was doing it without question. “They have changed Amille. Cha’talla has changed.”
“Yes I know.” Dysea spoke nodding her head. “That change began the day your father saved T’lolt I think. And the day Esther gave to Cha’talla what he had never had before. Your father has always told us to never fear the unknown and our children are following that teaching right to the letter.” She said with a smile.

Normya chuckled. “Well… he did pound it into our heads as we were growing up.” She stated.

Dysea nodded. “Do not fear what you feel for him Normya. If it feels right to you, if it is what you want, then go after it. Do not hesitate and do not question. You are still a female Alpha wolf and you do not lack for confidence. Go after it Normya… just as we have taught you.”

“I think he worries that he… he won’t be accepted.” Normya said.

Dysea laughed softly. “Your brother just married a Kavalian female.” She stated plainly. “And your brothers Arrarn and Andro have entered into a different world themselves. I think acceptance is something we will grow very intimate with in the months ahead.”

Normya looked at her. “What do you mean?” She asked.

“It is something I have seen through the years in my visions. I have never told anyone, not even your father.” Dysea said looking at her with a smile. “And what I have seen is coming true. Do not worry Normya, change and different is a norm for our family it seems. And as our children grow and become who they are meant to be… we will become very familiar with those words.”

“We…”

The door to the lounge area slid open and they turned to see Anton and Cihera walk into the room, three Drow behind them and the petite blond haired elf female between them. They came to their feet with bright smiles.

“Anton!” Dysea exclaimed. “Cihera!”

There was no hesitation as Anton and Cihera crossed the room quickly, and Las’elh watched as Anton gave his Aunt a bear hug, picking her up off the floor while Cihera and the near twin to Queen Dysea shared a pleasant and warm hug. 

“It is very good to see you Tenna.” Anton spoke as he set Dysea back on the floor.

Dysea touched his cheek and nodded. “Marci told me what happened on Nebonese.” She said. “The MUTT team and your friends made it off?”

Anton nodded as he turned and looked at Normya. “Hi ya cousin.” He spoke as he lifted her into his arms and hugged her tightly while Cihera and Dysea shared a much more subdued embrace.

“Armetus split us up.” Cihera replied as she held Dysea’s hands, picking it up from her husband. “It seems our paths are converging and he thought it might be better if we assisted you and Normya.”

Dysea nodded. “Indeed.” She spoke. “And your assistance will be much appreciated.”

Cihera turned and took Las’elh’s hand with no hesitation, pulling her closer. Dysea saw the possessive nature of this act and she smiled inwardly. She knew full well the influence and magnetism a Drow female could have on not only men but other females as well, and Cihera was a powerful Drow female raised by another powerful and influential Drow female in Lynwe. It appeared as if Las’elh was just as taken with Cihera as Dysea watched her grip Cihera’s hand tightly. 
“Tenna… this is Commander Las'elh. You spoke to her briefly on our ship.” Cihera spoke.
Las’elh bowed her head slightly to the Queen of Elear and one of the five Queens of the Union. “It… it is an honor Milady.” She said.

Dysea nodded. “Yes I remember. Commander Las’elh… the first thing you should be aware of is that I abhor titles.” She took Las'elh’s hands and squeezed them. “And I believe many of us, me included, owe you an apology.”

Las’elh looked at her stunned. “Queen Dysea… that is not…”

“That is needed.” Dysea interrupted her. “And I give it to you now, with the pledge that we will find your sister and the other elves taken with her. It seems that path is also converging with what we are working on as well.”

Las’elh met her eyes and nodded her head. “Thank you Milady.” She stated.

Dysea smiled and looked at the Drow behind them. “Welcome… all of you.” She said. “We are waiting for the other members of our team to arrive and we will fill you in on what is happening.”

Anton looked at her. “Other members of your team?” He asked puzzled. “I thought it was just you, Normya and Lexi.” He said. “Where is Lexi by the way? And Iriral?”

Dysea smiled. “There are some things you should know before we move forward.” Dysea said. “And I don’t want you to be surprised.”

Normya canted her head slightly as Tir’ut’s ginger scent filled her head and she felt his Mindvoice presence wash over her, making her fidget on her feet in happiness. “Too late.” She said. 
“Too late for what?” Anton spoke as he turned to look at her.

Anton’s eyes grew wide as he saw something he was completely unprepared for in any way. 
“Immortal!” He screamed as his Shi Viska burst into existence and he was bringing it up to bear on the huge Immortal that was coming up behind Normya like a silent ghost as he unwrapped the shadows from around his body. His mind didn’t register the dark haired woman beside Lexi, or that Iriral was just entering the massive room as well, acting as if nothing was wrong in the least. Cihera and the Drow were reacting just as Anton was, bringing their many weapons up. He didn’t understand why the huge Immortal stopped in his tracks with a surprised expression on his face, nor was he able to process that this Immortal had unwrapped the shadows from around his huge body or that he looked unlike any Immortal he had ever seen images of. 
“Anton… no!” Dysea screamed moving as fast as her elven and wolf speed allowed. Her emerald eyes were wide as she realized it wouldn’t be fast enough and Anton’s Shi Viska left his arm in a blur.
It was not fast enough for Dysea, but someone else moved with greater speed and urgency.

None of them could have predicted the speed with which Normya moved. Part of it was her inbred elven and wolf speed and reflexes, but the larger part of it was her growing love for the massive half vampire, half Immortal who had risked everything that he was to save her. And the man who was claiming her heart more and more as each hour passed. Normya appeared in front of Tir’ut, her five foot three inch body looking ridiculously tiny against his six foot four frame, but her emerald green eyes were ablaze and her wolf fangs were fully extended as she pressed herself up against the front of Tir’ut and snarled almost viciously as she lifted her hands in front of hers and Tir’ut’s bodies as his arm curled around her waist protectively.
Tir’ut himself acted with all his inbred vampire speed as if someone was attacking his beloved Normya. His thick arm snaked around her waist and he was pulling her to the side as his other hand came up with blistering velocity, his Immortal sword held tightly in a one handed grip, his eyes now cobalt blue and his vampiric fangs extended fully as he hissed in anger at Anton. Surprisingly he was unable to move Normya very far for she had pushed against him snugly and was holding herself in front of him for some reason. Anton, Cihera and the others could only watch in deep wonder and fascination as a soft, shimmering and almost metallic glow surrounded Normya and Tir’ut, completely encompassing their bodies. Anton’s Shi Viska appeared to ricochet off some invisible field only inches from them and it spun out of control before slamming into the wall of the lounge and imbedding itself eight inches deep. It was then Dysea was able to get in front of Anton, his dark eyes wide in shock at what they had just seen. She lifted her hands.
“Enough!” She bellowed even as Esther and Lexi could only stand there in gaping awe. “They are friends!”
Anton was looking at where his shield was stuck in the wall, Cihera, Las'elh and the Drow were staring open mouth in astonishment at Normya as she tucked her frame even closer to Tir’ut as he spun the sword gracefully in front of them defensively. Normya’s striking emerald wolf eyes were outlined in black and her wolf fangs were prominently exposed. She made no attempt to dislodge Tir’ut’s firm grip on her body, and she either didn’t notice or did not care that his large hand was pressed firmly against the underside of her left breast as he held her.
Anton shook his head, unable to comprehend that someone had deflected his Shi Viska, and he looked at his aunt. “Tenna?” He spoke cautiously.

Dysea took his arms. “They are our friends! Put your weapons down! All of you!” She barked.

“Tenna… Aunt Dysea… he is… he is an Immortal.” Anton gasped looking at Tir’ut and the way his cousin was protecting him, shielding him with her body. It was the typical reaction of a female wolf when defending her mate or loved one and it stunned Anton to see Normya displaying this behavior. “Isn’t he?”

Dysea turned and looked at Tir’ut, seeing both him and Normya now taking notice of the soft metallic glow around both of them. She watched as Normya reached out tentatively to touch what appeared to be at first glance, a very powerful Mindvoice shield. Normya’s head turned upward to look at Tir’ut who was also doing the same thing, his cobalt blue vampire eyes wide in astonishment.

“Did… did we do that Tir’ut?” Normya gasped.

Tir’ut pulled his hand back and spun the Immortal sword gracefully in his grip until it resided back in its scabbard on his back. This motioned impressed the Drow who were present for he had not hesitated in the least. He glanced at Normya quickly, staring into her eyes. “I… I don’t know. I… I think so.” He spoke softly as he too reached out to touch the near invisible shield again. 

Iriral chose this time to come forward from where she had watched everything transpire with some dragon humor. She had suspected what was happening between Normya and Tir’ut from the first moment she had seen them together. What they had just accomplished only served to confirm this beyond any doubt.
It appears that Normya and Tir'ut share a bond much like rider and dragon. She spoke within Mindvoice so that everyone heard her. And powerful it is.

Tir’ut and Normya looked at her as the others stood there looking at her still shaken by what had just occurred.


“…saved her life without any hesitation and against his father’s orders.” Dysea was speaking. “And he did it twice.”


Anton, Cihera, Las’elh and the Drow sat with Esther and Lexi. Anton and Cihera turned and looked at where Normya and Tir’ut sat a short distance away in front of Iriral. Normya sat on the floor in a lotus position, Tir’ut’s huge frame squatting behind her easily and touching her back. They had their hands together as they spoke with Iriral in Mindvoice, the soft metallic like glow active around their joined hands and Normya with a bright smile on her face.


Anton turned back to his elven aunt. “Cha’talla’s tribe? The Cha’talla?” He spoke still somewhat incredulous. “Aunt Dysea… I… we thought he was dead. Those are the reports we have been getting out of Coven space all these years. He was… the High Lord’s Immortal Captain. He was… he fought Uncle Martin’s father on Earth.”


“Yes he did.” Dysea answered. “And yes he was.”


“Then… then he is not dead?” Anton said.


Dysea shook her head with a smile. “Not unless there is another six foot six Immortal out there who goes by the name of Cha’talla.” She said.


“Everyone thinks… everyone thinks he is dead.” Cihera said.


Esther chuckled as she sipped the mug of tea she held. “Yes… and we have cultivated that idea.” She answered from her spot next to Dysea. Esther felt a fast friendship growing with the elven Queen because of what was happening between their children and she was not going to shy away from it. “Now however, now I don’t think we will be able to hide it for much longer.”


“He is… he is your son?” Cihera asked Esther as she turned her head back from looking over at Tir’ut and Normya with her amber eyes.


Esther nodded. “Tir’ut is the oldest of mine and Cha’talla’s sons. Only he and Lynom, who is a year younger, only they are old enough to actually leave Kranek and go out into the world. Their younger brothers are only thirteen and eleven.”


“And you are… you are married to him? To this Cha’talla?” Las’elh asked still somewhat shocked.

Esther smiled and nodded her head. “Very happily I might add.” She said. “For a quarter century now. He is not the same Immortal all of you have been raised reading about I assure you. The High Lord’s attempt at killing him for attempting only to improve his people’s outward appearance ripped whatever loyalty to the High Coven he had out of his chest.”


“He was holding Lisisa for this purpose! To experiment on her!” Cihera spoke somewhat harshly.


Esther nodded. “He was the one responsible for her being on Lycavore yes. He did not bring her there to conduct experiments on her however. His intent was to try and discover how her vampire and wolf genes blended so synonymously with one another in the hopes of using that knowledge to alter the outward features of his people. He was not aware of how she would be treated by those on that planet, or how the Lycavorians would view and treat her. He will not say he wasn’t wrong in his actions. Quite the contrary actually. He will be the first one to say it was the wrong thing to do. He has balked against revealing our settlement to the Union before now for the simple fact he did not think he had done enough to show King Leonidas that he has changed. I fell in love with the Cha’talla that remained after Veldruk stripped all that he was from him in that moment. He died that day, yes. But he was also reborn into the man he is today.” 


Dysea nodded. “I have seen this myself. I spent nearly a week with them on Kranek and what I saw was remarkable. Esther has suppressed the gene that makes female elves subservient to them. Suppressed it within every male of Cha’talla’s tribe. The men of Cha’talla’s tribe did this willingly, knowing they had to change who they were fundamentally. They have elves living with them now. Other species within their settlement. Part of their ruling body has elves on it and all of the female elves that have come to be with them through the years are now the Blessed Wives to Immortal soldiers and they love their husbands just as any of us would here in the Union. All of them have beautiful children; I saw three newborns while I was there. Elf and Akruxian. The head of their school is an elf. They…”


“How many?” Anton asked.


Dysea shook her head. “That is not important now. We…”


“Dysea…” Esther interrupted her. “We can not hide any longer. Cha’talla knows this, and especially not now with what is happening between Tir’ut and Normya. We don’t want to hide any longer.” She looked at Anton evenly. “We came to Kranek with just over ten thousand of Cha’talla’s tribe. Those that were not butchered by the Coven when they broke away twenty-six years ago. We have prospered and grown to include many different species. Our tribe is now just over thirty thousand strong. And we are not on the top of Aikiro’s list of happy people to visit.” She finished with a smile.

Dysea matched her smile. “Yes… I saw this myself as well.” She answered. She turned back to Anton. “Tir’ut and Esther saved Normya from the vampire scum who were ordered to capture her. Then he saved her from a horrible death on Yocetu at the hands of a vicious predator on that planet and he was seriously injured in the process. Cha’talla and his tribe protected both of us while we were on Kranek and even now they are working with several of our engineers to bolster the defensive capabilities of their settlement with Andro’s help.”


“Andro knows?” Anton gasped.


Dysea nodded. “Yes.”


“So… so Uncle Martin knows all this?” Cihera asked almost immediately after her husband.


Dysea nodded and looked at where Normya and Tir’ut sat. “Martin knows most of it. Andro knows all of it.” She said. “We have not told your uncle about the attempted kidnapping and sabotage of Normya’s ship for obvious reasons.”


“Sibfla!” Anton hissed. “Uncle Martin… he would close down the borders and take his entire Fleet Group into The Wilds after this Gareld fellow.”


Dysea nodded. “Which is exactly what we don’t want until we find out who among our people here on Apo Prime are involved and how much.”


One of the Drow males hissed in anger now. “I thought we had gotten past traitors within our Union Lady Dysea!”

Dysea nodded. “So did I Neerzen. So did I. It appears that is not the case. For whatever reasons, we have traitors among us again, and they apparently have no qualms about targeting whoever they need too in order to accomplish their goals.”


“That’s why Armetus sent us here?” Cihera asked.


Dysea nodded. “It appears that whoever is targeting Normya got their directives from here on Apo Prime. And whoever is targeting Normya is also involved with the disappearance of the elf females. Just under a hundred of them if L’tian’s information is accurate from what they have uncovered.” Dysea looked at Las’elh. “Your sister included Las’elh.”


“And it starts with this Chief engineer I take it?” Anton asked.


Esther nodded now. “It appears that is the case yes. Though I do recommend we put off snatching him as we had first planned Dysea. At least until we have watched him for a time more.”


Dysea looked at her. “Something happened today?”


“Tir’ut noticed it from the ground first.” Esther spoke. “I was on the other side of the promenade and did not see it. He says this man has recently been paid for something he has arranged concerning elves.”


“How did he see that?” Anton asked.


Esther smiled with a shrug. “Tir’ut and his brother Lynom have taken the very best from both their father and I it seems. All of our sons it seems, as even my younger sons are showing signs of having the same skills as their brothers. Cha’talla was the foremost warrior among his people, something for which he was feared for, even among your people. I can not begin to describe the type of training he has received from so many different sources. I was trained by some of the most powerful Mindvoicers within the High Coven including Aikiro herself. Both of my sons can use the shadows far better than I, on a par with what you have told me Isabella is capable of.”


Anton’s eyes went a little wider. “Anse!” He exclaimed. “Aunt Isabella is a nubous ghost when she wraps the shadows around her! Carina and Zarah too!”


“Yes well… Tir’ut was tracking this man today and he got close enough to read over his shoulder from a data pad.” Esther spoke calmly. “Funds were being deposited into an account he has set up for arranging the kidnapping of half a dozen female elves from a transport that departed several days ago from the border resort Tupacia Prime. It is just across your border and near Gellen Station.”


Dysea looked at her. “This involved the same people?”


Esther shook her head. “Tir’ut doesn’t seem to think so. He wasn’t able to make out the entire message, but he did manage to make out a name. A Colonel Drtev. Does this name sound familiar?”


Dysea shook her head. “No… but the kidnapping of more elf females troubles me. I will need to contact L’tian and speak with him in regards to this. ” She answered. “You think this Drtev is important?”


“It is a vampire name. Reasonably common, but a vampire name nonetheless. I would suggest allowing your nephew here to go over all the information we have gathered until now and combined it with whatever they have gathered.” Esther said. “I am not an intelligence operative or analyst… I am more of a…doctor and teacher now. They are trained for this, I am not. Perhaps they can pick up something with their training and knowledge that we have overlooked. And do so quickly.”


“Why? What is the rush?” Cihera asked.


“As long as there is a threat to Normya and her safety, my son will not rest until that threat is eliminated. His vow to her and his love for her will not allow it.” Esther spoke looking over to where Tir’ut was squatting behind Normya, Dysea following her gaze. “Soon however, soon he will begin to grow tired of all this sneaking around and he will take what his father calls the direct approach.”


“The direct approach?” Anton spoke softly, his eyes narrowing. “Why do I get the feeling that would not exactly be a pleasant experience?” 

Esther nodded with a smile. “Tir’ut is very much like his father I’m afraid. If we do not discover who is involved in this, and do so in an expedient manner, Tir’ut will begin killing his way to the person who took the contract out on her to begin with. And he won’t stop until that person is dead by his hand and the threat to Normya is eliminated. Once he initiates that, the rest of our clan, his older brother Fash’ka, his uncle T’lolt and a few others, they will mobilize to assist him as part of their Iglata d'Vlos to your daughter Dysea.” Esther looked at her. “And he will start with this Chief Engineer person.”


Anton grinned. “Wow… I can’t believe I’m going to say this… but I like his version of the direct approach!”


Dysea reached out and took Esther’s hand. “Then let us make sure he does not need to do this.” She stated. “Because I’m quite sure that should it come to that, Normya’s brothers will be beside him, and we do not need Spartans and Immortals killing their way across the Union in search of this person.”


Esther nodded. “No we do not.”


…excellent. Iriral told them as Normya and Tir’ut moved the small glimmering metallic ball between their hands almost effortlessly. It was a definite physical manifestation of their new Mindvoice bond, and something that Iriral knew they would have to learn to control very soon to keep from hurting themselves as well as others. 
That is excellent control for just now discovering what you share. Do not move too quickly, either of you. Iriral spoke softly. What you have discovered is very new and if you try to do too much too soon it may injure you before helping you. You will need instruction from the Elder Mother or the Val’istar very soon as I am not a teacher. Only they would have any knowledge of what you have found this day.

Tir’ut had been trying for several minutes now to ignore the sensations sweeping through him with Normya leaning into his body and his face so close to her hair that he could just detect the sweet smell of orange cloves in her blood. His dark eyes fell upon Normya’s elven ear, and while not the four inch high ears of her mother or other full blooded elf females, they were still just over two inches high and elegantly curved to a point. Tir’ut knew that elven ears were extremely sensitive and he knew of this about female elves from those Immortals on Kranek who had elven wives that they worshiped. He knew that to caress the outer ridges of their ears expressed affection and desire for them and was deeply rooted in their elven culture. Tir’ut could no longer control himself and he lowered his lips to her ear and nuzzled the outer ridge gently with his nose.


The effect on Normya Leonidas was very telling. 
Elven ears were one of the most erogenous zones of the elf body, even on the males. The right amount of pressure and caress could make a female elf coo out her delight if she desired you or found you attractive, or she could snap your head back violently if the advances were unwanted. In Normya’s case, given that she was falling in love with Tir’ut more by the hour, the incredible vibrations of delight rippled through her making her entire body pulsate. Her eyes closed dreamily and she leaned into Tir’ut’s nuzzle of her ear almost naturally, her hands gripping his tightly as Iriral looked on with an amused expression. Tir’ut mistook her leaning into him as rejection and he began to pull away.
“Forgive… forgive me Il kal'daka darthirii.” He spoke softly.
Normya turned her head quickly, pulling his arm tighter around her waist before he could pull it away. “No.” She gasped in a whisper looking into his beautiful dark eyes. “Do… do it again Tir’ut.”

Tir’ut looked at her stunned with her reaction. “Normya… I… it was wrong of me. I should not have…”

Her mother’s words to her just a short while ago came back to Normya. 
“Do not fear what you feel for him Normya. If it feels right to you, if it is what you want, then go after it. Do not hesitate and do not question. You are still a female Alpha wolf and you do not lack for confidence. Go after it Normya… just as we have taught you.” 

“Tir’ut… do you love me?” She asked him softly her eyes glittering points of love and desire.
Tir’ut simply stared back at her with those dark eyes and for a moment Normya was afraid of what his answer would be. Could she have been wrong all this time? She saw him nod his head finally. “Siyo.” He replied in a whisper.

Normya felt like shouting to the heavens as she stared at his face. She did not see the bone spikes along his jaw line, or the tips of his vampiric fangs. She didn’t see the odd coloring of his bronze skin due to the mixture of his father’s pure Akruxian genes and his mother’s pure vampire genes. She didn’t see everything that announced to all that Tir’ut was the son of an Immortal. She only saw the glaring love in those dark eyes for her, and they way they gazed at her with complete devotion.

“Xun ol 'sohna Tir’ut. Qualla Tir’ut.” She spoke softly. (Do it again. Please)
Tir’ut was many things, but his father and mother had not raised a stupid son. He leaned over slowly once more and caressed her elven ear with the tip of his nose and his lips. He felt Normya draw his arm tighter as she leaned into him once more, a sigh of contentment escaping her lips. It was not a fluke she determined. It had not happened because he had caught her off guard. It had happened because she desired him just as strongly as he desired her. He told her he loved her, and two or three weeks ago had he said that to her, Normya would have laughed at him. Now at this very moment Normya’s mind and body were singing at his profession of love to her.
Now… now Normya Leonidas embraced that word because she no longer denied that she loved him as well.
Pardon me! Iriral exclaimed within Mindvoice. I am trying to teach here!
Normya and Tir'ut turned their heads quickly to look at her. Normya chuckled as she held Tir’ut’s arm and pulled it even tighter around her waist, not carrying in the least that his forearm brushed the bottom of her full breasts.

Sorry Iriral. She stated.

Iriral brought her huge head and snout closer to them. Your love for each other grows stronger by the day. Leave behind all you have believed until this point and forge your own path into the days ahead. Both of you.  What you have found… it is guided by destiny’s hand. She said softly. This love by itself may be part of the power you have discovered together. If you choose to pursue this, embrace it completely and without question, both of you. Do not hesitate and do not doubt. You will only be stronger this way. And happier.

Normya could feel the heat of Tir’ut’s arm around her waist and the shivers of delight that still trickled through her from his caress. I will. She said immediately without the slightest amount of doubt in her voice.

As will I. Tir’ut echoed equally confident.


“Normya! Tir’ut!” They heard Dysea call to them from where they sat.


Tir’ut stood up from his squatting position with barely a pause and he pulled Normya to her feet easily. She turned and looked up into his eyes, still holding his arm tightly, not caring that others might see now her actions. “Our mothers call for us Il kal'daka darthirii.” He said softly.


Normya rolled her eyes and almost without thought she stepped closer to him and folded her petite frame into his powerful arms. She sighed in happiness when his arms wrapped around her, practically swallowing her body within his embrace. “They always will call for us.” She stated pressing her head to his chest. “At least until this issue is solved.”


Tir’ut nodded as he dropped his cheek to the top of her head and felt the strands of her platinum hair delight his skin. “Then let us solve it Il kal'daka darthirii. So that we may turn to other pursuits.”

Normya grinned. “Oh… I think I like the sound of that.” She told him. “So very much Tir’ut.”
SODRAG

Athani Leonidas stood next to Resumar holding his hand but not showing nervousness or intimidation of any kind. At least not outwardly.


Inside however, inside her heart was racing as she gazed at Resumar’s brothers and sisters in the back of the STRIKER. His brothers Arrarn and Denali matched him in height and physical definition, while his sisters were a varied sort. Eliani and Lisisa were shorter than her own five foot seven, but only by an inch or two, while Carina and Zarah matched her height. Athani didn’t know who the massive Spartan with blue eyes was, nor did she know who the blond vampire that stood to the side with him was, but at this moment it didn’t seem to matter. Moneus stood beside Carina with a bored expression on his ebony face. Cemath and Elynth had already exited the STRIKER, but Athani could see those dragons easily butting heads or tapping tails with the five other dragons on the airfield.   


Andro came walking back from the cockpit holding Sadi’s hand while Ne'Veha walked beside them still in somewhat of a daze herself at what was happening all around her. He saw his siblings and shook his head. 
“C’mon… I think we are all beyond the fear the unknown part! Our brother has returned! And he has brought his wife and mate with him!” He spoke loudly.

Resumar watched Eliani step up to him, her fern green eyes bright and her burgundy hair shiny. He knew Eliani would be the first one to come forward but he didn’t expect her reaction. Eliani drew back her hand and popped her younger brother right in his jaw with a stinging slap, the noise echoing in the interior of the DT. Resumar’s head snapped back as Athani looked on in horror.


“Forn tukannaupaee!” Eliani spat. (You sonofabitch)

Resumar turned his head back around holding his jaw, but with a huge smile on his face. “It’s nice to see you too arande.”


“Why didn’t you call us Res?” Eliani demanded. “We would have been there! Forn piegn igord! Forn dervi sey alad allon meroc!” (You stupid fool. You didn’t have to do it alone)

Resumar picked Eliani off the deck and hugged her tightly before she could slap him again. “Thank you sister.” He said as she wrapped her arms around her brother’s shoulders and squeezed him back.


Athani watched as Arrarn stepped up now and looked at Athani from the side, seeing her tail and how it twitched nervously behind her. His eyes grew a little wider and he looked up into her eyes before shifting them to where he saw Resumar putting Eliani down. 
“Fervon… forn alad pera via kirs… eochos?” Arrarn spoke. (Brother… you do know she has a tail.)

Athani’s eyes darkened as she understood the words clearly. She may have still been learning how to speak this ancient language that Resumar told her about, but there was no doubt she understood it very well. She snapped the tip of her tail up to slap Arrarn square in his cheek. He staggered back, his eyes wide.


“Sibfla! It’s alive!” Arrarn shouted before dashing forward and scooping Athani into his arms and squeezing her tightly. “I’ll save you fervon!”


Athani was stunned and could do nothing as Resumar’s brother squeezed her tightly in a bear hug. She finally got her arms free from his grasp and pushed against his shoulders. “Put me down you brute!” She barked to the laughter of some of those gathered.


Arrarn dropped her instantly with a large smile on his face as he looked at her. “She talks too!”


“Of course I talk igord!” Athani spat. “I am not stupid!”

Denali burst out laughing now and shook his head. “You’re screwed Arrarn.” He spoke stepping up to her. “She speaks the ancient language now too. She’ll know what you are saying brother.” 
Athani looked at him warily as he took her hands in his and leaned over to kiss her cheek gently, surprising her even more since this was the same man who was husband to Lisisa had been poised to kill several of the Kavalian security detail as well as that idiot Jiss not so long ago. 
“Welcome to our family Athani Leonidas. Don’t mind Arrarn… he has recently been struck in the head by two bombs. One with black hair… one with red hair. They have combined to turn him into a raving madman!” Denali spoke.

“They love my charming personality!” Arrarn spoke crossing his arms over his chest. “Ask them yourself.”

Lisisa dismissed him and shoved him in the shoulder as she came forward. “More than likely they do not yet know how malda you are.” She stated as she gripped Deni’s arm in her hands and looked at Athani. “Welcome Athani.”


“Thank… thank you.” Athani stammered not really believing that the woman her people had only recently tried to force into the way of life she had left behind could be so kind to her. Lisisa saw the look on her face and she smiled.

“My father… our father Martin Leonidas… he has always told us that we should never fear the unknown. We should embrace it and cherish the wonders it could bring to us.” She stated softly. “You will find that we adhere to that. Sometimes more than he does.”


“Ain’t that the truth?” Eliani spoke as she moved back to stand next to the tall Spartan and vampire female.


“You have done nothing to warrant distrust from us.” Lisisa continued with a small smile. “Quite the opposite in fact if you have managed to pull our brother’s heart out of the box he has always kept it in.”

Zarah and Carina came up to her next. “Put aside all you have heard about our family 
Athani.” Carina told her as she kissed her cheek. “More than likely it is not even close to being accurate. We are much tamer.”


Zarah laughed as she too kissed Athani’s cheek. “Which day of the week is that sister?” She asked looking at Athani. “As our mother Anja says… be afraid… be very afraid. We are all crazy.”


Athani couldn’t help but chuckle now as Eliani leaned up on her tip toes and planted a soft kiss on Malic’s lips and then stepped back up to her with Nyla, taking her hands in her grasp. “You must be very special to have claimed our brother’s heart.” She said.

“Wait… I thought I was special?” Sadi spoke with a grin from next to Andro.


“You don’t count Sadi.” Eliani said turning to look at her with a smile. “Andro is easy when it comes to you. Essentially you have been together since he was eight months old and you are guilty of robbing the cradle.”

Sadi pressed close to Andro. “Then I believe I will insist on robbing more of the cradle.” She told them.

“Oh please!” Denali exclaimed. “Way too much info. Way too much!”

Athani heard the Leonidas children break into genuine laughter as Eliani turned back to her. “I want to give you a complete medical examine if that is all right Athani. Just to make sure Arrarn didn’t pass any known or unknown diseases to you. He can be very contagious at times. My mother sent me all the information she had on you. It will only take about an hour and then we’ll join my piegn brother and the rest of my malda nathos for dinner.”


Athani looked at Resumar quickly, questions in her blue/green eyes and he leaned over to kiss her deeply. “You are safe here Aryschanne. We are safe here. You will never have to be afraid again.”

Athani nodded with a bright smile then, his words washing over her and she allowed Eliani to lead her off the STRIKER with her sisters and Nyla in tow. She was walking into a new world, and it was a world she fully intended to embrace with all that she was.

Denali stepped up to Resumar as they watched them. “She smells good brother.” Deni spoke.


“Real good!” Arrarn agreed waggling his eyebrows.


Sadi snorted in disgust. “Oh please!” She exclaimed pushing Andro towards his brothers now. She grabbed Ne'Veha’s hand. “Come on Ne'Veha… the Alpha testosterone back here is getting too thick to breath through.”


Andro laughed as Sadi led Ne'Veha down the ramp, leaving the four brothers with Malic and Moneus. They all moved into a small group and the smiles faded quickly. They suddenly became six very serious Spartan soldiers.

“Res?” Andro asked.


“Qurot and Timur will be a problem as long as they are on Earth. Only Timur was going to be staying but now that Athani has gone and defected, they might be here a while.” Resumar spoke as he pulled the data pad from the small pack he was carrying. “This is everything she heard them speaking about. Everything she has been privy too. Given that their females are not part of military operations and such it isn’t much. I told her I didn’t want it, but she insisted Andro. She said it was her way of proving to us that her intentions are honorable. That this is what she really wants.”


“Her intentions have never been in doubt.” Andro spoke taking the data pad. “Not with the way her scent spikes when you are near her brother.”


“Nice tangerine scent too.” Arrarn spoke now; all trace of the carefree Spartan pilot gone and in its place a lethal and extremely skilled soldier. “I see why she caught your attention at first.”

Denali nodded as he looked down the ramp and saw the females in the distance. “She is learning the ancient language quickly brother. That is good. If we need to use it when they come for her she will know what we are saying.”


Resumar looked at Andro now. “You really think they’ll come after her Andro?” He asked.


“It is hard to say.” Andro answered. “On one side they are a brutal species when it comes to their females; we all know how they are treated.”


Malic nodded. “Like animals.” He said. “It is sickening.”


Moneus nodded. “Aovi.” 


Andro nodded as well. “Normally I would say they wouldn’t give it a second thought. On the other hand… she is the daughter of the Kavalian Prefect. The head ronnus! He might not take it too kindly that she has defected. I checked with mother in Sparta just before we landed and they have made no official announcement. That could be bad or it could be good. We won’t know for a few days I’m betting, but it is definitely something we need to plan for. And until the Coven riders get used to her being here, for however long that is, get her an ArmorPly rig and make sure it has the markings of a Princess. That’s what she is now, and that is how I want her treated. Though hiding her tail for the immediate future might be advisable.”


Resumar nodded. “I’ll see to it. She is very adept at hiding her tail and she knew that it might be a good idea at first. You think there might be trouble?”

Andro shook his head. “I have already told Carisia and Arrarn has told Narice and Toria. Between the three of them and the new attitude the riders and pilots have, I believe they will get over it quickly. None of them have directly fought the Kavalians in any way so the natural hate and anger is not there. Dante and Javier we will need to keep out of the loop though. The other riders are doing that almost as second nature now and they know it, but it makes them more dangerous.”

Resumar looked at him. “Is this Dante Moran a threat to Zarah?” He asked knowing that Dante had been making comments and accidentally bumping into their sister at odd times if the reports he had read from Andro were correct.

Andro shook his head. “I don’t believe so.” He replied. “Yes Zarah is the youngest of us, but she has taken on many of Normya’s more sedate traits and she is not stupid. Even with the fever running through her I believe she is safe. They have not had much contact outside of brief meetings in the REC center, but Rotan is keeping an eye on her. Whatever Dante has planned will not work.”
Resumar nodded slowly and then looked at his brothers, Malic and Moneus. “Thank you Andro.” He said turning to look at all of them. “Thank all of you.”


Denali waved that off before any of his brothers did. “There is nothing to thank us for.” He said. “We are your brothers and your friends. That is what matters.”

“There is no way they could track the STRIKER here Andro but I’m going to push the defensive patrol line out another three kilometers anyway.” Moneus said.


“Malic… don’t neglect your studies with Vincix, but give Moneus as much help as you are able in arranging the new line.” Andro spoke.

“Done.” Malic spoke nodding his head.


“Mother is on Apo Prime with Normya. Anton and Cihera should have arrived sometime today.” Andro spoke. He looked at Resumar. “You need to contact her aulved. She won’t be happy you didn’t tell her about Athani.” 


Resumar nodded with a knowing grin. “Thankfully I’m too old for her to spank anymore. That would be very embarrassing in front of my new mate and wife.”


Arrarn laughed. “You just hang onto that thought brother. When she’s done beating you, Deni and I will be laughing our midas off.”


“Make sure she gives you an update on what is happening on her end Res. She can be just as sneaky as father at times.” Andro spoke laughing softly. He lifted the pad. “And we need to find out what this plan they are talking about is. They obviously don’t want Karun to know what it is for fear he may give it up to Lisisa I suppose.”


Deni crossed his arms over his chest. “Lisi says Karun told her already that these were his instructions. Get close to her… and learn what he could. She was surprised that he revealed this to her.”


Andro nodded. “Perhaps he thinks that could be a way for him to get inside our family. Get us to trust him.”

“Or maybe he isn’t the son our uncle seems to think he is.” Deni said softly. “I trust Lisi on this Andro. And Ardis has become his constant shadow. Aunt Deia released her to be his escort whenever he leaves Sparta and Lisisa says our cousin is taken with him.”


“Ouch!” Arrarn said. “I wonder how that is going to fly with Uncle Isra? Ardis looks like Aunt Tarifa and is just as bull headed as Aunt Aihola.”


“I trust Lisi as well. Just remind her to be mindful... and to keep an eye on Ardis and how deeply that may be unfolding.” He said looking at him. “You are the only one Lisisa seems to listen to anymore.”


Deni snorted. “Yeah… like she’ll listen to me.”


Malic chortled with laughter. “And here I thought I had the only Leonidas daughter that is pig headed and willful.”


“Not by a long shot Mal.” Deni replied with a smile. “Not by a long shot. You got the one with the shortest temper though.”

“When are you going to tell father?” Arrarn asked looking at Resumar.


Resumar met his gaze. “Probably the same time you tell him that you are sleeping with Aikiro’s daughter and an agent of the Silent Death Division.” He answered with a grin. “Or the same time Andro tells him he and Sadi have taken Yuri’s daughter as their mate.”


“Whoa brother!” Arrarn said with a smile. “Check fire! Check fire!”


Resumar punched Arrarn’s shoulder lightly. “If I know father, his first stop when he returns from Hadaria will be here.”


Andro nodded. “A visit I am not looking forward too considering what we have taught the Coven riders up until now.”


“What do you mean?” Res asked looking at him.


Andro looked at Deni and then back to Resumar. “With the exception of Yuri’s sons, the riders are not turning out to be what Aikiro wants them to be I’m thinking.” He said. “They are different. Even Yuri’s daughter Lucia is changing.”

“Come again? Different how?” Res asked.


Deni looked at Resumar now as well. “They are beginning to believe in what they can do together Res.” He said evenly. “They are becoming true bonded pairs.”

RITAAH
KAVALIAN SPACE


The sun was beautiful as it rose above the mountains and she allowed it to bath her naked body in its warmth. She was of medium height for an elf female, just five foot seven and barely a hundred and ten pounds soaking wet. Her breasts were not as large as her sister’s she thought, but that didn’t stop her husband Mican from lavishing attention on them nonetheless. Her waist was small and her legs lean and taut thanks to three years of living on Ritaah. Her legs ended at an exceptionally well sculpted ass that always seemed to draw the extra attention of Mican and his insatiable caresses.


Not that she complained about it in any way.


So much had happened in the last almost four years, beginning with the horror of being taken hostage by unknown assailants, and coming to this point of her young life. A point where she was a wife and mother already and loving every minute of it. Their life was not easy, in fact it was very hard and sometimes brutal, but Na’lia would not trade it for anything right now.


She and eighty odd other elves had been captured in that one raid. She had been on her way to the Medical Academy on Hadaria, having been offered a once in a lifetime event. An invitation to study and learn from the foremost medical researcher in the Union, the Hadarian Divine One Eurin. She was a Genetic Engineer by her schooling, and perhaps the brightest one to graduate from the University on Apo Prime, especially since she had been awarded the chance to study with The Divine One. She was only a hundred and twenty years of age, still a child by elven terms, yet her experiences in the last four years had made her grow up very quickly. She reached up and tucked her long, silky brown hair behind her four inch high elven ear as she sipped the harsh coffee. It was an acquired taste really, and they had run out of their supply of Lycavorian coffee many weeks ago.


All of the elves with her on that ship, male and female alike, were some of the finest young researchers that the schools on Elear and Apo Prime could produce. Their fields varied from Genetics to Advanced Medicine to Bio-Engineering to Phased Physics. Like all elves they were benevolent by nature and once the initial shock of being kidnapped had subsided, the leader of their captors had put a choice to them on that ship. A choice none of them had ever expected.


He had begged them actually.

All of them towered over most of the elves by nearly a foot, his men no different than their leader, yet none of them brandished their weapons in a threatening manner. Not that it would have mattered, none of those with her were soldiers and they would not have known how to fire a weapon let alone hold one. At least not then. They had heard of these soldiers in the many different science reports, and they were said to be extremely violent and unstable. They were capable of aggressive behavior at the drop of a hat, killing without mercy or regard. At least that is what they had been led to believe about them. About all of them. They were bred to be fighters. Thrown into the thick of battle with no care for the cost of their lives. Many of them did not live for more than ten years, those that did were said to become crazed and out of control monsters. Na’lia and the rest of the elves discovered that day that these stories were put out by the Kavalian leadership itself to frighten others from discovering what these men had discovered all on their own.

Kavalian Biogenic Clone soldiers who desired freedom.

What they discovered on that ship that day completely destroyed all of their preconceived notions and beliefs. The leader of the raiding party had pleaded with them, begged them for their help and aide. He told them their plight, what all of them desired above all else. They were hunted by the Kavalian government, running from place to place staying one step ahead of their hunters, resorting to hunting themselves to defend each other. None of them were innocent of killing, all of them had seen some of the most vicious fighting between the KFI and the High Coven, and when it had come time to be put down at the end of their ten year life cycle, they had chose to rebel and not walk to the execution chambers willingly. They needed help. They could not survive without the help of the male and female elves on this transport, nor the three other ships they had captured and done the same with during the ensuing year. They had allowed the only one among them who desired to return to do just that. They had placed her in an escaped pod, given her ample rations and water, and even programmed the pod to take her to Union space. The others with Na’lia, and Na’lia herself, all of them had elected to remain and help them. 

The Kavalian had been true to his word in every way.

They had eventually made their way here to Ritaah. They had the finest equipment that the Kavalians could purchase in The Wilds or steal. They were allowed to be armed and go within the massive encampment freely. They were protected without question, and they were given much leeway in how they ran their research facility. Many of them had even been off Ritaah on trips into The Wilds looking for equipment they needed. Na’lia and a dozen elves had even helped them to steal a transport laden with Hadarian medical equipment from orbit around Hadaria. They worked feverishly at solving the biggest issue facing the biogenic clones, their ten year life span. When nineteen of them could no longer sustain themselves and died before their very eyes, Na’lia and all the elves vowed no other would die. Three weeks of exhaustive work with little sleep and less food had given them their breakthrough after eight months of work. They had developed a compound that could halt the degenerative design of their genetic structure and allow them to live full lives. Within hours, every Kavalian clone was lining up to have their injection and feeling reborn in many cases. Those in their encampment here vowed to reach out to others who felt as they did, and in the following year their number grew by the hundreds, to include regular Kavalians who were not clones, but disenchanted with the war and the government as a whole.
In that year as well Na’lia had found love and become a mother.

The Kavalian clone leader who had pleaded with them that first day had always been close by to her. She had gone on several missions with him and while Na'lia was young for an elf, she was still a female and not stupid. The cloning process for the Kavalians removed their light coat of fur from their bodies, but maintained the feline nature of their bone structure and facial features. It had taken several months, but Na’lia eventually found herself comparing Mican to other males within their compound and coming to the conclusion that he was very handsome. He began to spend more and more time around her, bringing her choice morsels of fruit he had discovered in the jungle all around them, or brightly covered flowers. It was not easy to claim the heart of a female elf, regardless of what different male species said to the contrary. Na’lia was no different, but she also found herself drawn to Mican in many ways. While he was a masterful military leader, Na’lia discovered his education was sorely lacking in other aspects and she took it upon herself to begin teaching him. Whether it was because he loved to learn, or he simply wanted to be with her, Mican absorbed and retained the information like a sponge. When he finally got around to being brave enough to nuzzle her elven ear, Na’lia could no longer deny her attraction to him.

Now she was so very glad she hadn’t.

Na’lia felt the smooth touch of flesh on her leg and she smiled as that long and extremely talented tail began to curl around her calf and extend up her thigh. That tail, so soft and agile in its velvet like texture, had given her incredible pleasure through the last two years. Pleasure she would never have imagined, and now pleasure she found she could not live without. She felt him step up behind her silently, his thick, powerful arms encircling her waist as he leaned over nearly a foot to nuzzle her ever so gently behind her right elven ear. Na’lia sighed contently and leaned back against his broad chest, feeling the heat of his body as their flesh touched.

“Good morning.” She spoke wistfully.

“I woke and spied a goddess on my balcony.” His deep voice rumbled in her ear. “She was naked and her body called to me. She spoke to me as well.”

Na’lia smiled. “Did it now?” She said. “And what did this goddess have to say?”

“That I should worship her body completely for the rest of my days in this life.” He answered.

“You know… I have a husband who does a very splendid job in doing that.” Na’lia spoke.

“And your husband says it is time I showed you just how much happiness you have given him.” He answered.
Na’lia chuckled. “The last time you said that… we were locked together for two hours and Biama joined us six months later. Not that I’m complaining mind you, it was an exquisite two hours. And our daughter is a joy.”
“It is still early… she will not wake for at least three more hours.” He spoke as he nuzzled her ear firmly once more.

Na’lia closed her eyes in delight. “Then perhaps you should show me just what you have in mind husband.”

Na’lia heard the low growl escape his throat and he turned her quickly in his arms. She allowed the mug of coffee to drop to the floor as she gazed at the man who had stolen not only her heart, but her mind as well. His six foot three body was Spartan like in his definition, and oh so deeply tanned. The vertical slit of his stunning blue eyes could make her knees weak just looking at them, not to mention that when he smiled it was the most amazing thing to see how perfectly straight and white his teeth were. Not to mention sharp. It had taken her several attempts to learn how to kiss him without cutting her lips open on his fangs, but after that his kisses made her melt in his arms. She felt the hardness of his huge cock press against her bare abdomen and she became instantly wet and ready, knowing what he offered her and only her.

Mican stared into her beautiful elven face and could only thank whatever gods resided in the universe for bringing this creature into his life.

He had fought in hundreds of battles against the vampires and in all that time he did not know why. He had killed thousands of their soldiers and clones and even their famed Immortals who were said to be their deadliest and most skilled troops and he did not know why. He did not escape unscathed as the many scars on his body attested too, but all during that time he kept asking why. Whether from the horrors of war, watching the clone troops treated as so much fertilizer in battle at the hands of the Kavalian commanders, or from his own history he didn’t know. 
Mican came to the point where he had had enough. 
The only difference between him and his clone brothers was that Mican knew who he was. He had a father and mother when he was born. A father that had callously subjected him to the early biogenic experiments attempting to create better soldiers. When he did not turn out as his father had wanted, he was cast aside and sent to wallow in the hundreds of vile battlefields that the clones were sent to. He had watched them butchered by the hundreds, by the thousands, dying without hesitation at the orders of the Kavalian commanders wanting only glory. Mican alone had some sense of whom and what he was, and it was this that he began to pass onto his clone brothers. 

A sense of individuality.

When it came time for those clones in the last batch to be led to the execution chambers like so many animals, Mican led the revolt that freed them. It was not well known among the Kavalian people or even the regular military officers that this had taken place. The Kavalian people really had no say in the government or what was happening except what his father and his cronies told them and most of the pureblood Kavalian military officers were only interested in advancing their own careers for the honor and placement of their Pride. Mican escaped that day with nine hundred and sixty-five clones, all of them within three years of the end of their life cycles. It was not his idea to capture the elves to help them, which had been the decision of his co-leader Channa, but it was a decision that had saved over eight hundred of his men. Since that time, their number had grown as they had spread the word among the clones and normal people. They still were not large, numbering only six thousand in all. They were a mixture of clones and normal Kavalians who wanted nothing to do with the KFI or his father anymore. And he was the unofficial co-leader of this group. This resistance as Channa called it, though they made many of the decisions together, so that if one of them were to die the other could still lead.

Mican had made a vow many years ago. A vow to see his father pay for what he had done to him. He had carried that hatred and revenge close to his heart for over twenty years and it was not until this elven female had come into his life that he had begun to heal and put that hatred aside. She had looked past the outer appearance and the remnants of the experiments on him, namely his tail and fangs. Na’lia had looked past this and accepted what was inside him, she had helped it to come out, and then she had given him a beautiful baby girl. She was the center of his universe now and Mican had dismissed his father completely. He knew one day however, one day he would need to face him.

His father was Prefect Keleru… and he would not let him live very long if he knew Mican still survived.
Mican lifted his petite elven wife into his arms and crushed her lithe body to his equally naked frame as he kissed her hungrily. Na’lia responded just as urgently, her arms wrapping around his shoulders and her hips undulating against his flat abdomen in need. Mican did not need to be aroused; simply holding his elven wife in his arms was more than enough to make him ready to please her. His cock was typical of Kavalian males, long and tapered almost to a point at the tip, growing thicker the further back along the shaft you went. He had thought he would hurt Na’lia with his size the first time they were together, but she quickly showed him the error of his thinking and knowledge of elf females. Of all the female species in the universe, it was most common to see elven females with men of other species. Their bodies were simply much more pliable and able to accommodate different species of males’ reproductive organs. It was why elven females were so sought after as slaves in The Wilds, though he knew that particular trade had come to all but a screeching halt as soon as the new Lycavorian King had come to power. He had two elven females as mates, and it was not something he or they would allow.
“Take me husband!” Na’lia gasped in his ear, nibbling on the bottom of his ear lobe as she knew he liked.

Her words brought his full attention and focus back on his wife and with barely any effort he held her with one hand while positioning the tapered head of his fifteen inch cock at her already dripping opening. Na’lia whimpered in delight, shifting her hips quickly until the thin head slid inside her slick opening. Mican quickly gripped her wonderful ass cheeks in his hands as he looked at her. Her dark brown eyes were alive with blazing passion, matching his look of ardor. 
“I love you Na’lia.” He growled through clenched teeth before pulling her hips down.

Na’lia’s eyes flew wide and she opened her mouth and howled out her ecstasy as Mican’s cock impaled her completely in one single heart shattering stroke. Two years of loving this man had allowed her to adjust to his incredible size, and now Na'lia felt only agonizing pleasure as her husband sank into her tight, warm depths with barely a pause. When she finally reached the end of her plunge and she felt his huge balls come to rest against her ass cheeks Na’lia climaxed and climaxed hard.

Mican didn’t pause a moment in pleasing his wife and he began to lift her hips and lower her back down even as he turned and pressed her back against the exterior wall of their balcony. Their bedroom faced outward into the jungle all around them and not inward towards their encampment which allowed them some semblance of privacy. As he held her against the wall, he began to stroke into her body, slowly at first and then faster. Their lower bodies were already covered with her sweet juices and this had never stopped them before. Her hands gripped his shoulders, his back, her nails digging into his skin as she urged him to higher passion. Her lips and tongue danced across his cheeks and neck, licking him like a small puppy. He closed his eyes tightly and tucked his face into the hollow of her throat, trying to hold back his own explosion. His cock may have tapered to a thin head, but the last six inches of his shaft was extremely thick, and incredibly sensitive. Na’lia had learned how to send him over the edge just by using her inner pussy muscles, and she was not holding back now. She clenched the inner walls of her pussy tightly on his shaft every time he withdrew to slam into her again, each time causing blistering jolts of pleasure to careen through his body and mind.

“Fill… fill me!” She gasped into his ear. “Give me… give me your entire cock husband! All of it! Fuck me!”

Mican’s hips were a blur now, his thick shaft thrusting into his elven wife with dominant power and control. Na’lia was coming continuously now, her juices pouring from her as they always did whenever Mican took her with such fervent passion. Her whole body was singing out its pleasure, white flashes exploding behind her wide eyes, a kaleidoscope of colors and incredible bliss washing over her. Somewhere in her mind she felt him begin to pound into her harder, his body tensing as he did, the signal that he was going to give her what she so desired.

His eruption started in his toes and his mind and traveled up his legs and down through the nerves in his body. It was a chain reaction, each wave of pleasure cascading upon the other for both of them. Despite his incredible stamina, Mican did not want to hold back, and when Na’lia reached down along their hips and clutched his pulsing balls in her soft hand he knew she did not want him to hold back any longer. He slammed into her one last time, burying all fifteen inches of his cock into her petite elven body and causing her head to toss back in wondrous enchantment. 
Na’lia whimpered in delight when she felt the now familiar bulb at the base of his huge cock swell inside her, effectively sealing them together. She cried out in joyous harmony when she felt the rest of his cock shaft engorge, and grow incredibly hot and then her husband’s seed was exploding from the now bloated cockhead deep into her belly. Na’lia’s eyes rolled into the back of her head and she shuddered as each successive explosion was more powerful than the last. Instinctively she used her pussy muscles to caress his deeply anchored cock, drawing each eruption from him with gleeful abandon. Na’lia had studied the Kavalian reproductive organs in school, but she never thought she would be on the receiving end of a Kavalian male’s explosive release. It was the reason for the huge bulb at the base of his cock, for when they were that close the bulb grew in size inside their mates and sealed them together so that none of his life giving seed would escape. It had startled her terribly the first time, when Mican couldn’t withdraw from inside her and he continued to come for what seemed like forever. She couldn’t however deny the immense pleasure having him filling her like this caused. Each of Mican’s orgasmic explosions within her petite body triggered another orgasm from her and she would shudder, sometimes violently in her own release for as long as her husband expended himself into her depths.

Even as the first waves of mutual pleasure began to subside minutes later, Na’lia gripped the sides of his now sweaty face, kissing his lips and cheeks. Kissing him all over his face, unable to get enough of the way he smelled to her, or the way his thick arms held her tightly to his muscular body.
“Take… take me to our bed husband!” She finally gasped loudly. “I do not want… I do not want us standing up while we are locked together. I want to feel your weight upon me as you hold me.”

Mican didn’t question her in the least and with an exhalation of exertion he held her in his arms and pulled her away from the wall. Na’lia wrapped her arms around his head and hissed in delight as each step he took caused more pleasure to seethe through her. She smiled to herself knowing they would be coupled together for at least an hour, and Mican would hold her tightly to his powerful body that entire time whispering professions of his love to her.
What had begun as something from a nightmare nearly four years ago had become a dream that Na’lia had no intention of ever letting go of. And she knew her husband felt the same way.
MJOLNIR’S HAND

UNION SPACE
1.8 LIGHT YEARS FROM BONTAWILLIAN BORDER



“…decided it would be better if Colin returns to Earth with us while Vonis continues on with you.” Isabella told Maros as they sat in the small pilot’s briefing room.


“To lend credence to our cause to the King?” Maros spoke.


Aricia shook her head quickly. “No Maros.” She stated confidently. “We do not doubt your cause. And Vonis will insure that whatever help we can give to you… you will receive. I believe… I believe Martin would want to see and talk with Colin. Perhaps to fully believe it is possible what has happened and to see it with his own eyes.”


“Maros… I want to do this.” Colin said gently. “I’ve… I’ve had the memories of who I once was back for a long time now. The one person who can make all that real is the Skipper.”


“You are real Colin!” Maros said. “You do not need a man to tell you that!”


“In this case… yes I do.” Colin spoke. 


“You need not fear for him Maros.” Aricia said. “He will be quite safe. And he can be our conduit to Vonis, you and the other insurgents.”


“And we still need you to arrange a meeting with this General.” Isabella spoke. “We will help as much as we can, but Martin will want to meet this man before we fully commit.”


Maros nodded. “I believe the General would be open to that.” He said. “We can only contact him from certain ground based arrays. It is a security measure he put in place to protect his identity.”


Vonis nodded. “Excellent security. If the communications is not from a pre-picked array he won’t answer because he knows the communications will be compromised.”


Maros nodded. “Yes.”

“We’ve restocked your stores and you now have a full weapons load.” Aricia told him as she held out the data pad. “Several of our engineers have increased the efficiency of your LSD coil drive and the Shroud by point six mega-jewels whatever that means, and they say it will make you appear like a phantom among the stars.”


Maros looked impressed. “Point six?” He spoke incredulous. “Amazing.”


“Komirri suggests exiting at a different point along the Bontawillian border and not to reveal yourselves for any reason.” Aricia said. “The Bontawillian allow us to move freely through their space as their allies. A High Coven frigate is not something we could just explain away and for the moment it needs to remain a secret that we have met with you.”


Maros nodded. “I understand.” He looked at Aricia and Isabella sitting close to one another. “What will you do when you return?” He asked. “Your Netnews is sure to be waiting if what you have told me of the Kavalians is accurate. They will use your own Netnews people against you and demand that those you have supposedly captured have an open trial and then be executed.”

Isabella nodded. “More than likely.” She answered. “Let us deal with them.”


Maros looked at Colin before turning back to Aricia and Isabella. “I never truly believed this day would come.” He said. “I had no hope.”


“Well now you do.” Aricia told him. “Hold on to it Commander. Things as you know them will not be that way for much longer. That I can almost guarantee.”


Maros nodded and rose to his feet. “Then with your permission I will take my leave of you and escort Colonel Vonis to where we can contact the General.”


Aricia and Isabella got to their feet and shook the man’s hand. Vonis stepped up to Isabella and embraced her tightly. “Take care of Va’nimia for me sister.” He said softly. “Tell her I will be back soon.”


Isabella held his arms and nodded. “Always.” She told him. “Just don’t do anything stupid or reckless. She would be very upset with you if you did.”


Vonis chuckled. “I won’t.”


Aricia looked at Maros. “We are going to Shroud our entire Wing Commander. When we do, you may break away and begin your journey.”


“I look forward to one day standing with you again Queen Isabella.” He stated proudly.


“And I you.” Bella replied. “Now go… both of you. The Kavalians no doubt have long range sensors reaching across the border trying to find us. You must go to Shroud exactly when we do so that it appears we are slaved together.”


Maros nodded. “We will.”


“Then go with the gods Commander.” Aricia told him. “And we will see each other again in the future.”


Maros turned and with Vonis in tow they headed out of the small briefing room.


Colin looked at Aricia and Isabella as the door slid shut and he smiled. “So… now what?”


Aricia looked at him. “Now Colin Walsh.” She said taking Isabella’s hand. “Now we try and figure out a way to keep you alive.”


Colin grinned. “I like that. Alive is very good.”

THE WILDS

BELID


Pusintin stared at the Immortal leader Phy’iad with no fear in his eyes. He had a full squad of elite Kavalian Shock Troops from the famous Puma Bane Pride with him. They were Keleru’s personal troops, and they received training far in advance of normal Kavalian soldiers and were considered on a par with the Union Durcunusaan. At least they thought so. Pusintin also had his personal GREATSOUL-Class Dreadnought in orbit above. He was being sized up by the Immortal he knew, just as he was doing in return. Drtev had contacted him from Ricot Four to advise him that Phy’iad had completed the task he had required and was back on Belid. Pusintin had arrived only a few minutes ago to insure that the Immortal Phy’iad had kept his end of the deal. And to make sure he could do what Pusintin wanted him to do.


“So you have completed the task I asked of you?” Pusintin spoke finally, realizing that the Immortal was not going to be the first one to talk.


“I completed it.” Phy’iad answered. “Your lackey spoke of more work.”

Pusintin turned slightly and looked at Drtev and grinned slightly as the man rolled his eyes. “You don’t like Purebloods I take it?”


“We normally kill them when we come across them in The Wilds.” Phy’iad spat. 


“And do you feel this way for Kavalians?” Pusintin asked turning back to look at him. They were almost equal in height, though Phy’iad was considerably wider in the chest and waist area.


“As it stands right now I have no use for them.” Phy’iad spoke seeing the Puma Bane troops glance at one another and bristle at his words under their different colored coats of hair. “Are you saying you will change that?”


“That depends on whether you are open to working with us in the future.” Pusintin spoke.


“What do you offer?” Phy’iad asked.


“Freedom to continue to do what you do now.” Pusintin said. “An increase in whatever profits you make doing assorted tasks that I give you and an endless supply of elf females to do with as you wish.”


Phy’iad snorted. “We already do what we want now.” He snapped. “And we take all the profit from whatever ventures we undertake. We do not share them. Why should we share them with you?”


“I have no desire for whatever profit you might make in our employ… only that you accomplish whatever tasks I assign you to my specifications.” Pusintin told him. “Besides… there will come a time when the Kavalian Empire will rule this area of space, and it would be better for you to be friendly to us.”


“So you say.” Phy’iad spoke. “I told you already Lycavorian… I do not need your help to accomplish what I want to accomplish. I have men… I have ships… and I already have elf females.”


“An unlimited supply?” Pusintin spoke with a grin.


“And just where will you obtain this unlimited supply?” Phy’iad asked with a chortle. 


“That is not important at the moment.” Pusintin told him. “Think about it however. You already know I pay well for whatever risks you might take. The more risk… the better the reward as this task I gave to you shows you. How many did you take?”


“Six.” Phy’iad answered motioning for Pusintin to follow him. He stopped when the Puma Bane soldiers began to follow and he looked at them. “Leave your toy soldiers here Kavalian Marshall. You will not need them. I do not go back on my deals and if I had wanted you dead, you would already be dead.”


“Do not be so sure Immortal fool!” The Puma Bane senior officer hissed loudly.


Phy’iad chuckled now and looked at Pusintin. “They have guts.” He said. “Not very bright… but they have guts!”


“They are Puma Bane troops.” Pusintin answered proudly. “The finest soldiers in the Kavalian Empire.”


Phy’iad nodded. “Should I be shaking in my boots?” He asked with a smile.


“You should treat the Marshall with more respect!” The Puma Bane officer snarled. “The ship above us could blow this little base of yours into atoms with a single command.”


Phy’iad’s eyes narrowed. “Could it now?” He said. “That might be hard to do considering they would have to contend with two REVERENCE-Class Dreadnoughts first. As well as any number of my smaller ships Kavalian! Do not think you are superior to everyone fool! It could very well lead to pain for you.”

Pusintin held up his hand before the officer could respond. “They will stay here.” He spoke motioning with his hand several times to the officer who immediately nodded his head at the Marshall’s use of coded hand signals.


Phy’iad smiled as Pusintin began to walk along the corridor of their underground base beside him. He held out the data pad to him as he began to talk. “We took exactly the number you asked for. Five full blooded elves and a half breed.”


Pusintin looked at the data pad as they walked. “How do I know these are not simply elf females you already had in your possession?”


Phy’iad met his gaze. He pointed to the data pad. “The manifest from the transport is there, and we have the ship itself if you want to inspect it. We took the ship as it was leaving Tupacia Prime before it crossed back over the border into Union space. I told you… I do not go back on a deal once I have been paid.”


“And the results of what I wanted you to do?” Pusintin asked.


“You can see them for yourself.” Phy’iad spoke as they moved down the corridor. He grinned. “They are… entertaining.”

Pusintin didn’t understand Phy’iad’s comment until they reached the door and he passed his hand over the control on the side. The door slid open and the scent of sex and the female cries of wanton actions were nearly overwhelming. Pusintin staggered for a moment under the onslaught of his senses and his eyes grew wide when they stepped into the room.


There were five female elves, all of them deliciously naked, all of them with exceptional figures, and all of them currently being fucked into mindless slavery by nearly a dozen naked Immortals. One blond elf was screaming out in wanton abandon as two Immortals drove their massive cocks into her pussy and ass at the same time, all three of them reaching for the pinnacle of their act. Another was being fucked from behind as another Immortal was holding her head tightly to his groin while he emptied his seed into her gagging throat, her hands holding his muscular ass cheeks tightly to her face. The scene was the same all over the room, and Pusintin could only look around with wide eyes. He could not see the full body of the red haired elf as she was lying beneath another Immortal, his massive cock buried in her bowels, her hands clutching the dirty sheets of the bed as she cried out.


“Break me! Break me Master! Yes! Yes!”


Pusintin watched as she drove her tight ass upwards, swallowing even more of the Immortal cock stretching her ass, her blue eyes glazed over in what appeared to be some drug induced behavior. He could hear two of the other females uttering similar exclamations as they were being fucked harshly by three Immortals. He couldn’t believe these female elves were able to accept the large Immortal cocks as they were, and not only were they accepting them, they seemed to crave more of them.

“Master! My Immortal Master! Ahhhhhhhhhhh!” A blond female shattered the noise of the room with her high pitched scream as the Immortal soldier fucking her roared out his own release, his huge cock pulsing as it filled her pussy with his come and then he sank his vampiric fangs into her neck and fed while she held his head tightly in orgasmic release.


Pusintin saw several scantily clothed female elves standing around the perimeter of the room simply watching and moving forward at different times to clean the Immortal soldiers who were stepping back from empting themselves into one of the female elves. Pusintin shook his head and brought the data pad up, trying to match the images of the elves on the pad to the ones who were being gang raped, enslaving them for eternity to the Immortal soldiers who broke them. He looked at Phy’iad as he stood there with his arms crossed and an evil grin on his face.

“Who are the others?” Pusintin asked.


“Elven females we have taken through the years.” He replied. “Many of my men have their favorites… ones they have broken for their personal entertainment. I have one myself. Most of them prefer the blond ones. They seem to scream louder.” He answered with a laugh. “The rest we keep for variety. You have never had an elf?”

Pusintin shook his head. “Never cared for them.” He answered.

“The female elven body is a marvel really. No matter how many cocks fuck her, no matter in what orifice they use, their bodies always return to normal after a few hours and they are just as tight as the first time.”


“This technique you use?” Pusintin asked. “It is foolproof?”


Phy’iad looked at him. “You do not know about the effect we have on female elves I take it?”

“The effect yes… not the how.” Pusintin answered.


Phy’iad grinned exposing his vampiric fangs. “It has something to do with a chemical compound in our release.” He spoke. “It reacts with the composition of different chemicals of an elven female’s body. It is like an instantly addictive drug. Once infected, it can not be removed and they belong to whoever breaks them. They need almost daily doses, and they will do anything to get it. They know nothing else… only that they need it. If it is denied them for too long they go mad. They will do anything to get it as I said.”


“And how do you regulate this when you or your men go away for periods of time?” He asked.


Phy’iad smiled. “They must ingest a small amount daily. We leave it for them if we depart. We are not fools. They are very pleasant to have around and they will do anything the Immortal who breaks them tells them to get their reward. Why risk having them go mad while we are gone. Once their minds are destroyed they are worthless to us. Even as toys.”


“And if the Immortal who breaks them is killed?” Pusintin asked.


Phy’iad looked at him. “Then the female will go insane within a week.” He replied. “If such a thing takes place… she will be executed before this happens to save her from the agony of having her mind destroyed.”


Pusintin snorted. “Mercy?” He asked.


“Tactical decision.” Phy’iad answered sternly. “They are unpredictable if they go insane. Better to kill them before it happens. After they are used as much as possible of course.” He answered with a grin.

Pusintin looked around the room. “Which one is the half-breed?” He asked.


Phy’iad met his eyes. “She is another story.” He stated.


“What do you mean?” Pusintin asked.


Phy’iad motioned for him to follow and they moved across the room and through a large archway into a smaller corridor. Pusintin saw the single Immortal standing outside the door they were approaching and he saw those dark eyes fall on him and look at him with something akin to dire hatred. Pusintin also saw the four long pink claw marks that stretched down the left side of his neck and disappeared below the uniform he wore.

“Ralmin?” Phy’iad spoke.

“Commander!” The young Immortal barked loudly turning to look at him.


Phy’iad smiled. “This is Ralmin… he is the youngest of my men and one of the deadliest! He recently deserted from the High Coven…” Phy’iad looked at Pusintin. “He grew tired of killing your men it seems.”


Pusintin looked at the Immortal. His grayish skin was slightly lighter in shade, but the bone spikes and vampiric fangs were very noticeable. “If you survived… then they were not applying themselves enough.” He spoke.


Ralmin hissed in disgust. “Your men are poorly trained and lack courage!” He spat. “I killed dozens as they ran in fear!”


Pusintin’s eyes narrowed. “Kavalians do not run from battle.” He snarled.


“Then perhaps you don’t know your troops very well Kavalian Marshal.” Ralmin snorted back in arrogance.


“You don’t have many years behind you do you?” Pusintin asked.


“I have enough to know about your vaunted soldiers!” Ralmin spat. “I was not impressed in the least!”


Phy’iad chuckled. “You see Marshall Pusintin. My men are confident and determined.” He spoke. 


Pusintin looked at Phy’iad. “The half-breed?”


Phy’iad looked at Ralmin. “You see those four claw marks on his neck Pusintin? Those are from the half-breed. She was strong. Very strong. And very skilled. She killed one of my men before they subdued her. She is one of their Spartan warriors. She ran him straight through with her Nehtes.”


“Was strong?” Pusintin spoke.


Phy’iad nodded. “We have never attempted to enslave a half-breed.” He spoke. “We won’t after her I will tell you.”


“Why?” Pusintin asked.


“The healing power of her Lycavorian blood nullifies the chemicals in our bodies almost immediately.” Phy’iad explained. “It does not make her susceptible to what we implant the others with. My man broke her the first time… he had her screaming for more… but once her system purged the chemical we implant in their bodies, it made her immune and the next time he came for her she killed him. He was foolish for leaving her weapons in the room with her; he paid for that with his life. Ralmin here was able to subdue her before my men simply killed her, but as you can see it came with a price.”


“She has a Shi Viska?” Pusintin asked wide eyed.


Phy’iad nodded. “Easily countered by Inverted Power Inhibitors. It prohibits them from calling their shield from Flat Space… or whatever they call it. We learned that from Empress Aikiro and her cronies. Also how to inhibit her Mindvoice powers.”


“How?”


Phy’iad held out his hand to Ralmin who dropped a small capsule into his large palm. “Inject this into the base of their skull and it acts as a Mindvoice inhibitor. It throws up an invisible shield of sorts and they can’t use their mind powers. It’s quite handy really.” Phy’iad stepped up the door and looked through the clear window. “See for yourself… she is helpless now. We had to beat her senseless to get her this way… but she is broken now. Those among my men who have more violent tendencies, they have taken her many times once we beat her. We injected her with Lazamine to keep her from shifting. It will be another few days before she heals completely. Ralmin here guards her… feeds her… and fucks her when he wants.” Phy’iad laughed.


Pusintin stepped up to the door and looked in. Her saw the female elf of medium height lying in the middle of the cell floor. Her long hair was two different colors, a bright blond that was now dirty and stained with blood and the excretions of no telling how many Immortals that had raped her. The second color was a dark black and layered under the blond hair, falling almost to the middle of her back. She looked badly beaten, blood staining her body in several spots as well as between her legs. 

“So you do you do not affect females who are changed?” Pusintin spoke turning to look at Phy’iad.


Phy’iad shook his head quickly. “Not like the others. It only lasts for an hour, two at most… depending on the strength of the wolf that changed her or gave birth to her. This one here… she must have had strong parents. It is usually the male Lycavorian who changes the female. Her father must be very strong. It only lasted for seventy-three minutes before she became a snarling furball with very sharp teeth.”

“Seventy-three minutes?” Pusintin said softly. “Interesting. And you say that the strength of who changed them factors into it?”


“I do not know the exact properties.” Phy’iad spoke. “The person who I rely on for this information could tell you better.”


“I would like to speak with this individual.” Pusintin spoke. 


“What good is finding out how long it lasts?” Ralmin barked. “They become a liability once their Lycavorian genes purge our chemicals from their bodies.”


Pusintin looked at him. “My questions are my own boy!” He spat. “You would do well to remember that and do not anger me!”

Ralmin looked at him without backing down. The Immortal was taller than Pusintin by a good two or three inch margin and though he was young, he outweighed him by forty or fifty pounds in his estimate. Even under the loose fitting clothes Pusintin could tell he was thickly muscled and he would be fiercely strong. Pusintin had killed many Immortals in battle before, hundreds of them in fact, but the burning in this Immortal’s eyes was different somehow. He glared at Pusintin without fear, looking as if he would just as soon rip his heart from his chest then look at him. That wild look insured Pusintin didn’t push him. He had no desire to die in this shithole among Immortals. And he didn’t doubt that if this young and crazy looking Immortal chose to strike him down, every Immortal on this base would side with him.


“I do not fear you Pusintin!” Ralmin growled. “I would welcome an opportunity to meet you in battle! And I would enjoy tearing you limb from limb. Why do we trust this traitor to his own kind Commander?” He asked looking at his leader.

“Why indeed young Ralmin.” Phy’iad spoke. “You are young Ralmin… but you have desire. A relationship with this man and the Kavalians is good business. And that is what we are here for is it not?”


Ralmin met his commander’s eyes and finally nodded. “Your wisdom is more than mine Commander. I will follow where you lead.” He spoke. “Just do not ask me to tolerate his stench for longer than necessary. His blood smells of foul flesh.”


Phy’iad laughed then and pounded Ralmin on the shoulder. “You see Marshall Kavalian. My men are loyal to me because they know I am their best chance of survival.”


Pusintin stared at Ralmin for a moment longer seeing something in the young Immortal’s eyes that did not sit well with him. “They are your problem Phy’iad.” He said finally. “As long as you keep them under control.”


“Commander!” Ralmin spoke firmly. “Sir… may I request something.”


Phy’iad looked at him. “Speak Ralmin.”


“I wish… I wish to make the half-breed mine.” Ralmin spoke. “I wish to make her mine and feast on her blood for as long as she lives for the way she marked me.”


Phy’iad looked at him for a long moment before turning to Pusintin. “You do not need the half-breed wench do you?”


“Not as long as this person you take me to can explain what I need to know.” Pusintin spoke.


“She can.” Phy’iad spoke. “But you must make that decision now. Once Ralmin makes his claim on the half-breed bitch, you will not take her. I insure no one interferes on those that my loyal men claim as their own. Ralmin has been with me for three years now and he is utterly loyal. It is past time I rewarded him. He has mean streak and he likes to feast on their blood. Once he takes this female’s blood, no matter how much she fights him, she is his till death. You will not take her.”


Pusintin looked at him for a long moment and then moved his eyes to Ralmin who glared back at him. “As long as your person tells me what I need to know you can have the bitch. If you let her strike you a few more times it may improve your looks.” He spoke with a grin.

Ralmin laughed at this. “At least I am no traitor to my own kind dog!” He finally hissed as his face became mean once more.


Pusintin opened his mouth to speak.


“Say nothing Kavalian Marshall!” Phy’iad snapped. “You have no friends here… and you will have less if you insult one of my men. Your business is with me… now come!”


Pusintin stared at Ralmin. “One day Immortal… one day we may very well meet on the field of battle.”


Ralmin bared his vampiric fangs in a vicious smile. “And I will enjoy taking your heart on that day.” He growled.


Phy’iad laughed as he took Pusintin’s arm. “This way Kavalian Marshall.” He bellowed. “Before you say something you will regret.”


Pusintin took one last look at Ralmin before he turned and followed Phy’iad.


“Osiri… where are you wench!” Phy’iad bellowed.


“Here! I am here Master!” The female voice echoed.


Pusintin’s eyes went a little wider when he saw the female elf scamper from around the other side of the room near where there appeared to be an entire laboratory of some sort set up. She appeared to be an older elf female, with flowing blond hair and very large breasts. She had long legs and appeared to be five foot eight or nine inches in height. She scampered over to stand in front of Phy’iad dressed in the skimpy light blue covering that did nothing to hide her firm figure and bowed her head.

“Master… Master I need.” She spoke in barely a whisper.


Phy’iad smiled. “Yes… it is almost time for your dose isn’t it?” He answered.


Pusintin watched as the elf female dropped to her knees in front of Phy’iad and her delicate hands went immediately to his crotch where she stroked the huge cock hidden by the fabric. “Please Master.” She whispered out.


“Soon Osiri.” Phy’iad snapped. “You will answer this Kavalian’s questions and then I will give you what you need.”


Her green eyes lit up and she smiled a she got to her feet once more. “Thank you Master.” She cooed. She turned to Pusintin. “You are not a Kavalian however.”


“This is Pusintin. Marshall of the Kavalian forces.” Phy’iad exclaimed.


Pusintin saw the elf’s eyes grow a little wider. “You are the Lycavorian traitor that leads the Kavalians. Yes… I have heard of you. Brother to the Lycavorian King.”


Pusintin looked at Phy’iad. “You give this female much leeway Phy’iad.” He spoke.


Phy’iad nodded. “Yes I do.” He spoke. He reached out to stroke the top of her head as if she was a pet. “I captured Osiri twenty years ago. The first elven female I took as my own once I deserted the Coven. I took her from her husband and three children and made her mine. And even after twenty years she still sucks my cock and slings her pussy on me better than any elf we have captured since. She has come to adore my big cock haven’t you Osiri?”

The elf’s eyes became dreamy and she looked at him. “Only you Master.”

“She also has a degree in science which comes in handy at times.” Phy’iad spoke. “The Kavalian Marshall here wants to know the specifics of why the half-breed is not affected by the chemicals in our blood. Explain it to him Osiri.”

“It is quite simple really.” She answered immediately. 

The pain had receded to nothing more than a dull throb now.


The memories of what had happened however, they would remain, as would the shame of screaming out for the scarred one to break her, if only that one time. She had lost count of the number of times she had been raped by the Immortals. One… two and sometimes three at a time. They had abused her body savagely, hitting her viciously, beating her nearly senseless when they realized her Lycavorian genes had made her immune to what most elven females feared. Complete and utter sexual enslavement to an Immortal. She had fought them, killing one with her Nehtes and slashing one with her wolf claws before they had hit her with the drug that caused her to lose the ability to shift to her wolf form. Since she could not shift, her injuries could not be healed by shifting and she had to endure the long hours of pain while her elven half healed what it was able to, but no where near as quickly.

It had happened so quickly that she had been unable to react.


They had hit the transport from two different locations, quickly killing the crew and overpowering her attempts at fighting them. The five elf females she had been traveling with were returning from Tupacia Prime after three weeks on the resort celebrating their recent graduation from a University on Elear. They were former students and soon to be scholars and therefore useless in a fight. The male elves they had come with were slaughtered like so many hogs before they had been taken. She had been on Tupacia Prime trying to recover from the pain of a training accident that had occurred because she was distracted over a relationship that had failed. She was twenty-five years old, the product of a three hundred year old marriage between her Lycavorian mother and Elven father. She was the youngest of nine children, and had followed in her mother’s footsteps and entered into the life of a Union Spartan willingly. She had finished sixth in her Agoge Training, not bad for a half-breed female when you took into consideration that Resumar and Eliani Leonidas finished first and third in that class. She had been assigned to the fleet soon after her advanced training and fought in the last two years of the Evolli War. She was no stranger to death and war, yet nothing in her life had prepared her for this.

To be raped by Immortals.


To be beaten and fed upon like some animal.


She was a Tier Four Mindvoicer, but they had injected something into her head that did not allow her to use those skills. Her Mindvoice abilities were somehow dampened and she didn’t understand it. She could not call her Shi Viska, she was naked and she was helpless. All she wanted now was to die. She had heard the screams from the females they had captured with her. Screams of horror, followed soon afterwards by blissful screams of their forced sexual submission and complete acceptance as the Immortals broke them to their will. It had to be her Lycavorian genes that did not allow this to happen to her. Yet what she had always thought of as her best advantage in any fight was now her worst enemy. Better to be a mindless sex slave to an Immortal then endure the rapes and beatings and know that all was lost.

[All is not lost!] 

The deep heavily shielded voice sounded in her head like a clap of thunder and her dark brown eyes burst open. She pushed herself up off the floor with a groan of pain, her body feeling sore and dirty as she looked around the small cell. She shivered as the cold began to hit her now, forcing the nipples of her medium sized and very firm breasts to harden instantly. She wrapped her arms around her chest, suddenly self conscious as she realized she was completely naked. Her two toned hair fell around her shoulders, the dark roots of her father’s hair and the blond highlights of her mother’s hair. To her it signified that she took the best from both her parents whom she adored. She looked around the small cell.


[You must remain strong and fight them. I will do what I can to protect you. I have begun this already but you must fight them with all that you are.] The voice spoke again. A male voice, confident and deep.


She reached behind her head and touched the spot under her hair where they had injected some sort of capsule, effectively silencing her Mindvoice powers. She had felt the bump before, but now that bump was gone and whoever was speaking to her within Mindvoice was someone with far more skill than she had ever had.

[I have removed it.] The voice spoke evenly, almost as if the voice was watching her. [You must not make or give any indication that we are communicating within Mindvoice or all will be lost and both of us will be killed instantly. Nod your head if you understand me and tell me your name she-wolf elf.]

She sat there unmoving staring at the door into her cell. This was a trick of some sort. It had to be. She heard the soft sigh in Mindvoice.


[This is no trick. Your friends are lost. I can not help them. Perhaps my mother if she was here, she is a genius in genetics, but I can do nothing for them.] The voice said. [I do not wish to see anymore harm to come to you. I could not stop what they have already done to you but I believe I have succeeded in keeping them from doing more. If you do not wish to acknowledge me that is fine. I will leave you to your fate, for I am already risking far too much to contact you like this.]

[Wait!] She announced instantly. [I… my name… my name is As’hia.]

[As’hia. A beautiful name. Your mother is an elf then?]

As’hia looked around the room carefully trying to detect a camera or something. The voice had to have eyes inside the cell to be watching her.


[My mother is Lycavorian.] As’hia answered. [My father is elven.]

[Truly?] The voice said. [Then you are very special indeed.]
[They are both in the Union military! They will come for me!] As’hia exclaimed instantly as she turned her head to the back of the room.

As’hia heard the deep exhale and she could almost feel the person shake his head. Her mind felt charged somehow, her Mindvoice powers even more pronounced than they had ever been.

[No. They will not come for you. Not unless I can somehow contact my brother and tell him where we are. Your parents would never find us.] The voice answered. [We are alone you and I. Alone among a den of butchers and animals. We need to help each other.]

 


As’hia knew no Immortal could have such strong Mindvoice powers. While they were naturally able to shield exceptionally well, there were no recorded instances of an Immortal being able to use Mindvoice. [Who are you?]

[Who I am is not important. My name is Lynom. I am an agent of my father sent here to infiltrate this group of Immortals in order to protect my people.]


[Your father? I don’t understand?] As’hia spoke. [How do you infiltrate a mercenary group of Immortals? You are a vampire!] She exclaimed.


[My mother is a Pureblood. I have inherited many of her traits.] Lynom answered. [I have arranged for the Immortal outside your door to claim you As’hia. He is a stern faced fool and he is the one you marked with your claws. He will not hurt you, but you must follow his direction to the letter.]


[Claim me?]


[He has requested of the Immortal leader to make you his property. The Leader agreed. You belong to him now, but he is also new to this group and will be watched. You must act fully cowed, and no matter what you do not allow it to show that you have your Mindvoice powers back.] Lynom explained to her.


[I will allow no Immortal to rape me without fighting!] She snarled out the sentence.


[He will not try to rape you As’hia.] Lynom countered quickly. [You must understand he will need to treat you as a slave. This will entail certain things that I find distasteful, but in order to survive it must be done.]

[What things?]


[I will tell you later… but right now tell me why the military leader of the Kavalian Federation is here?] Lynom asked.


[Pusintin? He is here?] As’hia gasped.


[He was the one that paid to have you and your friends captured.] Lynom answered. [He has been asking about the effect Immortals have on female elves and the process by which it happens. He is also very curious why it does not have the same effect on those females such as you? Kitrye-kyuvr. Half-breeds.]


[I don’t know.] As’hia spoke. [Why… why would he care?]

[I don’t know.] Lynom answered. [But you can be assured it is not for any good purpose. I must go As’hia. You are a Ssin'urn 'Anon As’hia. I will protect you. Rest now… food will be brought for you shortly. You must eat and conserve your strength so that you can completely heal.]


[So they can rape me more?] She snapped. [You are a vampire! You can not fight Immortals!]


[Do you wish to see your mother and father again As’hia?] Lynom asked.


[Yes… yes.] She answered softly.


[Then I must ask something of you that will not be easy for you.] He told her. [Even after what has happened to you… you must trust me. If you do not… I can not protect you and very likely we will both be killed.]

[I… Lynom I will try.] As’hia answered gently.


[Do not give up hope Ssin’urn ‘Anon. I will make certain you see your family once more.] Lynom spoke. [Rest now until your food comes. And do not attack the Immortal who brings it to you. He is… he is working for me.]
RITAAH
KAVALIAN SPACE

Her gait was confident and strong as she walked along the main central pathway of the settlement heading for Mican’s home with Na’lia. Like the majority of those cast away by the Kavalian leadership through the years, by them she was considered a failure, when in fact she was so much more. 

At twenty-six years old she was far from being a failure, and had become a bane in the lives of many senior Kavalian officers through her actions and superior combat training and skills. Her long black hair fell to just above a magnificently sculpted ass and incredibly long legs. Her five foot nine height gave her a long stride as she walked, but it was measured and filled with certainty. The dark brown leather pants encased those legs and her ass making it appear as if they had been painted on. The tan shirt she wore was loose fitting, the sleeves pulled up along her forearms, but it did nothing to hide her firm breasts and proud nipples as they pushed against the fabric of the shirt. Her black hair outlined an oval shaped face, full soft lips and dazzling vertically slit green eyes. The biogenic experiments she had undergone as a young woman did not completely change her as the scientists had hoped. Yes they had succeeded in removing the fine coat of black hair from her body, leaving only the long locks on her head, but the experiments had not changed her feline like eyes as they had hoped. She was meant to go out among the Lycavorians as an intelligence agent and assassin, but when it was discovered her eyes were not taking to the change, she was dismissed and scheduled for an execution. She was rejected by her Pride, her parents, her siblings.

They had tossed her life away without as much as a second thought.

This had made Channa a very angry young Kavalian female.

That was until Mican and Na’lia had come into her life three years earlier. He had led the assault on the Kavalian prison where she was being held. He had slaughtered the two Kavalian officers who were laughing as they raped her, knowing she would be dead within hours. Mican and his men had left no one alive and rescued nearly a hundred Kavalian males and females that were scheduled for execution because they had not taken to the biogenic treatments as easily as others. He had carried her beaten body nearly thirteen kilometers to where their ship was waiting, and then she had met Na’lia. The elven female who would eventually become Mican’s wife had cared for her without question. On the journey back to Ritaah Na’lia had washed her body, cleansing all signs of the brutal rape from her, showing her kindness that she had never known in her life as a Kavalian female.

It was Na’lia and Mican who had nursed her back to health, and when Mican discovered what she had been trained for, what her skills were, he had immediately named her his second in command. As she recovered, Channa noticed that those who followed Mican cared not that she was a female. And they soon realized what her skills were as soon as she began training once more. Channa’s height gave her an advantage that many did not have. It allowed her to use her very limber tail that had re-grown while she was recovering. Her tail provided her added balance and incredible reflexes, and she had taught herself how to use it almost as a third hand. She kept it wrapped around her left leg in most cases when she was within the compound simply because in here she felt wanted and welcome. Men and women and even many of the children waved at her as she passed them by. All of them knew who she was, and she had quickly gained a reputation as a cunning and vicious fighter. She had led a dozen missions in the last three years; all of them complete successes for the most part. She had lost men and women under her charge, but she only pushed herself that much further to honor their memory and sacrifice. When she was within the compound, she trained with Mican daily, adding to her own skills while also taking it upon herself to train Na’lia in all that she knew. 

Mican and Na’lia had become her family. Her older brother and sister. They had helped her to overcome her anger and depression at being tossed away so callously, even by her own family. They did not attempt to instill anger and revenge in her; they sought to instill confidence in herself and the knowledge that she was better than those who had so ruthlessly ordered her death. Na’lia had given back to her as much as she could in terms of medical training, making Channa not only a skilled warrior, but a very competent battlefield medic. Her mind was like a trap and it absorbed everything and retained it. She was exceptionally intelligent, and Mican used her intelligence on many occasions to plan missions and the defenses of their compound. She knew should anything happen to Mican, the leadership of their small resistance force would fall to her without question. No one among their group, male or female, doubted that for a moment. And even in the Kavalian culture, where females were oppressed and looked down upon as nothing more than baby makers, Channa knew the men and women here would follow her without question.
Channa had let go of the hatred and anger just as Mican and Na’lia had shown her. She began to rebuild her life upon coming to be with them. She would still not hesitate to kill any of those who had been complicit in the decision to execute her, including her own father, but Channa had found the strength to reach beyond all that. Na’lia in particular had shown her what she could be, what she could accomplish. She had dedicated her life to the resistance, just as Mican had.

Channa’s beauty also drew attention form the many males within their compound, but she had made it very clear she was not ready to commit herself to one man. She had slept with only two men since coming here, the first to only prove she could still feel pleasure after her rape. Once she had discovered that feelings of pleasure and joy were not lost to her, Channa had entered into the second relationship. It had ended amicably, but the male decided Channa was just too aggressive in bed. She knew what she wanted in bed and in her partner, and she was not afraid to reach for that. It was not something that the Kavalian males within their compound could easily accept. They trusted her and would follow her to the very end in battle, but when it came to a relationship, she was just too confident for them. At first Channa had been very much disheartened at this, until she realized it would take a very different man to tame her, and that was not a bad thing in the least. Mican was a different type of man, and it had taken an elf female to tame him. At least when not on the battlefield.

Channa saw the dirty blond hair of Biama playing in front of their home and she smiled. Even though Biama was half elf, the natural accelerated growth process for children in the Kavalian genes and their culture still persisted, and though Biama had only been born sixteen months ago, she was already the size of a four year old child within the Union. And she was just as smart. She looked up when Channa began walking down the short pathway and her face lit up. Channa smiled as she looked at Biama. She had her mother’s elven ears, though much smaller, and her father’s devastatingly gorgeous blue eyes. Her features were soft like Na’lia, but tanned like her father.
“Aunt Channa!” Biama squealed as she ran to meet her and Channa lifted her into her arms.

“Biama… you grow bigger by the day!” Channa exclaimed. “And heavier!”

“I will be as big as my dada soon.” Biama spoke happily.

“Maybe!” Channa said as the door to their home slid open and she saw Na’lia come out with a large smile on her face.

“Channa!” Na’lia said as she came up. Channa lowered Biama to the ground and like any child she lost interest quickly and moved back to her flowers.

Channa closed her eyes as they embraced and she relished in the feelings of warmth that radiated from Na’lia. This elven woman, though very young herself, had played the largest role in allowing Channa to reclaim almost all she had lost. Though she was several inches taller than Na’lia, Channa released her and held her at arms length.
“You got back last night I take it.” Na’lia said.

Channa looked at her oddly for a moment before she smiled and canted her head to the side. “Did you and Mican lock together before Biama woke this morning?” She said with a grin. “You look tired. And fulfilled.”

Na’lia laughed and pulled her close. “It was wonderful.” She whispered. “And we have so little time now that Biama is growing. She never wants to sleep. We must take our time when it comes.”

Channa laughed softly. “When will you know?”

Na’lia’s dark eyes were bright. “Hopefully by the end of the week. If not… we’ll keep at it I’m sure. We both want more children.”

Channa nodded as Na’lia took her hands and began leading her into the medium sized house. “Children are our future.” She stated softly.

“You will have children one day Channa.” Na’lia said with a large grin. “Never doubt that. You are a virile young woman. You just need the right man to tame you.”

Channa waggled her eyebrows. “Preferably one of those Spartan men we have heard so much about.” She said. “I understand they are not only wonderfully endowed because of their wolf blood, but they also worship their wives and mates like goddesses.”

Na’lia nodded. “So I have heard.” She said as they entered the large main room of the home and Mican looked up from the table he was sitting at. “I have my own god however.” She said moving over to kiss her husband deeply as Channa watched with a smile. 

“I am a god now?” Mican asked with a playful grin.

“It will go to his head now Na’lia.” Channa said.

“Perhaps. But that is just fine as long as he continues to do to me what he does in our bed.” Na’lia said. “I expect at least a millennia or two.”

Mican got to his feet. “I was thinking much more.” He said.

“That can be arranged as well.” Na’lia said. “I will get us fresh coffee and we can go over the information Channa brings.”

Channa allowed Mican to fold her into his massive arms and hug her tightly. She returned the embrace just as she did with Na’lia since she considered them her family now. And she would do anything for them.

“When did you return?” Mican asked.

“Late last night.” Channa answered. “We must talk Mican.” She said looking at him.

Mican nodded as Na’lia came back into the room holding the tray. He looked at his elven wife and then back to Channa. “Should I call the others?”

Channa nodded. “It might not hurt.” She said. “We may have to alter our disposition if my information is accurate. And everything points to the fact it is.”

Na’lia set the tray down on the table. “I will put more coffee on and call the others.” She said. “We should activate the jammers husband.”

Mican nodded. “Channa and I will do that. Tell them thirty minutes Na’lia.”


 “Are you sure Channa?” The Kavalian male asked as the seven of them sat at the table in Mican and Na’lia’s house. His fur was laced heavily with gray, but his eyes were bright and alert and he could still fight with the best of them despite his age.

Channa nodded. “Yes. The strange man told us as we all stood there.” She answered. “And then he went back inside the ship.”


“He moved?” The female Kavalian asked.


Channa nodded quickly. “Yes. It frightened me as well as I have never seen him move.”


“What exactly did he say?” Mican asked.


“That was the odd thing. He said something about Pra… Pralors. I have never heard this term before. He said agents of the Chief Elder Pralor had finally discovered him and he needed to make preparations for their arrival.” Channa answered.


“But your sensors detected nothing in orbit?”


Channa shook her head. “They are only passive sensors meant to sweep the immediate area around Ritaah. You all know that.” She answered. “And they are certainly not powerful enough to detect a shrouded ship. But the strange man felt sure he sensed something in orbit, and when has he ever been wrong? He has always warned us of ships that were approaching in time to activate defensive plans and our camouflage screens. Even before I arrived… isn’t that true Mican?”


Mican nodded. “Yes. It is why we stationed people near the ship to begin with. So that they could warn us when he reported something. If he sensed something in orbit important enough for him to actually move into the ship then we can not just dismiss it.”

“Channa… this was several days ago.” The first man asked. “Why wait until you returned to tell us?”


“I still needed to meet with our western group and get their data reports. The strange man was not acting urgently as he does when he has detected ships before.” Channa answered. “I made the decision to continue with my other tasks as well.”


“We needed those reports.” Na’lia spoke now. “The western group just returned from the operation to Cabelir. We needed that intelligence.”


Channa nodded and held up the intelligence. “And a prize the operation was.” She spoke. “The Sect is active Mican.”


Mican’s eyes narrowed slightly and he leaned back in his chair. “They are sure?”


Channa nodded. “Almost one hundred percent.”


Mican smiled to himself. “We may have just found ourselves some new allies my friends. Allies that we need.” He spoke.


“What is this Sect Mican?” The first man asked again. “What does Channa mean?”


“It is a very old religious Sect among our people.” Mican answered looking at them. “I learned of it during my schooling when I was growing up in my father’s court. They are not fanatics mind you… but men and women bent on seeing the Kavalian people bring themselves out of the oppression and brutal history of our past. Something my father and others are refusing to allow happen. They were thought long dead… killed off by my father and his men… but if Channa’s report is right and they are in fact active on Cabelir, then our hope of seeing a free Kavalian people just got a little brighter my friends.”


“While that sounds very interesting and promising husband.” Na’lia spoke from her chair next to him. “I think we have a bigger issue.”


“What is that?” Mican asked.


“If the Strange Man did indeed detect a ship in orbit, then it is safe to assume they would have detected him and the ship as well.” Na’lia said. “You have heard what I call this ship and I have told you King Leonidas returned to Union space twenty odd years ago with a similar ship. No one knows where it resides now… but based on the Strange Man’s reactions… I can only assume that the Lycavorians had a ship in orbit doing something else and it was they who were able to detect it somehow. If they are not already here it can only mean one thing.”

Mican and Channa nodded. “They left to gather more men and equipment.” Mican said.


Na’lia nodded her head slowly. “They will not allow this ship to fall into the hands of the Kavalian government or the High Coven. We can not allow it.” She said. “They will destroy it first.”


“And that means they will be coming back.” Channa said softly. “The question remains however, are they returning as friends or enemies?”


Na’lia nodded. “Yes.”


Mican looked at all of them. “We must be prepared for both.” He stated. “Since the Strange man will not allow us entry into the ship I want enough explosives put in position around the ship that the concussive force alone will destroy it completely.”

“If they come… they will bring dragons.” The woman spoke. “How do we fight dragons when all of us fear them so?”


Channa held up the second data pad. “That is the other thing the team discovered.” She said. “It appears your sister has defected Mican. She has defected to the Lycavorians and even married one of their Princes. And the rumors are running rampant that she no longer fears dragons and is even riding them.”


Mican looked at her for a long moment. “Interesting.” He said. “Which one?”


“Athani.” Channa answered.


Mican got to his feet slowly. “Athani?” He said in almost a whisper. “She is the one that has rebelled in the past.”


“Well… this rebellion may very well get her killed.” Channa said. “Your father is beyond angry and he is supposedly readying a covert assassination team of biogenic clones to travel to Earth and kill her and the King’s son.”


“He would risk open war with the Union if this is discovered.” A man said.


Mican looked at them. “I believe that is what my father and that idiot Pusintin want.” He said finally. “Something we must do anything we can to prevent.”

HADARIA
ARCH MINISTRY BUILDING

The Arch Ministry Council Chambers was a large room within the center of the main governmental building. It was shaped in an oval fashion, with three rows of comfortable chairs lining either side of the main floor in the center. On one end of the floor sitting in two ornately carved and gold lined chairs were Anja and Sivana. Both of them wore royal robes of green velvet, their hair perfectly styled and both of them looking radiant. The chairs on either side of them held Eurin and Zaniai, while a small five seat box is to Anja’s right is where Martin sat with Atropos and Belen.


Anja and Sivana both had been surprised that the entire two hundred members of the Arch Ministry would be here. Usually over half of them were off world conducting business with the Hadarian Healers spread all over the Union as they were. Anja looked over and saw Martin talking in whispers with Atropos and Belen and she turned to look at Eurin.


“Did you know all of the Ministers would be here Eurin?” Anja asked. 

Eurin shook her head quickly. “No. Buonau must have pulled quite a few strings to get all of them to return for this.” She stated.


“The question remains as to why?” Sivana said now. 


Eurin motioned with her head towards the entrance. “I believe we will find out now.” She spoke.

They turned to see Buonau leading Umbra and Pcillany into the chamber, the tall and obscenely muscular Rinard just behind them wearing his Spartan uniform. The remaining sixteen Hadarian Elders trailed behind them and silently moved to the empty seats to Anja’s right near where the head of the Arch Ministry Wiktor sat at the opposite head of the chamber. They watched Buonau step up to Wiktor and whisper into her ear. Zaniai leaned closer to Anja. 


“Whatever is happening, Wiktor is involved somehow Anja.” He spoke quickly.


Anja glanced at him. “How do you know?”


“I may be a politician and not a Healer… but I know by body language and her actions that Wiktor is involved in this. Whatever it may be.” Zaniai answered.


They all turned as the soft horn sounded and the chamber became silent.


“I will now call this Special Session of the Hadarian Arch Ministry to order.” Wiktor announced. “I would like to recognize the presence of King Leonidas the Second in the gallery, but I must also make clear that this is a purely Hadarian matter and request that you honor that Milord. No matter what you see presented here.”

Martin looked at the woman oddly and nodded his head. “Of course Chief Minister.” He stated.


Wiktor nodded and came to her feet. “This Special Session has been called under the gravest of concerns to us all and our continued ability to guide our people. Recently the mother of Sage Warrior Seanna came to the Aunt of Queen Anja concerned that there may have been more to her daughter’s death than what has previously been made known. Acting as a member of the Hadarian Royal family and a concerned citizen, Umbra brought this information to the senior member of the Council of Elders. Chief of the Hadarian Elders, Elder Mage Buonau began an investigation into claims made by Pcillany. What she found was very disturbing to say the least. She then brought it to my attention and after careful review I ordered this Special Session to address what Elder Buonau and I feel is a defining moment in the future of our people.”


Wiktor stepped from behind her chair and moved into the center of the chamber looking directly at Anja.


“Queen Anja Leonidas… after careful review of the evidence presented to me… I am using my authority as Chief of the Arch Ministry to bring charges of Depraved Indifference To Life, Unlawful Actions, Abuse of Power, Depravity of Self and Others, and finally Complicity of Negligent Murder in the death of Senior Mage Warrior Seanna.” Wiktor was looking at her when she finished speaking and the look on Anja’s face made her fight to keep from smiling.


“Murder!” Anja shouted as she came out of her chair! “I tried for three hours to save Seanna! She… I loved her! What kind of fool would accuse me of murdering her?”


“All of these charges stem from evidence presented to me and Elder Mage Buonau by a number of sources.” Wiktor spoke smugly. “Including you having a hand in her death!”


Anja came down off the slight platform. “Seanna was hit by shrapnel from two T19 missiles that exploded over her head!” She barked savagely. “Her entire upper body was practically shredded! Two of the larger pieces of shrapnel penetrated her skull and into her brain! There was not a Hadarian medic in the area and I got to her as fast as I could! I tried to save her! I loved her you bitch! How dare you accuse me of killing her?” Anja turned and glared at Pcillany in the gallery. “How dare you accuse me of killing her? After all we shared together, you do this?”


“Pcillany and Seanna’s husband have presented information and evidence that make it clear you had every reason to insure Seanna did not recover.” Wiktor spat.


“Seanna’s husband?” Anja snapped. “Seanna and that buffoon Rinard never married!”


“Oh but they did Queen Anja.” Pcillany announced loudly as she came to her feet. “They married six months before you killed her! You killed her to hide your sick perversions!”


“Sick perversions?” Anja barked right back. “Rinard was the one who harassed me for years to sleep with them! He was the one that drove Seanna and I apart! His constant badgering of her to get me to join them in their bed! I wouldn’t believe anything that nubous ronnus says if my life depended on it!”


“You may not Queen Anja… for good reasons.” Wiktor spoke. “The Council of Elders and I have seen evidence that refutes your claims. And refutes them quite well. Would you care to admit to them now, before they are exposed to the entire Ministry and become damning to you?”

“I have nothing to hide upaee!” Anja snarled. “Is this the best you can do Wiktor?” Anja demanded. “You and Buonau have despised my sister and I both for pulling our people out of the archaic past you want to cling too! Now you accuse me of murder?”


“We accuse you of much more!” Wiktor spoke. She held up her hand. “I have in my hand thirteen instances where Queen Anja has exceeded her constitutional authority in either making political decisions that did not come before the entire Arch Ministry, or dismissing laws that have been in place for hundreds of years!”


Anja rolled her eyes. “Laws that have not been used in nearly the same amount of time unless they suited the Hadarian Elder Council!” She spoke. “I simply took out the loop holes that would allow them to weigh in on decisions that did not concern them! Political decisions they had no right to weigh in on! I did not need to put that before the Arch Ministry!”


“On the contrary Queen Anja… yes you do.” Wiktor spoke. “You have dismissed three requests by the Kavalian Federation for our medical skills and equipment to help in their ongoing war with the High Coven. Those decisions needed to come before the Arch Ministry in accordance with Statue 27, Paragraph 9 which states the King or Queen can not refuse medical requests from member or non-members of the Union under any circumstances unless directed by the Arch Ministry.”


“You would speak with a species and government that regards females as low on the chain as insects?” Anja gasped.


“That is not the point!” Wiktor spat. “You made this decision without the authority to do so!”


“I am Queen!” Anja screamed now her famous anger coming fully to the forefront now. “My sister and I rule in a way that best suits our people! I will not send our Healers into an arena where they must fear for their own safety and dignity as well as that of their patients! Not to mention that the Lycavorian Union forbids any kind of trade with the Kavalian Federation that involves personnel from the Union military!”


“Yet we have just signed a Trade Agreement with them.” Wiktor spoke.


“An agreement for the berries for Spartan Wine Wiktor you fool!” Anja spat.


“It is you who are the fool Queen Anja!” Wiktor snapped now. “Did you think that your actions would not come to light? Did you actually believe you could hide your complicity in Seanna’s death to hide your own perversions?”


“Son vada carians channe!” Anja exclaimed. “What are you talking about now?”


“Your dress! How you choose to raise your children! The heirs to the Hadarian throne. Princess Eliani shares the bed of a vampire female and she did not present herself to the Council of Elders to gain their approval of her marriage to this Malic person. You approved of this?”


“Eliani is her own person! She makes her own decisions! She does not need my permission or that of the Elder Council to marry a man or take anyone into her bed!” Anja barked. “As for Retta and Calyb… we will raise them as we see fit! Period!”


“They do not know who their mother is!” Wiktor said looking around the chamber. “They know nothing of their Hadarian culture or heritage.”


“That is a lie and you know that!” Anja snapped.


“Is it? Not according to your Aunt Umbra!” Wiktor retorted. “Not according to Elder Mage Buonau and her daughter who have seen for themselves the atmosphere the heirs to the throne live in! You allowed them to become… bonded to these beasts… these dragons! They shift to their alter forms whenever they wish! Without regard for who sees them! This Ministry has granted you much leeway in your marriage to King Leonidas. We allowed it!”


“You allowed nothing!” Anja spoke viciously. 

“And what of your choice of bed partners? Your actions in the bed of others!” Wiktor said heatedly. “Corrupting Seanna with your sick perversions!”

“My choice of bed partners?” Anja asked aghast. “I am the wife and mate to King Martin Leonidas. I share his bed and that of the four other women that I love. What are you speaking of Wiktor? You make no sense. What Martin and I and the others do in our bed is most definitely not any of your business. I did not corrupt Seanna… her relationship with me only allowed her true self to come out!”

“Do not insult this scared chamber with such drivel!” Wiktor barked. “You are the one who pushed her into that… that life! And when she told you she wanted no more of it… when she told you that she would reveal your own secrets if you did not allow her to live her own life… you helped to kill her by not treating her!”

Anja’s jade green eyes were burning. You have absolutely no idea what you are spewing from that hole beneath your nose!” Anja spat.

“Don’t I?” Wiktor demanded. “Seanna’s husband has produced evidence that shows you stand before this body and you lie!” She motioned to where Rinard sat and he came to his feet slowly. He looked forlorn and humble in his expression.

“I’m… I’m sorry Anja.” He spoke loud enough for most of the chamber to hear him. “You took Seanna from me. All I wanted was to live happily with her.”

“Oh shut up you pathetic idiot!” Anja snarled at him. “No one with a lick of common sense would believe the shit you are shoveling! You wanted to get me in bed with you so you could say you fucked your Queen! So many people saw right through your façade Rinard! Why would anyone believe anything you said?”

“I have given proof of your actions.” Rinard replied keeping his voice normal and respectful.

“Proof of what?” Anja barked. “Your ignorance!”

Wiktor held up the data pad. “Perhaps this will bring you down from that high horse you sit on!” She said. “This is the proof presented to myself and the Elder Council. Proof that Queen Anja had every reason to not attempt to heal Seanna when she needed her most. Proof that our Queen is unfit to sit on the throne. And this may also be proof that Retta and Calyb are not the children of King Leonidas!”

Anja’s eyes flew open as Martin came to his feet. “What?” Anja gasped unable to believe she was hearing this.

Wiktor moved quickly to her chair and plugged the pad into the slot. A huge two sided monitor used for reports and meetings for the Arch Ministry dropped from the ceiling of the chamber, lowering in place quickly so that all members of the chamber could view the picture on it. Anja’s eyes were wide in disbelief as she gazed at what was on the screen.

“This is who our Queen really is!” Wiktor shouted out. 

“…ahhhhhhh yes Seanna!” Anja gasped out as the black hair of her Hadarian lover flowed across her abdomen and Seanna slowly kissed her way back up Anja’s firm, flat abdomen. They were both naked on the monitor, both of them covered in a light sheen of sweat from obvious sexual activity.

Anja’s eyes went to where Rinard sat. “You sick fuck!” Anja snarled. “You filmed us making love?” Anja started to move towards him but froze when she watched on the monitor as Seanna moved behind her and she sat up, exposing her gloriously naked flesh glistening in exertion and her juices.

Seanna leaned over and nuzzled Anja’s neck and cheek as her hands slid around and cupped her large breasts. “That was only the beginning Anja.” Seanna gasped into her ear. “Are you ready?”
Anja leaned over and kissed Seanna, their tongues dancing together.

“Oh yes! Martin… Martin must never know!” Anja hissed out. “Never!”

Seanna smiled. “He won’t find out.” She said as she looked up. “Will he Rinard?”

“I will never say a thing!” Rinard spoke as he moved into the picture. He too was completely naked and the angle of the video also allowed everyone to see his raging cock at full mast as he stepped between Anja’s legs.

Anja’s eyes dropped to stare at his enormous cock and she licked her lips in anticipation. “He must never know.”

“Are you ready Anja?” Rinard asked.

Anja lifted her head up and looked at him. “Fuck me Rinard! Nubou me with your huge cock!”

Rinard needed no further urging and he placed the engorged head of his cock against the pursed lips of Anja’s already excited and moist pussy. With a single plunge he drove his entire cock into Anja’s bald pussy. Her head flew back as his balls slammed into her ass cheeks and her legs wrapped around his hips.
“Oh god! Fuck me!” Anja howled out as Rinard began to hammer his huge cock into her with deep strokes. Thrusts that made the bed shake as he slammed into her. Seanna leaned over and was kissing Anja deeply, her moans of pure delight muffled by Seanna’s four inch long tongue stuffed down her throat.
The chamber had become deathly quiet except for the grunting of Rinard and the blissful moans of Anja as the members of the Arch Ministry of Hadaria watched as their beloved Queen committed adultery before their eyes. Many eyes turned to where Martin Leonidas had moved from his seat and now stood across from Anja staring at the monitor with a stunned expression that was rapidly turning to one of anger.

“That… that is not me!” Anja gasped softly gazing at the monitor.
“Fuck! I’m going to fill you with my come!” Rinard snarled on the monitor. “Tell me you want my come inside you! Tell me!” Rinard’s hips were moving in a blur as he pounded Anja into the mattress of the bed.
“Yes! Ohhhh…. Yes! Fuck me! Fill me with your come my Alpha wolf! Give it to me! Fill me completely!” Anja’s eyes went wide on the monitor and she howled out her own orgasm, her small body going rigid under Rinard. 

“I’m there! Yes!” Rinard screamed out and rammed into her one last time.

Anja’s hands dropped to his muscular ass and she held him tightly to her body as he blasted his come into her. Anja was licking the side of his neck and face as he grunted his release into her, his body hunching forward to bury as much of his cock into as her as he could.

The monitor went dark suddenly and Wiktor snorted loudly from where she stood. “It does not end there!” She shouted. “This was only the beginning! And this is what Queen Anja forced upon Seanna! There is nine hours of security footage on this pad! Nine hours of Anja displaying her disgusting base side. Her wolf side! Not only with Rinard… but up to three other men as well. Men who also forced themselves upon Seanna even though it was obvious things had gotten out of hand! When Rinard and Seanna told Anja they no longer wished to participate in these… these sick sexual meetings, this is when Anja pushed Seanna out of her life. When Seanna threatened to reveal this side of her Queen unless Anja released her from her service as her handmaiden, Anja allowed her to die from wounds she received during the Evolli war. She did this to keep her secret buried. Or so she thought! She robbed Rinard of a wife and Pcillany of a daughter and possible future generations!”

“That is a fucking lie!” Anja screamed. “That… that is not me! What did you do?” She snarled as she leaped for where Rinard sat, her jade colored eyes now ablaze with her wolf persona and her fangs completely extended. 

Rinard was coming to his feet just as Anja’s body froze in its motion. All eyes went to where Martin stood, his hand extended and holding Anja in the grip of his TK power. His eyes were also fully changed now, his dual wolf fangs extended and his face was twisted into an angry snarl all its own. Anja’s head snapped around and she glared at him.

“Martin!” She gasped. “Martin… put me down! I want to tear his eyes from his skull for his lies!”

Martin’s face turned from the dark monitor and he looked at her. “This is how you repay my love for you all these years?” He spoke his voice low and quivering in barely controlled anger.

“Martin… Lover… that is not me!” Anja declared.

“Then who is it?” Martin screamed the words so loudly that they echoed within the silent chamber. “They produce proof of your actions and you deny it! You seek to injure the man who brings these charges against you?”

“Martin… I swear to you that…”

“Shut up!” Martin screamed. He released his grip on Anja and she dropped the three inches to the floor. He turned to Wiktor. “There is more of this?” He demanded.

Wiktor nodded her head quickly. She had never seen Martin Leonidas shaking in anger as he was now and she stammered her words. “Yes… yes Milord.” She spoke. “The last… the last portion shows her with three additional men as well as Rinard. Milord… I… I must express my sincerest apologies for…”

“Martin stepped toward her. “Save your apologies for someone who believes them Chief 

Minister Wiktor!” Martin hissed. “I do not!” He turned his head back and glared at Anja. “You… you bed with this fool over me?” He barked. “You take… you take three others into your bed with him? At the same time? I am not enough for you?”


“Lover I…”


“Don’t call me that!” Martin growled his words causing his entire body to vibrate. It was obvious to all in the chamber that he was struggling to maintain his composure in the face of what had just been presented to him. He snapped his head back to look at Wiktor. “I will be leaving immediately to return to Earth with my children. I…”


“Milord… Retta and Calyb are…” Buonau started to speak as she stood up from where she sat.


“They are my children!” Martin screamed at her cutting off her words instantly. “I felt their lifeforce when they were conceived in Anja’s womb! They are my children and they will return with me to their home!”


“King Leonidas… I could have the Hadarian Arch Ministry issue an order forcing you to leave them here.” Wiktor spoke firmly.


Martin turned on her. “And you will explain to the families of them men you sentence to death that you tried to take my children?” He snapped.


“Milord… they are…” Wiktor said.


Martin tapped the COM unit on his ArmorPly. “Master of the Guard?” He barked.


“Milord!” The reply was immediate.


“You will gather Retta and Calyb from wherever they are. Mara and Endeem as well. Escort them to the SPIRIT. If anyone attempts to impede your progress you will fire on them with extreme prejudice!” Martin ordered with a voice as cold as the vacuum of space. 

“As you order sire!”


“King Leonidas you…”


“Do not push me Chief Minister Wiktor!” Martin barked at her. “You have your pound of flesh. Anja will be made to answer for whatever crimes you say she has committed. I wash my hands of this issue!”


“Martin!” Anja shouted moving towards him.


Martin held up his hand and pointed at her. “Don’t come near me!” He spoke savagely. “Do not come near me! I will return the SPIRIT when I am back on Earth. You are still a Queen of the Union. At least until I speak with my mother and Deia. You will not keep our children with you however!”


“King Leonidas!” Buonau spoke.


“What do you want woman!” Martin screamed at her.

 
“Sire… I only wish to… may I offer an alternative?” Buonau spoke softly and without a trace of her normal arrogance. “Allow my daughter Duewa to return to Earth with you. At the very least to maintain the studies of Retta and Calyb and perhaps help them through the next few weeks.”


Martin glared at her for a long moment. “I am leaving in thirty minutes. If she is on the pad then she can return with me. If she is not… I do not care.”


“Martin you can’t believe…” Anja began as she stepped towards him.


Martin held up his hand once more and Anja fell silent and stopped, tears now clouding her beautiful eyes. “I do not know what to believe anymore.” He said softly. “Not when it concerns you. Do not attempt to contact me or our children until this mess you have gotten yourself in here is complete. Then we will decide where to go from there. Goodbye Anja.”


“Martin!” Anja screamed as he turned and began walking out of the Arch Ministry chamber. “Martin… don’t leave me!”


Her words fell on deaf ears as Martin’s long legs carried him from the chamber within seconds. 


Anja collapsed onto the floor sobbing uncontrollably as Sivana and Eurin rushed to her while Atropos and Belen moved closer. Buonau was speaking with Duewa in hushed whispers as she practically dragged her daughter out of the chamber. The Ministers were chattering among themselves and only Wiktor stood by herself.


She stood there with a smug expression of accomplishment as the first part of their plan came together.

