CHAPTER THREE
SCIMITAR
TWENTY-TWO HOURS FROM EARTH

“…landed behind Sadi’s DT and then he comes out of the smoke, Elynth next to him, their eyes like beacons on some dark night. He launches his shield and then draws one of those two swords he carries… gods it was like watching some majestic knight come to save you. As he fought… his Shi Viska circled the area he and Elynth were fighting in… it was almost moving of its own accord.” Teeria was speaking animatedly as they sat at the table in the mess lounge. “Sadi was closer where her DT was parked with Queen For’mya, but it was the first thing we noticed when Princess Normya landed and we got off the STRIKER.”

“I have heard that is how the King’s Shi Viska acts when he launches it. Almost as if it has a mind of its own. Do you know the Mindvoice power required to do something like that?” Another female cadet spoke. “It would be… I don’t think it can be charted.”

Sadi sat between her and Palta, the eights seats closest to them filled with other female Cadets who had not been chosen to go on the short mission. All of them had showered quickly and made their way here for some much needed normal food after returning from the most exciting event of their lives up until this point. None of them would ever know just how easy it had really been.
“Well… we didn’t see the whole fight, but behind him and Elynth were the bodies of ten Evolli. He was carrying one of those swords he has in his hand, his Shi Viska humming on his arm.” Teeria shook her head. “It was almost… surreal.”

“Teeria stop!” Sadi exclaimed almost shyly. “It wasn’t like that! Don’t embellish it into something it wasn’t.”

“Oh no?” Teeria asked looking at her with a smile. “We were there too Sadi. You can’t deny it! And then what Princess Eliani and the others told us of Alba Tau afterwards.” Teeria shook her head. “How he won his Shield of Valor…”

“Wait… they told you that?” A female cadet asked quickly. “The… the details of that battle are… they say it was the most savage and barbaric of the war.”

Palta nodded. “It was.” 

“Besides Sadi… you were the one that slept in his arms while Palta and I had to make due with the hard ground. The least you could do is let me tell the story!” Teeria said.
“Sadi you… you slept in his arms?” The blond haired Cadet gasped out looking at her. “Is that all you did?”
Sadi looked at her with a shocked and playful expression. “Rala… we were in full view of everyone!” She said. “What could we do?”

“I would have been all over him! He could have taken me in front of everyone and I wouldn’t have cared.” Teeria stated matter-of-factly. “As sculpted as he is… you would have had to pull me off him.”

“Teeria stop!” Sadi gasped with a smile.

“Yep… our girl has got it bad!” Palta spoke with a smile as well as she squeezed Sadi’s arm. “She didn’t tell any of us that Prince Androcles was her secret lover.”

“We are not lovers!” Sadi barked out.

“Not yet.” Teeria said with a knowing glance at her dearest friend. “It’s so obvious Sadi! He is so powerful his aura is leaking through his shields! Every female on this ship can sense it… and that aura is directed only at you!”

“And you aren’t exactly denying it either!” Palta spoke. “We saw the way he kissed you this morning. Girl… I thought your hair was going to catch fire, and you didn’t exactly pull away either. As a matter of fact, you about swallowed his tongue from the looks of it, and for a moment we didn’t think you were going to give it back to him! And your aura reeks of desire for him Sadi.”
Sadi couldn’t stop the uncomfortable smile from splitting her face. Teeria and Palta were right of course. He had helped her to her feet that morning and enveloped her in his arms before covering her lips with his own. She had woken with her face tucked neatly into the crook of his shoulder and neck, breathing deeply of his delicious pines and lavender male scent and it had immediately triggered countless sensations through her body. When he kissed her… those sensations soared in intensity and power. The tighter he pulled her body to his, the more she wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and melded her lush body to his. She would not be able to stand many more of his kisses before she lost what little control she held onto. 
“Sadi… you have to tell us!” Teeria exclaimed. “We have never kept things like this from each other.”

“It happened many years ago.” Sadi spoke softly, “Just before the Intelligence Purge. We were at the Island Palace and…” Sadi told them as they listened in rapt attention. She left out her involvement with the High Coven of course, embellishing Amretus’s and For’mya’s roles, but aside from that it took her twenty minutes to give them the very short version. “So now you know.” She finally finished speaking. “I’m sorry… it’s just not something I felt I could share with everyone. I spent so many years trying to forget what happened that night… and now it’s all coming back at once. It’s a little overwhelming.”

“He has loved you since he was eight months old Sadi!” Teeria spoke still stunned as she finally heard the entire story. She knew some of it… small bits and pieces that Sadi had told her over the years, but never the full story. “Gods girl… how much more romantic than that can you get?”

“The first eligible bachelor Prince in the history of the Union, and he’s been in love with you all this time!” Palta spoke. “That is so unfair!” She squeezed Sadi’s arm again tightly and gave her a friendly nudge. “Of course… there are still three others!”
Sadi laughed aloud and squeezed Palta’s hand, rubbing up against her. “You are so bad Palta.” She spoke softly leaning her head close to her friend.

“He’s been in your dreams all this time?” One of the other female Cadets asked more curious than the others.

Sadi nodded slowly and looked at the cadet who had asked the question. “I never had a clear picture of his face, just his eyes behind the helmet.” She spoke softly. “But it has been him yes.”
“That is why your Mindvoice powers became so strong isn’t it?” Palta asked, “Because of his dragon?”

Sadi nodded. “And Androcles. When Elynth touched me that first night.” She explained. “She… she made the connection. After it was all over, The First oracle selected me to study at the School of the Mages. I… I completed three years on Apo Prime and then another three over the following years during months where I was doing nothing. I…” Sadi stopped and a look of pure passion filtered across her face as she felt him. His aura was so strong and clear and pulsing for her… and he was coming for her she knew.

“Sadi… Sadi what’s wrong?” Teeria asked. “You…”

“He’s here!” One of the other cadets hissed.

All but Sadi turned to the entrance of the mess lounge behind them. They saw Andro come in with one of the Durcunusaan Commanders and they were talking in soft whispers. He nodded and then his azure eyes fell upon Sadi’s back. The others watched as he made his way to where she sat and Sadi felt his arm curl slowly around her waist as he squatted behind her and then his face was next to hers, nuzzling her cheek and ear and signaling his intent for all to see. And he didn’t care who saw how it appeared, which made Sadi’s blood scream out in joy. 

“Hello KertaGai.” He spoke softly into her ear.

“And… Androcles.” Sadi spoke in barely a whisper her eyes half open at the delight that was surging through her.

“Have you eaten your dinner KertaGai?” Andro asked leaning closer to her and sliding his arm further around her waist as his cheek brushed gently against hers.

“Yes Milord.” Sadi replied her eyes completely open now and burning with desire as she felt his aura sweep around her and the heat from his arm around her waist almost burning her skin.

“Good.” Andro spoke. He lifted his head suddenly and looked at Sadi’s friends almost scaring them with the brightness of his azure eyes as the light in the mess lounge reflected off of them. “If you will excuse me ladies… I’m going to borrow Cadet Sadi here for the next few hours. There are some things I would like to show her.”

Sadi gasped in surprised when his arm tightened around her waist and he pulled her from the bench, tossing her legs up into the air and catching them with his opposite arm until she was quite securely held in his grasp, her arms around his neck. Teeria and Palta and the rest of the cadets could only watch with knowing smiles on their faces as Andro turned and headed for the entrance.

“What does that mean?” A Cadet asked, “Ker… KertaGai? It’s the ancient language isn’t it?”

Teeria shook her head. “I don’t know what it means… but I do know he’s called her that before.”

“It means Eternal Heart.” The female voice from the next table answered. They turned and saw the female elf Spartan smile. “In the ancient language… it means Eternal Heart.”

“A few hours my ass,” Palta spoke with a smile as she turned back to her friends. “More like a few millennia!”


Sadi’s eyes never left his handsome face as he walked confidently down the corridor of the SCIMITAR. He carried her as easily as one would carry a child, without any effort in the least. She could feel his confidence flowing through him. Teeria had been right; his aura was so powerful, it was leaking through his Mindvoice Shields and it caused slow burning fires to ignite in her belly as she realized that aura burned only for her.


“Andro… Andro where are you taking me? Are you forgoing what you told me yourself? That you would conduct yourself in the proper Spartan fashion?” Sadi finally asked him, trying very much to keep control of her own burning need.


“As I told your friends… there are some things I want to show you.” Andro replied easily as he looked into her stunning green eyes.


“Andro… I don’t know if I am ready…” Sadi tried to force the words out as her mind screamed for her not to not give in so easily, while her heart and body simply craved his touch upon her.


Androcles stopped in the middle of the corridor and looked at her. “Ready for what?” He asked.


“You… you are taking me to… to your quarters aren’t you?” Sadi spoke softly, her fingers reaching up to stroke his cheek and goatee. “To… to claim me. I… I don’t think… there are some things I would have liked to do before that took place Andro. To… to make myself at least acceptable to you. I haven’t fully washed the grime from my body after our little trip to the planet and I… I want to be perfect for you.”


“Sadi you are already perfect to me.” He said with a smile. “You think I took you from the mess lounge in front of your friends so that I could take you to my quarters and claim you now… on my ship?” He asked surprised. “You think I would do that for all your friends to see? My blood may burn for you hotter than it ever has KertaGai… but I would not disrespect you in such a way. I have told you what my intentions are, and I intend to stick to them, no matter how hard it becomes.” He began walking again. 

“Andro… I… I am so much older…” Sadi’s mind tried grasping at the last obstacle that kept her from surrendering to what her heart wanted so badly. Androcles beat her to it.

“What is a hundred years to our people Sadi?” He stopped walking again as a look of worry flashed across his face. “Sadi… am I truly what you desire? Tell me now if you do not wish to be with me. I will understand. I may not like it but I would understand.”

Sadi shook her head so hard she thought she pulled a muscle in her neck. “Carians… no Andro!” She gasped as she took his face between her hands and kissed him as passionately as she could considering the position she was in. It was a kiss he eagerly returned right there in the middle of the corridor and those who passed by and saw could only grin. Sadi pulled away quickly and looked at him. “I… I have loved you since those nights on the island Andro. I may have denied it then, denied what I felt was the truth for so long… but being here with you now… it has all become so clear to me. We were meant for each other.”

“I have my father’s memories KertaGai. My grandfather’s memories. I have seen all they have done, everywhere they have gone, and everything they knew and now know. I have seen ancient Sparta at its peak; the raging black walls of Thermopylae where my grandfather rests, and the burning deserts of the Middle East on Earth where my father was forged in the fires of combat.” Andro spoke softly. “Yes… I may only be twenty-six years old… but I am so much more, though there are times when I wish others would not look at me as they do. My father and I both. We are not gods… we have our failings. I have loved you since I was eight months old Sadi… not a day has gone by that I have not in some way thought of you. I can’t explain it, I told you that, but if it feels so right… how can it be wrong?”
Sadi shook her head quickly. “It’s… it’s not wrong. NO!” She spoke softly, running her finger across his lips. She would not deny what she felt any longer. She couldn’t deny it even if she wanted to… and she surely did not want to. Not anymore. “No… because it is what I want as well.”

“I have waited all this time KertaGai… I can wait a few more days so that it will be just as I have imagined. As it should be with someone of your beauty and intelligence.” Androcles spoke. “And you could have just fallen into a pool of mud and you would still be as beautiful to me as you are now. I would take great pleasure in removing that mud from your body with only my tongue if you asked me.”
Sadi laughed softly at his words and leaned forward, kissing him again deeply, loving the texture of his lips upon hers and relishing in the flavor of his tongue. She pulled away after a moment and gazed at him. “Well… I will attempt to make sure that does not happen. Or at the very least have a bottle of wine next to our bed just in case something of that nature befalls us.”

Andro nuzzled her cheek and neck. “I have something I want to show you.” He spoke. “Just as I told your friends.”

“Then… then where were you taking me when you swept me off my feet?” Sadi asked with a smile of love, desire and passion. “Not that I mind being carried all over your ship mind you.”
Androcles smiled and moved to the elevator lift, pressing the button to call it. It came in seconds and he stepped into the Lift and touched the panel once more. The elevator began to move quickly as he lowered her to the floor but didn’t release her from his grasp. Within a few seconds it stopped and the doors opened into a dimly lit area that was completely wide open. As they stepped from the elevator, Sadi took in the cave like walls and the artificial lighting. She looked at him with a questioning glance.

“Andro! Sadi!” She heard Gorgo’s voice call. “It’s about time! We thought we had lost you as well!”
Sadi’s head snapped around and she saw most of Andro’s family. Gorgo, For’mya, Aricia, Anja, Resumar, Eliani… all of them gathered around the obviously fake rock pit fire. Around all of them sat their dragons, each gnawing on the enormous bones. All around the deck she could see other dragons as well. “Andro… this is…”

Androcles nodded. “Yes. This is the aft portion of deck ten. We call it the Dragon Den. It’s much smaller than what they are used to, and they can’t fly, but at least it gives them some semblance of home. This is where we come to relax when we are out here among the stars. To focus ourselves and think of quieter times. Come… they have my mother’s coffee, and we need to get a mug before they drink it all.”

“Andro I don’t belong…”

“Yes Sadi… you do belong here.” Andro spoke pulling her close to him. “You have always belonged here. Now come…”

Sadi let him pull her towards the small group and as each step passed Sadi grew more confident in what was racing through her. By the time they had reached the sitting men and women, Sadi no longer cared what others might think, or what they would see. This is where she belonged, of that she no longer had any whisper of doubt. She saw For’mya’s eyes fall on her as they walked up and she bowed her head slightly with a knowing gaze.
Andro gripped her hand tightly as he settled to the dirt that had been spread out on the deck within the dragon den, and then he pulled Sadi into his lap, nuzzling the back of her neck in a gentle caress that had her eyes half closing and her heart racing.

“Where are Deni and Lisi?” Andro asked finally as his mother handed him two mugs of coffee.

Aricia laughed as she leaned back and sipped her coffee and then leaned against For’mya. “Your brother is chasing the tail of a young female wolf that works in Astrophysics I believe.” She answered.

Resumar chuckled. “He thinks he is going to get lucky tonight.” He spoke.

Eliani punched her brother’s arm. “You’re such a pig Res!” She berated him with a smile. “And Lisi is on duty on the flight deck. She lost a bet playing Petteia and now she has to work her friend’s shift.”

“She loses a lot at Petteia, did anyone notice that.” Anja said with a grin. “Perhaps she should stop playing for a while or at the very least get some lessons.”

“I’ve told her that mother.” Eliani said with a chuckle. “You know how pig headed she can be. She is far too much like father. We should get Denali to teach her… I don’t think I’ve ever seen him lose at Petteia.”

Aricia laughed out loud again. “As if any of you are any different from your father.” She said with another laugh as she leaned over to nuzzle For’mya’s elven ear, causing her elven lover and fellow Queen to shudder inwardly in desire as Aricia made known just what she intended for later.

“Well… they certainly don’t get it from us.” Anja spoke with a smile leaning over to nuzzle For’mya’s opposite elven ear and doubling the pleasure and desire that For’mya felt surging through her. For’mya smiled to herself. She, Aricia and Anja were going to have a delightful reunion in their quarters, of that she had no doubts. It had been several weeks since she had felt Anja’s deliciously long and talented tongue caressing her flesh, not to mention that she hadn’t tasted Aricia in nearly as long. Yes… it was going to be a fine night.
Gorgo laughed and shook her head. “Of course not. My son’s Queens are the pillar of safe, discrete and intelligent in all of their actions.” Gorgo exclaimed even as she made the motioned of causing herself to vomit.

This caused all her grandchildren and Sadi to burst out laughing at their mother’s antics. 



Lisisa Leonidas was definitely working hard… but certainly not at what her mothers and siblings thought she was working at. She was currently working at fitting the entire eleven and a half inches of thick, hot pulsing cock into her throat as far as she could without choking herself to death. Her naked body was slick with a fine sheen of sweat and she was stretched out on the bed atop the incredibly muscular form of the man beneath her, the sheets torn from the corners, and her arms stretched upwards. Her hands were spread across the toned, well-developed thighs of the man with her, her fingers curling and un-curling along the flesh of his legs in tiny tremors of pleasure. His hands were gripping her firm ass cheeks securely, his fingers almost bruising her skin as he forced more and more of his pulsing shaft into her throat. His own hands were pulling her hips and dripping pussy down onto his warm tongue and working that wonderful appendage in tireless and frenzied motion over Lisisa’s now fully inflamed labia and painfully erect clit. Her watery forest green eyes did not need to see the face of the man she was with as she knew him and his exquisitely chiseled body intimately. 
Lisisa was no stranger to men, having bedded nearly a dozen in the time since her father had returned with her to the Union. None of those relationships had lasted for more than a few months because Lisisa was looking for something none of them had and most of them truly only wanted to get close to her father anyway. The ones her father and Andro, when he was old enough, had not run off after seeing the way they treated her, Lisisa had dismissed just as quickly. This man however, this man beneath her was so very different, eagerly devouring her smooth, bald and completely aroused pussy as if it was his last meal.
He was six feet tall and two hundred and fourteen pounds of heavy chiseled muscle and powerful limbs. His body was ripped in the same Spartan definition and manner of her father and Andro and his Alpha male aura could turn her to putty in his hands unlike that of any male wolf who she had shared a bed with. When he nuzzled her in any way, Lisisa’s eyes rolled into the back of her head much the way her mother’s eyes did whenever her father nuzzled one of them. This man worshiped her body in ways no man ever had, taking hours to simply and completely explore every millimeter of her flesh so intimately that he could make her quiver in orgasm just from his touch. He had done so their first times together, and this was something he continued to do even now. 
He was also the only man that Lisisa had ever wanted to taste the blood of. 
Lisisa’s wolf genes were the more dominant by far over her vampire genes, but Lisisa could still take blood to heal any injuries as well as shift to wolf form. She still retained the ability to blur as a vampire with their amazing speed but her strength was considerably more due to the wolf DNA in her blood. And in the midst of extreme passion, biting her bed partner and drinking small portions of their blood could send both of them screaming over the edge of the abyss of pleasure. He was the only man who had elicited enough of a reaction from her for her to do this. And it was glorious, no matter how many times she did it, and she had done it quite often over the last three years.

It had been almost three years together with him now… and Lisisa never seemed to tire of his touch upon her. She reveled in the taste of his flesh and his blood, as well as his passion. His juices tasted just as his scent smelled… peppermint and lavender… and there were many nights where Lisisa had been content to stay just as they were now and drink his delicious come down over and over as often as she could. In the process she would explode over his equally talented lips and tongue more times than she could remember. It made Lisisa’s heart cry out in bliss every time he reached for her in their bed, for it told her he would never tire of her either. He had told her more times than she could recall she was the most ravishing woman he had ever known, and that no one would ever fill his life as she did. He was constantly whispering soft phrases into her ears as he pummeled her tight body into the bed as hard or as slowly as she wanted him to. He would gaze at her with those deep dark eyes she had come to adore as he held her on his lap while she rode him to the glorious peak of pleasure for them both, or when he simply held her wrapped within the embrace of his powerful arms. 
The first time with him had been awkward and unusual but incredibly magnificent in its fulfillment… and it almost never happened again thanks to her. 
His undying persistence had paid off however, and Lisisa had finally surrendered to her true feelings for him and all that she was after their fifth time together. As their encounters continued and the months and now years passed by, all the rapes and beatings she had endured in the years of her life before her father had finally rescued her became nothing more than distant memories that slipped into nothing. Now Lisisa could not imagine what it would be like without him.

Lisisa groaned in delight as her lips finally anchored around the base of his hugely thick cock and she felt his hard body tense. It had taken her nearly a year to be able to accept all of him within her throat like this, but she had relished the dozens of attempts prior to her sweet success. Whenever her lips anchored around the base of his beautiful cock, Lisisa knew they were both close to explosion and this time was no different. The sweet peppermint taste of his come flooded the back of her tongue surging across her taste buds like some fine wine and she knew he was just on the edge. His legs went suddenly rigid and Lisisa smiled through tear filled eyes as she felt his large balls swell even bigger. She brought one of her hands back quickly and cupped his warm sack in her palm, and this action was all it took. His lower body lifted off the bed, driving his huge cock even further into her throat, and pushing her lips against the flesh of his groin so tightly her small nose was buried in his warm sack effectively sealing his entire length within her velvety throat. Lisisa felt his huge shaft expand even further in size within the prison of her mouth and throat and his balls tightened in her delicate hand. The veins of his thick cock expanded against the walls of her throat and she could actually feel his hot come racing up the length of his huge, near bursting shaft seconds before it erupted deep into her esophagus and scorched its way into her belly.


Lisisa’s eyes went very wide when she felt his large index finger press against her tight asshole and she whimpered loudly against the huge cock engulfed in her throat as his finger slid deeply into her bowels. Her hips quivered upon his face and as soon as his finger seated itself fully in her ass, his powerful tongue stabbed out and his lips sealed around her eraser hard clit sucking hard. There was the briefest moment of delicious pain and then Lisisa was erupting as well, white lights splashed across the insides of her tightly closed eyes. Her hips convulsed, her stomach contracting in delirious pleasure and Lisisa exploded as his lips then fastened over her entire clenching pussy and he drank down her juices with the same relish as she drank him. 


Tears clouded her eyes now, and this time it was not from having his cock lodged so deeply in her throat she thought she would choke. It was not because he was bringing her to a seventh will crushing orgasm just this night alone. It was not because she was drinking down his sweet come with gusto, as his body convulsed half a dozen times filling her mouth and throat with his passion. Small drops of his come were leaking from the corners of her mouth as she swallowed as quickly as she could, wanting to take every wonderful drop. This time the tears were for what she had found in him. This was the fifth time in three hours he had erupted within her in some manner, and the seventh time he had brought her to a shattering orgasm. He could go on for hours Lisisa knew, for one time they had spent two days straight making love with only breaks to feed their hunger and thirst. He did not tire of her, and she could never tire of him. It was perfect what they had found together.


Yet they could never reveal it to anyone.


It took what seemed like several minutes for him to finish erupting into her warm mouth as she slowly brought her lips back up the length of his delicious cock, dragging the tips of her now extended wolf fangs so very gently up the span of his thick shaft and feeling his legs and hips shudder in delight. Lisisa could feel his own tongue, lovingly licking every crevice of her still throbbing pussy as she finally gasped for air, sucking delicately on the large bulbous head before leaving his semi erect cock to slip from her lips and flop back onto his rippled abdomen. Lisisa’s head fell to his upper thigh as his tongue and lips drew every last bit of her own juices from her, sending small tingles of devastating pleasure coursing through her as he finished cleaning her body. He was not the largest male she had ever had in her life; that dubious honor would go to the many High Coven Immortals who had raped her so many years ago. His cock however was beautiful perfection in Lisisa’s eyes. It reached so far inside her without pain, far enough inside her to touch places she never thought would be touched, and it was thick enough to stretch her almost to the point of pain. Just before she got near that imaginary line however, the pleasure his cock caused when it was seated fully inside her, made ripples of overwhelming gratification begin coursing through her.

Slowly Lisisa lifted her quivering hips from atop his head, his hands and arms dropping to the bed, her whole body alive with ardor and lust and she turned slowly on the sheets to bring her face to his body and begin the wonderful trip back up his abdomen. She turned her body until it was pressed against his warm skin and brought her face to his abdomen, licking every muscle as she went, tracing every delicious contour of his steel hard abdomen, teasing his own hard nipples with her tongue as she reached his chest, until finally his hands grasped her face powerfully and made her heart sing in joy.

 Denali Leonidas brought his half sister’s lips to his for a crushing kiss filled with heated passion and love and want. Lisisa may have just swallowed everything he had given her, and he could still taste himself upon her lips, but he had proven to her long ago that mattered not to him in the least. As Lisisa stretched her five foot three inch body atop her half brother like a lithe cat, their kiss continued to sizzle with heat and love. Her large breasts, almost as large if not larger than their mother Anja, crushed against Denali’s muscled and steel hard chest. His arms lowering to her small waist and then her perfect ass, drawing her closer to him, melding her lush body to his. His semi erect cock nestled between her thighs and pressed against her smooth and still aroused pussy even as her arms slid under his armpits to grasp the back of his shoulders and she pulled him closer. Their tongues continued their dance of passion for several more moments before they finally parted with soft licks and nibbles of their lips, their wolf eyes and fangs now extended. Denali, like his brothers and father, had dual like main incisor fangs that resided next to each other and gave him a ferocious look when he allowed the change to come over him as he did now. His dark brown eyes were almost erased by the thick band of black and yellow that surrounded his corneas when he changed. Lisisa’s normally forest green eyes altered only slightly, one eye remaining the same, and one eye becoming almost cobalt blue in color. Her extended fangs were not vampiric in nature as they were the longer and much stronger wolf fangs, another sign that the wolf within her was far stronger.

“Do… do you realize it has been almost two weeks since we have been together?” Denali finally asked her with a grin.


Lisisa smiled and kissed the tip of his nose. “Twelve days and sixteen hours.” She told him.


Denali laughed softly. “You keep count exactly?”


“Of course I do silly.” Lisisa told him as her eyes glittered with joy. She could act like a normal female with him, and set aside her title and role as Princess Lisisa Leonidas. With Denali she only needed to be herself. 

“Twelve days, sixteen hours and twenty three minutes then.” He spoke.


Lisisa grinned widely and hit him with her female aura as she realized he did the same thing, seeing his eyes close in delight. He smiled as he hit her back with his much stronger aura, Lisisa groaning as it swept around her and throbbed through her. She was well aware that all of the Leonidas males had staggeringly powerful auras; Lisisa had just never imagined she would be on the receiving end of one of them someday. After tasting his aura, Lisisa knew no other male would ever compare to him. As Denali’s aura trembled through every fiber of her being, Lisisa rested her head on his chest and felt him reach up to stroke her damp, raven colored hair. She adored the sensations of his chest against her large breasts and skin as he breathed deeply, the warmth that radiated from his body filtering through her as well.

“You didn’t have to do what you did Deni.” She spoke softly as he stroked her hair.


“I know… I allowed my Alpha pride to come out this time because it has been so long since I had you in my arms.” He answered with a grin. “You are more than capable of handling yourself Lisi. I know that.”


Lisisa smiled “It felt nice that you did though.” She spoke again. “I so want to be able to show that in public. I want you to cado forn so I can walk around and profess to all that I am yours. I want to not worry about what our parents will do… what our siblings will do. What others will say.” She lifted her head and watched as he gently pushed her silky hair from her face.


“You recognize I want that as well Lisi?” He spoke seeing her nod her head. “And we will have that some day I promise you. You know as well as I that grandmother and grandfather were uncle and niece, even if no one else does. If they do it is never mentioned. We just have to find a way to make that case to our parents.”


“We are only half brother and sister.” Lisisa spoke softly as she traced his lips with a finger. “Could it be so hard?”


“Lisi… do you want to spend your life with me?” He asked.


“Denali you know that is what I want more than anything. Why do you even ask me a ridiculous question like that?” She asked putting her hands on either side of his handsome face.


“And you are the only female wolf I will ever want or need Lisi.” Denali said firmly. “Never doubt that for even a single moment.”


“You know I don’t.” She answered just as confidently.


Denali nodded. “Then we must proceed slowly. I want nothing more than to scream out to the heavens that you are mine.” He said seeing her smile at his words. “Events are much calmer now that the war is three years past. We can move on what we both want… but we must be smart in how we do it. Personally… I don’t think convincing grandmother will be as hard as you believe… because of her history and grandfather. She is who we need on our side.”

“And our parents?” Lisisa asked.


“I will renounce my title as Prince if it means I can be with you forever.” He spoke without hesitation.


“I would do the same.” Lisisa spoke. “Without question.”


“Then grandmother is who we need to approach first.” He spoke. “If we have her on our side it will be much easier to convince our parents and then to convince the Senate. Many of those who reside on the Senate in Sparta know about what we will seek. They were alive when such things were allowed. There is no law forbidding it… I have already checked. We just need to insure we do this the right way.”


Lisisa looked at him her eyes bright with love. “You checked?”


Denali nodded. “What… did you think I was joking? I want this to happen Lisi, probably more than you. I do not wish to have some other Alpha steal you away from me.”


“That will never take place Deni.” She told him. “You should know that by now.”


“Some have tried Lisisa… I know this to be fact. You have tried to hide it from me, but it became known to me.” He spoke running his fingers along her ear and seeing her smile at his touch.

“And if I haven’t told them to get lost… Andro or Eliani have done it for me.” Lisisa said. “If I had told you Denali, you would have gone and done something totally off the wall to get rid of them, and while that knowledge makes me warm inside, I know it would only put what we have at risk. That is what I won’t do.” She looked at him with those devastatingly beautiful eyes. “I want only you inside me Denali Leonidas. I want only your arms around me, caressing me, holding me. No other male will ever make me feel what you make me feel. No one but you.” Lisisa leaned forward and kissed him gently. 
“Do you ever wonder why this has come to be Lisi?” He asked thoughtfully.

Lisisa nodded. “I have in the past… mostly in the first few months of discovering what we have, but not in the last two years no.” She answered.

“Did you ever come up with an answer?” He asked.

Lisisa shook her head. “No… but I decided to follow one of father’s most noteworthy pieces of advice.”

“What is that?”

“Never fear the unknown and the treasures it could bring to you.” Lisisa answered. “The unknown brought me you. I have not looked back since.”

Denali smiled in a way that Lisisa knew to mean he felt the very same way. She nuzzled his chin again and smiled. “And until we can be together as we want, I will be content with our meetings.” She spoke confidently. “They do bring out a level of passion from us both because of the danger involved if we are caught.” She said with a smile.


Denali laughed. “When do you have to return my danger vixen?”


“I still have another two hours.” She replied. “Do you think you can curl my toes a few more times in that period? It might be several days before we can have each other again.”


Lisisa yelped in surprise when he rolled over bringing her with him in his arms and ending up on top of her. “I believe I am up to the task.” He said shifting between her satiny thighs as she eagerly opened them for him.


Denali stared into her forest green eyes and drank in her alluring beauty once more. Never in his life did he believe he could feel what he felt for this woman. His half sister she may have been, but her maple and wheat scent was like a drug to him now, and there was no denying that Lisisa was every bit a woman. She was a drug he found he could not live without. Their first time together had been totally unscripted, as they had both been drinking heavily, and had returned to his home in Gytheio where all of them kept villas of some size. Denali’s had been closer than Lisisa’s and they had fallen to his bed in a drunken daze only to awaken a hour later holding each other tightly, keenly aware they were both completely naked. Their first kiss had been awkward but sizzling in its intensity and that had led to a remaining six hours of intense passion and blissful sex.

Lisisa had been gone from his home when he had awoken, and she had avoided him for two days afterwards until he finally cornered her in an alley on one of Sparta’s streets. It had not taken him long to pull from Lisisa that she had in fact relished the events of two nights earlier, far more than she should have. She had said it wasn’t right what had happened between them and left it at that… leaving him alone in that alley with a crushed spirit. Lisisa avoided him for almost a week after that and during that entire time Denali had been very unapproachable and inconsolable. He had all but given up hope they would ever be together again when Lisisa finally appeared at his door one evening beside herself, tears in her beautiful eyes and shivering in the cold rain. She told him she couldn’t explain why she felt for him as she did, and no matter how she fought it, she could not deny what had happened between them. She also could not deny she wanted it to happen again and again. What sealed their union forever was the fact that Denali simply took her in his arms that night; wrapped her in a blanket and held her throughout the night in his embrace. When he had awakened the next morning and she was gone once more he had feared the worst. He had sat up on the couch and held his hands in his face wanting nothing more than to cry like a baby. Until Lisisa came out of the shower smelling of maple and wheat and looking deliciously inviting. No words had been spoken and she simply crossed the room to settle into his lap and kiss him with every ounce of passion, desire and love within her small body.

That day had begun their relationship. 
A relationship that had grown more and more consuming than anything they had first thought. They had become expert at hiding what they shared, always careful to make their meetings secret and away from prying eyes and ears. They acted as any brother and sister would act with each other in public, furthering strengthening the security of their secret life and love, all the while making it easier for them to be together. Now no one would question why Lisisa might perhaps spend a night or two at her brother’s villa, or he at her apartment while in Sparta or Eden City or Tuya. And for the times that it might look odd, they were connoisseurs of quick excuses that were perfectly plausible. No one suspected what they shared together.  


Lisisa felt the engorged head of his renewed throbbing cock press against her opening, already fully hard and ready to plunge into her depths. She wiggled her hips slightly, seating the head of his cock firmly at the entrance to her moist pussy lips. “I believe you are up to the task my Alpha wolf.” She spoke seductively, knowing exactly what tone of voice to use to drive him mad with desire. “What did you…?”

Lisisa yelped once more in surprise when he flipped her body almost effortlessly beneath him and he pressed her large breasts into the soft sheets under them. Her eyes were wide as she realized what he was going to do, and she glanced quickly over her shoulder. “Deni… no… you go so… you go so deep this way! I will… I will not be able… able to stop myself from…”

Denali’s fangs nibbling gently on the back of her shoulder made her gasp and cut off her sentence. “I know that Lisi, but your howls are what I want to hear.” He growled into her ear while he nuzzled the back of her neck firmly sending jolts of delicious pleasure cascading through her body. Andro had started calling her Lisi when he was first forming words and the name had stuck, yet when Denali uttered that nickname to her in the midst of their passionate encounters it never failed to make her shiver in delight. He spoke that name, her name, with such utter devotion and desire when it rolled off his tongue that it made Lisisa want to weep in joy.

Lisisa growled out her own pleasure as she felt him quickly position the head of his cock at her already sopping entrance and reach around under their bodies to grasp her large breasts firmly in his strong hands. 


“Yes!” She cried out turning her head once more and looking at him with lust filled eyes. “Do it my love!”

One plunge was all it took. 
One soul robbing, breathe stealing glorious eleven and a half inch plunge was all it took for her to explode in the most powerful orgasm of the night while Denali growled out his own pleasure in her ear. His face was buried in the back of her neck, her raven locks flowing around his skin and his teeth clenched tightly as the friction and heat from her spasming pussy almost made him lose control then. His mind quickly shifted to other thoughts as he staved off his own eruption so that he could thrust into her powerfully, driving her crazy with desire, and making certain he was the only male her blood craved. Denali did not need to show her that, for that was already the case as far as Lisisa was concerned and she did the only thing she could think of as he flexed his huge cock inside her, while pulling her tightly to him by her breasts. She sank her fangs into his pillow and howled out her pleasure as one raging orgasm chased another with her brother’s cock buried so deeply inside her the twitching head pressed firmly against her womb. When he was this deeply buried within her Lisisa was utterly helpless to the devastating pleasure that rocked her body, and that pleasured nearly tripled when all Denali had to do was flex that immense cock inside her and make her howl out even louder. This time was no different than the others and Lisisa would scream out her enchantment for the next twenty minutes until he blasted her full of his scorching hot come and it was spilling from within her like a river. 

Sadi rolled over on the bed, stretching her arms out and reaching for the warmth of the body that had held her all night. The scent of wild pines and lavender filled her senses and the other strange smells of where she was alarmed her for a single split second until she recognized Andro’s delicious scent in the air. She opened her smiling green eyes slowly, reaching for the pillow Andro had used during the night. She pressed it close to her face and inhaled deeply of his musky lavender and pines masculine scent and she felt the tingles within her body. 
They had sat with his mothers, siblings and grandmother for five hours laughing and talking well into the early morning hours, before returning to his quarters. Sadi had found all of her belongings in his quarters and realized they had been moved sometime while she was gone. She definitely would have to ask Teeria and Palta about that when she saw them again, for only they would think to do something so utterly obvious. Androcles had told her to take the bed and he would take the couch in the living area. Sadi had insisted with a seductive grin that he could sleep with her and hold her if he could control his male urges. Sadi should have said if she could control her urges. That had elicited a sheepish smile and a shrug of non-committal indifference, but he had done as she asked even though Sadi knew having her so close was torture to him for it was just as torturous to her. Andro had simply wrapped her within his arms and fallen asleep as fast as he could. 
She had worn only the thin night shirt, and Sadi could feel his hard body pressed up against her as he spooned her from behind. Her eyes had gone wide for a moment as she could feel his immense male organ pressed against her firm asscheeks, and if that was any indication of his actual size, Sadi could only find herself fervently hoping their first time came far sooner than he planned. She had forced her own desires to the back of her mind quickly and nothing sexual came of being so utterly close to him, leaving just two very tired people who reveled in the scents of each other as they drifted off to sleep.


Sadi sat up slowly as she heard voices in the living area of his quarters, and she swung her legs from the bed and stood up. The night shirt she wore was old and worn, and fell to just above her thighs, but it was comfortable and soft against her skin. She ran her fingers through her wild blond hair, and then her nose detected the scent of his mother’s coffee. It seemed he drank just as much of it as she did. She moved through the archway from the bedroom into the living area and stopped quickly when she saw him. His personal quarters were large but not outrageously so. She knew he would have preferred much smaller quarters just because of who he was, but the quarters were neat and well kept. There were some decorations around, several holo paintings dotting the walls, mostly of his family and Elynth. Sadi smiled inwardly for she detected the delicate flowers that lined one mantle and realized one of his sisters must have helped him to decorate. She guessed either Eliani or Lisisa for they seemed to be the closest to him. He sat on the large couch wearing only a pair of loose white pants with crimson trim. He was leaning forward, the towel draped around his neck and Sadi saw the scar then.

Or scars.


The long scar was undoubtedly the one he had received during the Evolli War that Queen Aricia had told them of. It was perhaps a one tenth of an inch wide and easily eight inches long. It was almost straight up and down and appeared to be a clean cut but Sadi winced at the imaginary pain it must have caused lancing through his body armor. There were three, quarter inch in diameter scars dotting his upper left back and shoulder, and she had seen the entry wounds from those scars on his chest in the dim light last night before they had drifted to sleep. They appeared to be penetration wounds of some kind from either a projectile weapon like a Spartan 190, or stab wounds from something very long if they had pierced his chest completely. 


He told her he had the memories of his grandfather and his father in his mind and Sadi couldn’t begin to imagine the battles and wars those two men had fought in their lifetimes. His father still very much alive and a relatively young three thousand and thirty-three years old. She glanced up then and saw that it was his father in the holo image, and he was dressed in a very similar manner to Andro, only black pants trimmed in crimson, and it was very easy to see where Androcles inherited his delicious body from. She turned to go back into the bedroom and give them their privacy.

You don’t need to leave KertaGai. Androcles’s voice filled her mind clearly as he turned on the couch and looked at her.


Sadi turned back quickly and looked at him, seeing his azure blue eyes on her. I don’t want to interrupt Andro. And I…


What?


The last time I saw your father I made a complete fool out of myself Andro. Even after the battle at the Island Palace I avoided him whenever I could out of embarrassment. Said told him. I don’t wish to do that again.

Andro held out his hand. Sadi… come sit with me. I have my mother’s coffee and this is not anything formal as you can tell from our attire.


Sadi took a deep breath and then walked fully out into the living area of Andro’s quarters. The holo disc was the standard military size and as she walked around in front of the couch she came into view on his father’s end of the transmission. Andro smiled as she settled to the couch next to him, curling her legs under her bottom as he poured her a mug of coffee. Sadi could almost feel the King’s eyes on her and she waited until Andro handed her the mug before she could bring herself to look at the image of his father, and she instinctively scooted closer to Andro’s large protective form as she met those eyes.


Martin Leonidas’s dark brown eyes were piercing even from within the transmission as he gazed at her very intently. Sadi took in the dark eyes and the flame tattoos that adorned his body. She also noticed the odd tattoo that was almost a brand of some sort placed directly over his heart. His piercing gaze finally turned back to Androcles. “I thought you were going to wait Andro?” He said. “Conduct events in a proper, old fashion Spartan manner?”

Androcles smiled. “I intend to father.” He spoke calmly. “That does not mean I can not enjoy the company or warmth of my future mate does it?”


Martin grunted and Sadi heard the very female laughter in the background. She watched as the long, tanned and keenly muscular legs of Dysea came into view and then her lithe figure settled to the couch next to Martin. Queen Dysea was the tallest of his Queens at five foot nine yet her body, while lean, was packed with muscle and very well sculpted even after having two children. She was dressed very similarly to Sadi, in a simple white robe that hugged her lush body and was nearly transparent in nature. The robe however did not hide Dysea’s own delicately tattooed frame, though hers were much more feminine in nature and much more colorful.  

“That is a polite way of our son saying you don’t have his control when it comes to women Nauta Melme.” Dysea’s voice filled the transmission now. “Did you not do the same with me Nauta Melme?” Dysea spoke as she handed him the refilled mug of coffee as she settled to the couch very close to him. “I shared the warmth of you, Anja and Aricia in our bed in Eden City before you truly claimed me. Claimed us that night. Leave them alone.”

“Thank you mother.” Andro spoke with a grin.


“I don’t have his control?” Martin asked turning to look at Dysea, his eyes narrowing.


Dysea turned to look into the transmission ignoring Martin and the look in his eye. “Good morning Sadi.” She spoke.


“My… my Queen.” Sadi stammered.


Dysea shook her head quickly. “No… the future mate of our son does not call me Queen. It makes me sound dreadfully old and I am only a few years older than you. I am simply Dysea to you Sadi.”


Martin grinned and leaned over to nuzzle Dysea’s throat and elven ear and Sadi saw her eyes close in enchantment, just as hers did when Andro had nuzzled her. “You’ll still look tasty even five thousand years from now.” He said.


Dysea pushed him away after a moment. “Ignore this brute Sadi.” She spoke with a big smile. “He has a one track mind.”


“You didn’t seem to mind last night.” Martin spoke nibbling her shoulder through the material of her robe. “I especially like the sound you made when…”


“Enough you pervert!” Dysea barked out playfully. “Our son’s future mate does not need to hear of your sordid actions with me and Bella last night.”

“Bella didn’t seem to mind about my sordid actions with the two of you last night.” Martin spoke with a grin. “And you didn’t think to complain at the time if I recall Melda Min.” 
“You are a very bad man Nauta Melme.” Dysea spoke looking at him with her emerald eyes.

Sadi couldn’t help but chuckle at their antics or the love with which they gazed at each other. They certainly did not act as a King and Queen from anyone’s history and it was well known that King Leonidas and his Queens were perhaps the most normal royal family anyone had ever met.

“Father… we were discussing the Evolli.” Andro spoke shaking his head.


Martin leaned over and kissed Dysea tenderly before turning back to his son. “What about the frog looking bastards?” He snapped sitting back up. 


“Did Uncle Daniel get anything from his prisoner? He was just beginning to interrogate him when he contacted me.” Andro asked with a grin.


“A name.” Martin answered. “A supplier in The Wilds on Talbor Seven.”


“Talbor Seven is a resort moon. I have been there myself.” Andro spoke. “How would a weapons dealer come to find himself on Talbor Seven?”

Martin nodded as he sipped his coffee. “Apparently this is where our Evolli friends got their shipment of T19s for delivery. They were just the delivery boys Andro. This shipment was arranged at a much higher level by some very influential people. I’m having Armetus checked into it discretely.”


“The only reason the High Coven would be buying T19s is because they plan on fighting dragons in the future.” Androcles spoke softly… then his eyes came up quickly and they were wide. “Or… they need them to train the dragons they have against them. The dragon eggs and hatchlings they stole all those years ago. They would be old enough now to…”

Martin nodded slowly. “That’s my take on it as well. It jives with the Mindvoice tremors that Arzoal and I have detected over the last few years. Fleeting tremors… some of which were powerful… others that were…” 
“Violent.” Andro spoke.

“You and Elynth have felt them too?” His father asked.

Andro nodded. “When we were in The Wilds last year. We passed close to the High Coven border and it woke us both from a sound sleep. They were not like what we normally feel from our dragon brothers and sisters. Some of them were much darker.” He said. 
“Arzoal arrived yesterday with the other five Elders from Elear. She wants to convene a meeting of the Elder Council to discuss this and she wants the four of us there.” Martin spoke. “She’s also delayed the Harmony Ceremony for three weeks because of this new information. I tend to agree with her.”

“What does she think is going on Nauta Melme?” Dysea asked from next to him.

“Armetus reports that his people in The Wilds have detected an increase in black market purchases of the T19.” Martin told him. “Most done by Kavalian sources. They are buying all of them up it seems. That can only mean one thing… the High Coven has been able to bond with the dragons they took and are pretty close to fielding them as a fighting force. It’s the only explanation.”

“So it’s not directed at us?” Dysea asked.

Martin shook his head. “Armetus doesn’t think so. Not including Mjolnir’s Hand, we can field nearly a thousand Bonded Pairs. We destroyed the plans and production facilities for the T19 at the end of the war and we executed the three Evolli responsible for designing and building them. Armetus believes they are buying up any that were left after the war. They bring a tidy sum to any who is selling them.”

“Are we sure father?” Andro asked.

Martin shrugged. “We don’t know anything for sure.” He said. “But unless they have developed their own production plant, the KFI can not field enough of them to fight the Bonded Pairs we could activate if needed. And we know how to defeat them now.”

“What does it all mean?”

“It means, I guess, that the High Coven is back in business. You spoke with your grandfather I understand?” Martin spoke.

Andro nodded. “I caught him just as he was leaving for Sparta. He is bringing all the intelligence we have been able to gather over the last fifteen years. Mainly sensor drone images and intercepts.”


“We’ll go over it at the villa.” Martin said with a nod. “Did you get anything from those who attacked the settlement?”


Andro shook his head quickly. “No. I didn’t leave any alive long enough to question.” He said off handedly. “I didn’t see the point after they tried to shoot Eliani and Tharua in the back. Elynth and I became very upset about that. Jeth and Lisisa as well. And you know as well as I when Denali becomes upset, the sibfla must have really hit the fan. He and Aradace dropped onto the Evolli missile position like a load of angry Bentoli Fever Beetles for what they tried to do.” Andro grinned when he heard Sadi chuckle from her seat next to him.

“Is that why I already have two complaints from the company that built the settlement that you and Lisisa ‘used excessive force in subduing the hostile parties,’ I believe is how they worded it. Jeth and Elynth can make short work of any building they decide to bring down with their tails boy.” Martin asked.


“Nubou them!” Andro spoke sitting back on the couch and letting his hand and fingers caress Sadi’s exposed knee. “They weren’t there and we were. They can kiss my royal Spartan Crown Prince ass! Lisisa and I acted just as we should have!”

Martin chortled and looked at Dysea. “He’s got Aricia’s disposition you know.” He said.

Dysea snorted in disgust. “Like anyone will believe that.” She spoke. “Everyone knows Aricia is calm and patient and that she simply abhors violence.” Dysea canted her head slightly and Andro and Sadi saw his father begin to laugh. “Iriral you are supposed to be on my side.” Dysea said as if to the air.  
“What about the prisoner father?” Androcles asked.

Dysea laughed now at that question. “He sort of fell down into an airlock as he was being escorted through the landing bay. It was a horrible thing really. It seems your Uncle Daniel also tripped and couldn’t stop in time to keep himself from hitting the airlock release.”


“Sort of fell down?” Andro asked with a grin. 


“It’s Danny’s fault he can’t walk!” Martin exclaimed.


Andro laughed and nodded his head. “I’m sure.” He spoke evenly. “We are twenty-two hours away father. I want permission to activate our BIP patrols. Perhaps now is the time to begin taking more notice of things along our border with the High Coven.”

Martin nodded quickly. “Do it.” He said without hesitation. “We’ll talk more when you arrive here Andro. I’m going to get a few more sordid moments in with your mothers before my next meeting.”


Andro shook his head and laughed as the transmission ended with a yelp of surprise from his mother Dysea as she leaped from the couch. He looked at Sadi with a grin. “Little bit more information than we needed.” He said. “I apologize for that.”


Sadi matched his smile. “They are very much in love Andro… and it is said he acts this way with all of them, most especially with your mother.” She said softly. 
Androcles nodded with a grin. “He does. Sometimes in the most public of places too. They have managed to embarrass all of us at some point with their games.”

“Do… do you have any of these sordid moments prepared for me after you claim me Androcles Leonidas?” Sadi asked with a grin.

Andro leaned over and kissed her shoulder softly. “Perhaps… perhaps not. I can happily arrange them if you like.”

Sadi caressed his face with a smile of her own. “I just might like that you know. I do like surprises.”

“Then I’ll surprise you KertaGai.” He said as he nuzzled her neck firmly sending shivers of pleasure through her. “You should get changed. I’m sure your friends will be looking for you.”
It was then Sadi saw the identical tattoo branding on Andro’s chest. She hadn’t noticed it before and it was not very large, but it was the same as the one his father wore. She reached out her hand and touched it, tracing her finger along the outline.
“This is different.” She spoke softly. “When did you get this?”
Andro nodded. “Yes. Five years ago. My father has one as well.”

“Does it signify something?” She asked curiously.

“It’s a dragon symbol. One of their talons. Nothing really.” He replied quickly. “You really should get back to your friends. I don’t want it to seem like I am monopolizing your time.”


“I’ll never live it down you know.” Sadi spoke. “They’ll want to know everything that happened Andro. I’m quite sure it was them who convinced the Durcunusaan to bring my things here.”


Andro looked at her. “So tell them. Nothing happened… and I’m waiting to claim you in the proper Spartan fashion.” He answered. “I am not ashamed of what I feel or how I intend to conduct myself in regards to you. Are you?”


“Androcles… no!” Sadi gasped one hand holding her coffee while the other went to the side of his handsome face. “Never!”


He shrugged. “They are your friends Sadi. You are confident and strong and it is one of the reasons I love you as much as I do. I will not ask you to alter your life from the goals you have worked towards because I am Crown Prince. I so hate that title.”

“Yes… I gathered that.” Sadi spoke with a smile.

“You still wish to complete the Academy and become a pilot, yes?” He asked.


Sadi nodded. “Very much so.” She said.


Andro nodded. “And Teeria and Palta are your friends and have been for many years, yes?”


“Since we started at the academy. Teeria more so that Palta. We… we shared something a long time ago that brought us closer than most.” Sadi answered shyly. 


Andro looked at her with a little surprise in his eyes but he didn’t question her about it. She would tell him when she was ready. He leaned closer and nuzzled her neck and shoulder again, more firmly this time and causing Sadi to grasp his shoulders tightly. “They are still your friends Sadi my love. Do not change who you are over some silly ideal of who you think I want you to be. Who others want you to be. I love you as you are now. Do not change.”

Sadi met his azure blue eyes and stroked his cheek. “You… you are such a different kind of man.” She said softly.


Andro grinned. “Well hopefully that’s a good thing.” He said.


Sadi leaned over and kissed him now, a slow lingering kiss of intentions to come. She pulled away slowly. “It’s a very good thing.”


Andro slapped her thigh lightly. “Go! I have some orders to issue so you can use the bathroom first.” He spoke.


Sadi smiled as she got to her feet and headed for the small bathroom. Andro’s eyes followed her with desire and passion until she went into the bedroom and he turned back to his communications console touching the panel. 

“Com officer?”


“Yes Milord.” The voice was immediate in its reply as there wasn’t a crew member on the SCIMITAR who didn’t know Andro’s voice.


“Put me through to Admiral/Colonel O’Connor at Union Fleet Operations on Apo Prime if you would. Secure priority transmission. Encryption code Androcles nine one four seven nine.” He spoke. “Eyes and ears only. If he is not there… find him. I will wait.”

“Stand by sire.”

BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

INQUISITOR 

TWO DAYS FROM EARTH LYCAVORIAN BORDER


Aikiro moved along the corridor of the INQUISTOR with unhurried paces, her hand holding the data pad tightly. The crewmembers of Robert Moran’s Command Ship bowed their heads at her passing and quite unlike herself Aikiro acknowledged their deference to her by returning the bowed heads with a small smile or slight nod of her own. This was her son-in-law’s ship after all, and Aikiro knew he was a stickler for obedience and respect to those in power. He was very unorthodox in many ways, and it had taken her several years to see the wisdom of his method of command. He allowed for mistakes among his people… never executing someone for a single mistake or two. He knew that everyone made mistakes, and he would be the first to admit he had made several of his own. He did not however tolerate repeated mistakes of similar nature, and he crushed those who committed them with the speed of a striking Rock Spider. 

Aikiro had decided long ago that her daughter had made a good choice in Moran. The man worshiped the ground Yuri walked upon, as it should be in any relationship among purebloods in Aikiro’s eyes, though she knew full well Robert was not a pureblood. His skills and power however rivaled even the strongest purebloods and Aikiro could not deny that. Robert would do anything Yuri asked of him, kill anyone who would harm her, but he had backbone. Unlike her own former husband. He knew how to get things done without using Yuri as the mechanism for his actions. He was feared among the fleet and rightfully so, for six men had challenged him in the first four years after taking Yuri officially as his bride. They had challenged him for his position and Yuri’s hand, and none of them lived longer than a few hours after making their intentions known. Moran had butchered them himself with no regard of their status. Yuri would have killed them herself for Aikiro knew she had no desire for any hands upon her accept her husband. It was one of the few things Aikiro felt she needed to grant Robert Moran, because of his position and what he meant to the High Coven now. In the fifth year of their marriage and after two of their children had been born, Aikiro ordered that Robert Moran would never be supplanted as Supreme High Commander or husband to Yuri. Anyone who made such an attempt she granted full authority for him to kill without question for insulting him and her daughter.


No one challenged him after that.


It was a move that Robert Moran perhaps didn’t like, but Aikiro needed her officers alive and not being killed over silly challenges that even the purebloods knew they couldn’t win. Moran had grown more powerful than most of them by now, and he never ceased to train himself right to the very edge. It was not uncommon to see him working in the gyms of his ship or in the rooms he had built into their home of Usu’Ozeib 7. It was almost as if the man was a machine, he never stopped, and that is what Aikiro so adored about him. He had only three goals in his life, and one he had accomplished already by becoming Supreme Commander of the High Coven. The other two were very simple. Love her daughter Yuri forever as he had since the first day she had turned him, and insure the High Coven was never erased from existence. He had no wishes for power, no desire for more than what he had now. Aikiro knew the man had all he wanted already, and his only mission now was to insure that was never placed in danger.


Aikiro trusted him as she trusted only Yuri and Narice. That was the only knowledge Robert Moran needed.


Aikiro entered his small office unannounced and saw him look up from behind the desk. He was always up and moving before anyone else and it was another reason she liked this man so much.


“Empress!” Moran spoke calmly as he got to his feet.


“Robert Moran…” Aikiro spoke as she fully entered his office and allowed the door to close before she continued. “There are not many who I allow to refer to me informally Robert. You are one of them and I would appreciate it if you did as I asked.”


Moran smiled and bowed his head. “My apologies Emp… Aikiro. Old habits die hard… and you are the Empress of the High Coven. I will make an effort to do better. Would you like a glass of Blood Wine? I had the cook prepare a fresh batch just last night.”


Aikiro smiled and nodded her head. She knew he would never really attempt what she asked. He had far too much respect for her to refer to her in informal means and Aikiro could do nothing but respect that. “That sounds wonderful.” She spoke. “Yuri is not with you?”


Moran shook his head as he went to the small bar and poured the dark red liquid into the crystal glass. He turned and held it out to her before replying fully. “She was going to work with Vollenth and the others for a few hours before we met for breakfast.”


“I take it that includes Carisia and Anthar?” Aikiro spoke.


Moran nodded. “Yes.”


“I have told Yuri of my doubts concerning Carisia.” Aikiro spoke. “Her bond with Anthar is more powerful than they make it out to be. I have tried many times over the years to breach their combined Mindvoice Shields and even I have not been successful.”


Moran’s eyebrows went up. “I didn’t know that.” He stated.


Aikiro nodded as she moved to the chair across from his desk. “It may be nothing… but better to be safe than sorry as you are so fond of saying. Her desire to please Yuri in any way to gain her favor may all be an act. I can not say for sure… only that I sense there is far more to my granddaughter than meets the eye. Even after you and Yuri gave her to Thast… she still shows no signs of anger or hatred.” 

“Should I be concerned?” Moran asked. “Have her watched perhaps?”


Aikiro shook her head. “She will detect any type of surveillance you may attempt to put on her. She is very powerful as I have said, and she is also quite intelligent. Her comments during the briefing yesterday were thought inducing Robert, spoken with clarity and focus. She measures things before she speaks, and there are times when I think I detect flashes of skills she should not have.”

“What do you mean?” Moran asked.

“Well… her Mindvoice Shields for one.” Aikiro spoke. “They are incredibly powerful as I said, but that makes me wonder what else she is capable of in that regard. I was actually referring to her physical skills however. I believe I may have erred by allowing the Immortals to train her. They seemed to have done too well a job following my orders.”

“Do you think they exceeded your directives?” 

Aikiro nodded. “Oh most definitely.” She answered. “However I can do nothing really, for I did not tell them what they could not teach her. After the debacle with Cha’talla we can not afford for me to arbitrarily start killing our Immortals. They are too valuable.”

Moran nodded. “I agree.” He spoke. “I can have Thast accompany us down on the planet. To keep a leash on her.”

Aikiro nodded. “That might be wise. She is not a very large part of this plan of yours, which I might add is quite brilliant. Her only purpose is to learn the skills with her dragon that will help us to defeat the Kavalians.” She placed the data pad on his desk. “I am very impressed by this Robert… this is one of your more ingenious and ambitious plans.”  


Moran moved to his chair and sat down. “I know it entails a great deal of risk on our part Aikiro.” He spoke surprising her once again. “However I feel the benefits outweigh the risks to us.”


“As do I Robert.” She spoke. “Yuri and I were speaking last night in regards to the individual missions of your children. You and she are comfortable with the risks they will need to take?”

Moran nodded. “They are our children yes, but they are also members of the High Coven military. Yuri and I both agreed if we needed to use their skills we could not let that fact stop us.”

“I feel as you when it concerns Narice.” Aikiro spoke. “The only thing I don’t understand is why you have brought me on this mission?”


Moran smiled. “That is easy.” He spoke. “The mere fact that you have accompanied us will undoubtedly lend serious credence to what we will present to Leonidas and the Union Senate. Not to mention the only one who truly is capable of going round for round with Leonidas in terms of powers and abilities is you.”


Aikiro looked at him intently. “You don’t believe your wife can face him?” She asked with a little suspicion.


Moran shook his head with a smile. “That is not my intent at all.” He replied sensing her wariness. “I have complete faith in Yuri’s abilities Aikiro. She has grown much in terms of power since bonding with Vollenth. However in terms of abilities, she is still raw in a military sense. I have spoken with her about this and she agrees with me.”

“You have told her this?” Aikiro sounded surprised.


Moran nodded. “There is nothing I keep from Yuri.” He said with a grin. “She knows that Leonidas and the dragons that serve them have formed a unique style of training and a way to increase the Mindvoice powers of those who ride their dragons. That is what she and the others will seek to discover. While you and I work on the other aspect of things.”


Aikiro looked at him impressed. “That dog Leonidas will not be happy that I am within his grasp and he can do nothing.”


“You have done nothing that warrants his anger Aikiro. He knows it was Veldruk who ordered the death of his father and grandfather. The capturing of his mother. Veldruk is dead… and you have led us through twenty five years of war where we have even prospered, albeit on a much smaller scale than the Union. He can not deny your credentials or the fact that you are completely innocent of all Veldruk did. It’s very simple really… we can place the blame on Veldruk for almost everything.”


Aikiro laughed. “Yuri has told me your mind can work in some very devious ways.” She spoke. “Usually within the sheets of your bed according to her, but you can be quite devious when you want to be.”


Moran chuckled. “I will be extremely devious if it keeps Yuri in my bed and allows me to continue to taste her blood.”


Aikiro nodded. “You do not need to worry about that Robert.” Aikiro spoke confidently. “You appear to have a hold on my daughter that few have ever obtained. It makes her stronger you know… the relationship you share. In some ways… in some ways her time on Earth did make her stronger, for she found you.”


“That works both ways Aikiro.” He said.

Aikiro nodded. “No doubt.” She agreed. “Come… walk with me to this lounge where we can enjoy real food and wait for Yuri to join us. I want to hear how you were able to alter what we will show the Lycavorian pigs. It is quite imaginative.” 


Moran got up and held out his hand for the door. “I would be delighted.”

SCIMITAR

EIGHTEEN HOURS FROM EARTH


“Vel'bol xun dos talinth Eliani ussta che?” The stunning blond woman asked fluently in the ancient vampire language from within the transmission. (What do you think Eliani my love?)


Eliani Leonidas looked at her image and shuddered inwardly at the sound of her voice. Nyla Sinthe had a voice that could melt even the coldest iceberg and Eliani loved listening to her speak, especially when she professed her love.


It had been the beginning of the fifth year of the war with the Evolli, one of the very last ground battles. The Evolli were losing and losing badly and they knew it. They were fighting savagely wherever they were encountered. She was following along behind her father and Andro with her mother and nearly two dozen other Hadarian Healers as they advanced in the rear. It had been a vicious battle, but a flanking attack led by her Uncle Danny, Resumar and Denali had broken the Evolli lines, but not before they had caused hundreds of injuries to Union troops. All of them were injured as well and nearing the point where they were too exhausted to use their healing powers to save lives. Her mother decided to conduct one more sweep of the smoking battlefield before they pulled back and allowed the second echelon of Hadarian Healers and Union medics to push through with her Aunt Sivana.


Eliani and Tharua had discovered her half buried under several large boulders, the chocolate brown female Firespitter dragon lying beneath her, both of them shredded badly from what appeared to be a T19. Eliani thought she was dead at first until the groan from bloody lips escaped Nyla’s mouth. Using her and Tharua’s TK power they were able to removed the boulders and discover the dragon was alive as well. Eliani deduced they must have taken a T19 blast full on for them to have plowed into the earth with enough force to dig a furrow in the ground as they had. Eliani quickly saw that she wore the black and crimson body armor of a Durcunusaan Lieutenant. Her helmet must have been torn off by the explosion for half her face appeared badly burned and there were several deep gashes. As Eliani rolled her over she saw that Nyla’s entire body had been peppered with deep lacerations and she was bleeding out slowly but surely. She screamed for assistance knowing she could not save them both, and as her mother scampered over to her position, Eliani began to send healing pulses from her hands through Nyla’s body. She worked as quickly as she could, knowing that without blood the woman would die. The second echelon located with her Aunt Sivana was still too far back to help and they had a fresh supply of cloned blood. Eliani did the only thing she could think of. She looked into the stunning light green eyes of the woman and told her to bite her. The woman refused at first shaking her bloody head, but Eliani insisted, knowing it was the only way. She used one of her laser scalpels to open an incision along her wrist and she placed that incision over the woman’s lips allowing the blood to drip into her mouth. 


Nyla Sinthe was a pureblood vampire and she reacted instinctively to the taste of Eliani’s blood, lifting her head and gripping her arm tightly while she feasted. Eliani gasped at the sensations that had raced through her, as well as the images and feelings that smashed against her Mindvoice shields. As she herself slumped to the ground and pulled the woman’s body tighter, their minds came together almost naturally and the psychic link was formed.


Eliani was evacuated with Nyla because of her own injuries and the blood she had given to save Nyla. Over the next six weeks as they healed, they were never very far apart, and neither of them could deny the growing attraction to each other. Whether it was their new link, or the simple fact that neither of them shied away from beautiful women, it didn’t matter. They had shared a torrid and passionate night together before both of them deployed back to their units and that single night remained foremost in both their minds for months. Neither of them expected to see each other again, but seven months later, quite by chance they both thought, they were reunited on Apo Prime as the last few battles of the war were being planned out. They did not find out until many months later that Androcles had planned it that way, for he was the only one Eliani had told of Nyla.


Eliani and Nyla had not been apart since.


Nyla Sinthe was nearly a hundred and thirty-three years old, and one of only a dozen pureblood vampires bonded to a dragon within the Union. Her blond hair was golden in color except for the dark roots and her light green eyes were simply stunning to look at. She stood five foot six inches tall and a hundred and eighteen pounds of ripped feminine muscle, very similar to Eliani herself, and Eliani could never get enough of exploring her delicious body whenever she could. In great detail. She and Nyla had spent hours upon hours exploring each other and making each other scream out in passion. When they weren’t on duty or separated for some reason they were always together. As the years had passed, Nyla had become a permanent fixture in not only Eliani’s life, but her entire family’s as well. Their apartment within the Sparta Estate and their villa in Gytheio reflected both their tastes in art and decorations. When they were on Apo Prime, they stayed with Nyla’s parents in a suburb of Tuya. Her duties as a Durcunusaan Team Leader and Bonded Pair kept Nyla close to Eliani, which suited her just fine since she loved the burgundy haired Princess more than her own life. Something which Eliani had given back to her without hesitation. They were alike in so many ways that sometimes it was hard for people just meeting them to comprehend the depth of the emotion and feeling they had for one another. 


They both wanted the same things for their future; peace, happiness, a man and children. They knew they would never be split apart by any man, and their tastes in men were nearly identical. They had brought several different men into their bed with them in the last four years, none lasting more than a few weeks. The men simply could not tolerate the love they shared for each other, and at the first sign of this, Eliani and Nyla showed that man the door. They knew they would need to find a man like Eliani’s father, a man confident enough in himself to not be threatened by the love and passion they could share without him. Since they knew no man would ever come between them, they were both very content to wait until that man came into their lives. If he ever did.


Eliani sat on the edge of her bed in her quarters and shook her head. She wore the simple night shirt with nothing underneath, and had Nyla been with her she would be completely naked. “I don’t know Nyla.” Eliani spoke softly as she drank her coffee. “He is without a doubt the most scrumptious man I have ever seen, exactly as we have imagined the one we want my love. Dark hair… blue eyes that just make your stomach do flips.”

“What about…?” Nyla gasped in a humorous fashion.

Eliani rolled her eyes with a loving smile. “Nyla… I didn’t jump his bones in front of my grandmother!” She exclaimed.

Nyla laughed. “Well… I didn’t know! We did the last time!”

Eliani shook her head. “This one is different.” Her voice more serious. “Were you able to find out anything?”

“His records haven’t been transferred yet.” Nyla replied quickly. “I imagine we’ll have them here at the school before you arrive. Ussta Che… this man has affected you like no other. If that has happened, then he will undoubtedly have the same affect on me as tightly connected as we are. What is wrong?”

“There’s something about him.” Eliani spoke. “He’s arrogant beyond measure Nyla. He has an ego larger than some mountains I’ve seen. It’s almost as if he is fighting a battle inside himself. Hiding something. And he has a serious chip on his shoulder. But there is something in those eyes Nyla.”

“Then knock him down ussta che.” Nyla spoke confidently. She knew very well the skills of her lover Eliani and not just within the sheets of their bed as they sparred almost daily when they were together. “Knock him down and see if he gets back up. Then we can determine if this one is worthy of having us both.” It was not arrogance on Nyla’s part; she knew what Eliani and she shared would never be broken; their deep connection had gone far beyond simple physical pleasure. Both of them were confident in themselves as women and what they could do and what they wanted in a man was completely the same. It wasn’t arrogance… it was confidence.
Eliani nodded. “I just might do that.”

“I miss you ussta che.” Nyla spoke her voice carrying with it love and passion and desire. “You will not be home soon enough. I am going to have a talk with Andro about leaving like this in the middle of the night, taking you from our bed and not giving me any warning.”

Eliani grinned at her image in the transmission. “Don’t worry… I have every intention of feasting on you when I get home. For several hours at least.”

Nyla smiled seductively. “I will hold you to that.”

“I will see you soon my love.” Eliani spoke wistfully. Nyla blew her a kiss as the transmission faded and Eliani sipped her coffee. Nyla’s words filtered in her head and she smiled. “I think I will do just that.” She said to herself before surging off her bed.
Malic spun gracefully to his right, bringing his Nehtes training staff across his body in a whipping motion that looked as if it would be quite devastating if it connected on an enemy. He had survived his first real combat test, saved the life of Princess Eliani and now he was very full of himself. He basked in the looks of respect at his skill from those who stood along the edges of the gym and flexed his muscles just enough to make the females wolves gathered swoon at his display. Even though Prince Resumar and several Durcunusaan were also training within the same gym, all the females were watching him. He wore only a pair of fleet pants and was shirtless, his abdomen rippled and packed with muscles, his shoulders broad and powerful and the definition exquisite.

“It won’t work.” The female voice spoke from behind him.


Malic turned quickly his eyes getting larger when he saw Eliani in front of him. She was dressed in something that resembled a training outfit and instantly caused his pulse to race. The black shorts were skin tight and did nothing to hide the perfect shape of her ass and the outline of her mound. The skin of her muscular and definitely female legs was deeply tanned and looked as if weaved from satin itself. The crimson shirt had only two thin straps over her bare shoulders and held in Eliani’s large breasts with what could only be descibed as some difficulty. Her burgundy colored hair was secured with a yellow silk tie in a tight pony tail that fell to just below her shoulder blades and her soft willow and peach scent was so very enticing, almost as if she was excreting just enough of her scent to entice him on purpose.

Malic bowed his head quickly as he got control of his raging male hormones. “Milady.” He spoke.


“It won’t work.” Eliani said again.


“Princess… I don’t understand. What won’t work?” Malic asked.


“The maneuver you are practicing.” Eliani spoke confidently. “You should dismiss it from your repertoire Enomotarch.”


Malic smiled as his arrogance came out full bore now. “I have been using it for many years Princess. It has not failed me yet.”


“A High Coven Immortal would see that move coming from a kilometer away and he would hand you your Nehtes back buried in your chest.” Eliani spoke confidently. “Then you would be dead and you would no longer need to worry about using it to impress the females who know nothing of fighting, or aren’t skilled enough to know the difference.”


Malic looked around quickly before settling his eyes back on the much smaller Princess. He had not known she would be so pompous and arrogant, especially after he saved her life. He thought she would be humble and come to him with thanks and praise for his skill. “Forgive me Milady… but if I am not mistaken, you have only fought Evolli warriors. They are a far cry from Immortals.”


Eliani’s fern green eyes narrowed slightly and she nodded her head, twirling her own Nehtes training staff gracefully in the air. “Use it on me.” Eliani spoke.


“I’m sorry Princess… what?” Malic asked flabbergasted.


“I said use your maneuver on me Enomotarch.” Eliani spoke. “I’m just a simple female nothing more.” 


“Princess… I couldn’t do that.” He said. “I would not want to injure you if I connected even a small fraction.”


Eliani snorted at him and smiled. “Enomotarch… you will not connect with me… that I can guarantee you.” She said matter of factly.


“Princess… I am considerably larger than you… with far greater strength.” Malic spoke. “I do not wish…”


Eliani poked Malic in his sweaty chest with the end of her staff and grinned. All of her thoughts about what she and Nyla could do with him in their bed vanished from her mind now. “What is wrong Enomotarch? Are you afraid I will beat you?”




“Beat me?” Malic gasped. He laughed as his eyes looked around and he noticed all activity had ceased in the gym and all eyes were on him and the Princess. To include Prince Resumar. He turned back to Eliani. “You think highly of your skills Princess. I have never lost a sparring match.”

Eliani grinned once more. “Highly enough that I guarantee you will not connect with me in any way, shape or form.” Eliani spoke. 


“A prideful boast Princess.” Malic spoke as he dropped into a fighting stance. “A boast I will have to make you regret.”


“Yeah… yeah.” Eliani spoke. “Are you going to fight or talk?”


Famus made to move onto the mat once he saw Malic drop into a fighting stance but Resumar’s hand on his arm stopped him.


“Let him go Famus.” He said softly with a smile.


“My Prince… he means to dual with Princess Eliani.” Famus said. “That… that can not be allowed. Sire… she is a Princess!” Famus declared.


Resumar nodded. “Eliani provoked this and you know as well as I do that Eliani will hand him his nor in two… maybe three heartbeats.” He spoke. “Who on this ship can beat her?”

Famus looked at him. “Only Androcles and you could do so handily. Princess Lisisa and Denali would have a good chance because they know how she fights and will not rise to her taunting and do something stupid. There is no one else on the SCIMITAR that can match her with the Nehtes. You, Androcles and your father have seen to that with all your sisters.” He said in reply.


Resumar nodded. “Don’t forget what our mothers taught us as well.” He said. 
Famus grinned. “I haven’t forgotten sire. If there is a low down dirty trick that your mothers haven’t taught all of you, it doesn’t exist.”

Resumar chuckled but looked at his sister intently. He and Eliani were only a month apart in age, and as with Andro, she was very close to all her siblings and almost never kept things from them. He knew Eliani and Nyla were always on the prowl for a man. A man who would give to them what they could give to him. They wanted a man like their father, something Resumar knew was going to be very hard to find. So far they had been unsuccessful, in part because their standards were so high, but he could tell by the set of her jaw and the glint in her eye that this Malic was about to take the first step in determining if he was that man. “Malic doesn’t stand a chance against her and I think I may know why she is doing this. Let’s just watch and follow her lead shall we?” He said.


Malic grinned and faked a quick slash towards Eliani’s head and immediately went into the maneuver he had been practicing all morning. It looked good… powerful and accurate… but as Eliani had tried to tell him, it meant nothing in a real fight against a skilled opponent. And Eliani was a skilled opponent, far more than he gave her credit for. Eliani didn’t bite on the head fake as Malic intended for her to do, instead she simply stood her ground as her father and Uncles had taught her. Eliani may have been one of the four or five most powerful Hadarian healers within the Union, but she was every bit the fiery daughter of a fiery mother. Eliani liked to fight… well she liked to spar in training for no one actually liked having to fight for their lives. While she would never reach the level of skill of her brother Andro or her father and uncles, Eliani was a superb fighter with the Nehtes and able to put down most men who thought they could beat her because of her diminutive size. It was a mistake that many had made with her mother Anja, and it never failed to teach a much needed lesson.


Never judge a book by its cover.


As Malic completed his wide swing, bringing the training Nehtes forward to clip Eliani’s legs out from under her in the powerful sweep, Eliani did what Malic least expected her to do. It was very simple and quite effective.


Eliani jumped half a meter into the air straight up and allowed Malic to sweep the training Nehtes under her legs without touching her in the least. As the momentum of his blow spun him around, Malic’s eyes widened as he realized what Eliani had just done. He attempted to stop his forward sweep, but was far too late. Eliani’s training Nehtes snapped up viciously twice in quick succession. The first blow knocked the training Nehtes from his hand, shattering it in two places. The second blow rapped him across the back of his knees with enough force to buckle his legs. As he stumbled to regain his lost balance Eliani snapped out with a hard right hand into the side of his head. 

Malic was stunned by the power in the blow more than the actual contact. His head snapped around and he could not stop his body from going with it. The blow spun him completely into a full circle and dropped him quite unceremoniously onto his back in a crash of breath. He grunted loudly when Eliani dropped onto his chest with her entire one hundred and fifteen pounds on one knee and what air was left in his lungs escaped in a rush. She stuck the end of her training Nehtes to Malic’s neck, twisting and forcing the shaft down, watching him grimace from the pressure and pain and then she leaned over to look at him as murmurs filled the training area over what she had just done.

Eliani smiled down at him. “I told you it wouldn’t work didn’t I?” She spoke evenly, not winded in the least.


“Yes!” Malic rasped out. “Now please get off me Milady.”


Eliani stared down into his face inhaling his driftwood and ocean scent deeply and gazing into those dark blue eyes. Only one set of eyes had ever snagged her attention like Malic’s now did, and she felt a small shudder course through her. “How you act is not the man you are inside Malic.” She said softly never breaking eye contact with him. “Why do you act the way you do?”

“What do you mean?” He gasped still unable to move with the way she had the training Nehtes jammed into his neck and applying just enough pressure to force his right shoulder and upper body down. She had incredible strength for such a small woman, and her soft willow and peach scent was extremely enticing.


“You look down on others. Like you are superior to them in every way. You walk with an arrogance reserved only for the purebloods of the High Coven.” Eliani spoke. “Are you a vampire in disguise Malic?”


“I am no scum vampire!” Malic hissed trying to use his heavier weight to shift her off his chest.


“No… no.” Eliani spoke just before sitting down completely on his chest and smiling down at him, her legs now straddling his mid-section and her shorts covered pussy pressing against his hard abdomen. She applied a little more pressure to her training Nehtes staff for his comment about vampires and saw his face grimace. “I haven’t thanked you for saving my life yet.”

“This is your idea of thanks?” He gasped out the words.


Eliani shook her head, her burgundy colored hair spilling about her face as she pulled the tie from the back. “This is my idea of a lesson from a better trained Spartan to a lesser trained Spartan.” She spoke seeing Malic’s eyes flare in anger for a moment. Eliani looked up and saw everyone returning to their own training. “You see… they have lost interest already. Apparently seeing you dumped on your pompous ass proved to them what they all assumed in the first place.”


“And what is that?” Malic growled.


“That you are not as skilled as your blowhard act makes others think.” Eliani stated. “You just got beat by a woman who has fought only Evolli warriors.” Eliani tried to do an imitation of him with the last few words of her sentence and failed miserably. Malic however got the point and his face flushed red even under his dark skin. Skin that Eliani suddenly wanted very much to see more of and feel against her own. His abdomen pressing against her pussy separated by only the thin fabric was causing delicious shivers to shoot through her.

“I… I thank you for the lesson Princess Eliani.” Malic spat clearly embarrassed now and his anger growing.


Eliani smiled. “Getting mad huh? Because I just embarrassed you something fierce in front of all those good looking females wolves and now I’m sitting on your chest gloating?”


“Something along those lines… yes.” Malic answered honestly.


“Typical male response.” Eliani spoke. “The way you treated Sadi was wrong Malic and even now that she and my brother have found each other, she still says you are not a bad man. Why do you act the way you do? Why do you hate vampires so intensely as your tone suggested just a moment ago?”


“Is that what this is about?” He gasped looking at her. “This is about Sadi? And my distaste for vampires?”


Eliani shook her head quickly. “No… not at all.” She spoke. “If Androcles thought for an instant that you stepped over the line with her Malic… we would not be having this long, boring conversation.”


“He would lock me in the brig?” Malic gasped in disbelief. “Over a female? My career would… my career would be over!”


“To answer your question… no… he wouldn’t lock you in the brig.” She told him. “Is that all that concerns you Malic?” Eliani asked. “Your career? Your distrust of vampires is not something shared among the rest of our people.”


“My feelings and distrust of vampires is none of your concern!” He spat. “As for my career… what else is there?” He demanded. “I wish to be a member of Mjolnir’s Hand. They are the finest Spartan Warriors in the Union. Who would not want to be part of that?”


“You mean what you think the title and status being a member of Mjolnir’s Hand would bring to you.” Eliani asked. “Fame… wealth… love perhaps?”


“All those things will come to me in time. They will just come easier if I have reached the pinnacle of my career.” Malic spoke.


Eliani looked at him. “Pray my brothers or my father never hear you say that Malic. Your dream of one day riding a dragon would come to a painful and screeching halt. There is far more to being a member of Mjolnir’s Hand than you seem to think Malic, and from what I have seen so far, you will not make the grade.”

“You are a member of Mjolnir’s Hand!” He exclaimed his eyes flaring.

Eliani shook her head quickly. “No… not in the way the rest of them are. The bond that exists between dragon and rider within Mjolnir’s Hand is beyond what Tharua and I will ever achieve. Our bond is deep and strong… but we do not feel the other’s emotions as deeply as the members of Mjolnir’s Hand. They… they can tell you what their bonded mate is thinking at any given moment. Andro, Lisisa, and Denali are the only ones who truly have that ability. Resumar and Cemath have a bond like Tharua and I… powerful… but not emotionally as deep as the others. You on the other hand… you can not even speak the ancient language Malic! That is a major prerequisite. With your attitude… you would not get past the first portion of the selection phase. Andro, my father or one of the other instructors would cut you off at your knees.”


“I will learn!” He hissed. 


Eliani looked at him. “Like you learn everything else? I don’t think so. You don’t learn how to become bonded to a dragon Malic.”


“What… why are you scolding me like I am some child?” He demanded. “Why do you even care what happens to me? You have made a fool out of me now in front of dozens of others! Is this your idea of a Leonidas Royal Family lecture? To make me feel beneath you?”


Eliani smiled and looked at him with desire in her eyes, desire that Malic had not yet recognized. “I like being on top of you.” She spoke quickly and then her face grew serious. “Sadi is Androcles’s Anome Malic.” Eliani spoke looking at him and seeing his eyes go a little wider. “You know what that word means?”


“It is what… it is what the King and Queen Aricia share.” He spoke softly.


Eliani nodded slowly. “Andro wouldn’t have sent you to the brig Malic. He would have killed you in the same amount of time it took you to blink if he thought you disrespected his Anome in any way. And with far less effort than I exerted just now putting you on your ass.” Eliani looked at him and quickly pulled the end of her training staff from the side of his neck. She saw the large bruise forming and Malic watched with wide eyes as the palm of her hand glowed a soft white in color and she touched it to his skin. The pain was gone immediately and the bruise only seconds after it. Eliani let her hand linger on his warm skin a moment longer, letting his driftwood and ocean scent fill her head before turning her fern green eyes on him. “There are many female wolves who would find you attractive Malic… if only you allowed the real you to come out.”


“This… this is me.” He spoke sternly.


Eliani shook her head. “The man before me is not the Alpha I smell.” She spoke touching her nose. “And if there is anything I have inherited from my father it is most definitely his sense of smell. You know he once tracked all of my mothers for four weeks across three planets and six hundred kilometers of frozen wasteland and desert because he had done something to make them all angry at him at one time. Knowing him… he probably did something completely bullheaded and it pissed them off. It’s not what he did Malic... they had forgiven him after the first few days for what he had done… but they waited to see if he loved them enough to come find them and to fix what was wrong. And according to them… they called him some pretty choice words before they left him in Sparta and they thought there was a good chance he wouldn’t come after them.”


Malic watched as Eliani lifted herself from his chest and got to her feet. He regained his feet as well and towered over her small frame. “I assume there is some point to this story.” He asked in a mildly sarcastic tone of voice, though listening to her talk and the passion in her words had affected him. “If it is even true.”


Eliani looked up into his eyes. “Oh… it’s true.” She spoke softly. “I came here hoping to discover something I thought I wanted. Now I am not so sure I want it anymore. You are different than I first thought.”


“What?” He asked surprised at her words.


Eliani took a deep breath before meeting his gaze and continuing. “I am part of a package deal Malic.” She spoke.


Malic looked at her confused. “A package deal?” He asked. “What is this package deal? What do you mean?”

Eliani nodded. “You win me… you win Nyla as well. Nyla and I have been together four years Malic and no man will ever come between us. Not now.” Eliani looked at him with clear intent in her fern green eyes. “Do you want to take me to bed Malic?”


Malic shook his head quickly his eyes growing wide, not sure if he had heard her speak correctly. “I’m sorry… what?”


“Do you want to take me to bed?” Eliani asked him again. “Make me sing your name to the heavens? I can see it in your eyes that you do, and you have no idea how much that appeals to me.”

“I… that… I will not answer that question.” He finally blurted stunned that Princess Eliani was saying these things to him, but recognizing her peach and willow scent and how it filled his nostrils letting him know she was very interested.


Eliani smiled now and stepped closer to him so that he would have no choice but to inhale her scent deeply. “Surprised that I am being so forward huh? My mothers taught me to go after what I want Malic. Nyla and I are not like the females you are used to Malic, can’t you see that? That’s ok… I already know the answer to that question; I can see it in your eyes. I will say it anyway Malic… because I can smell your desire for me wafting off you in waves, and I know for a fact you can smell mine for you. I want you Malic.” She saw his eyes go wide. 
“This is some sort of joke isn’t it?” He asked looking around. “Did Sadi or her friends put you up to this?”

Eliani smiled and moved closer to him. His driftwood and ocean scent was turning her on something fierce and she could not explain why. “I want the Alpha that is in there.” She poked him in his broad chest directly over his heart. “When you find that Alpha wolf Malic… use your nose to find me. My scent will be entwined with Nyla’s scent. She smells like sweet buttercups in the morning dew. When you find that Alpha wolf Malic… and he truly displays a desire for something besides his career and what fame and wealth can bring him… come find me. I am a package deal Malic… you take me… you take Nyla. And she is far harder to win over than I am.” Eliani paused and looked up into his dark blue eyes. “Nyla is a pureblood vampire Malic.” She spoke softly seeing his eyes go wide. “If you want me… if the Alpha in there wants me… then he will need to come to terms and get past the hatred he apparently has for vampires. Nyla is not your enemy, and neither are the millions that call the Union home. So… if you want me… you must in turn want Nyla. Something I’m not entirely sure you could do. If you can however, all you have to do is go through my brothers to get us.” Eliani stepped even closer to him and looked quickly around making sure no one was paying attention to them. Malic gasped as her hand grasped his flaccid cock in his pants and squeezed gently. Eliani’s eyes grew a little wider and she gazed up at him with even more desire in her green eyes now. “Wow!” She gasped softly.

She hadn’t planned on doing this but he was so damn handsome and his scent was driving her crazy so Eliani leaned up on her tip toes and sealed her full lips over his, kissing him with every ounce of female aura and passion she possessed, which considering she was a Leonidas, was quite a bit even for a female. Eliani smiled inwardly when she felt his body stiffen as she hit him with her aura. Eliani leaned back quickly after a lingering moment however, to gaze into his stunned dark blue eyes. “That was just a taste Spartan. Show us you truly want us Malic… and we’ll show you how to properly use this exceptional gift you have here…” She squeezed his cock once more. “We’ll show you how to use it to make us sing your name for hours.” Eliani stared into his dark blue eyes smiling. “I guarantee you will never wish for another female the rest of your days once you have tasted Nyla and me.”

Eliani released his cock quickly as she felt it begin to thicken in her hand and she leaned up to kiss him hard once more, running her soft moist tongue across his lips teasingly. “Carians Malic… you taste good!” She gasped softly. “If I didn’t know what existed between Sadi and my brother I’d call her the biggest fool in the universe for letting you get away.” Eliani nuzzled Malic’s cheek softly. “And thank you for saving my life Malic.” She spoke into his ear in a voice that trembled with lust and desire.

Eliani’s fern green eyes twinkled at him with pleasures and delights that Malic could not comprehend let alone imagine and he watched as she picked up her training Nehtes and began to saunter towards the exit. She left him standing there alone and totally without direction or the brain power to do anything but drink in her willow and peach scent and the female aura she had caressed him with.


Malic was speechless for the first time in his life.

TWELVE HOURS FROM EARTH


Sadi stood alone on the steel catwalk that stretched across one side of the Landing Bay on the SCIMITAR. It reached far up towards the top of the bulkhead and this was the first time she had been able to have any time to gather her thoughts about what was happening so quickly. Her green eyes fell far below to the deck of the landing bay and the dragon pens where she could see Andro and his brothers examining and washing their dragons with their much younger brothers Deion, Calyb and Bryon. She had discovered all their names the night before while they had sat and talked about the past and the future. She found Eliani to be almost as quick witted and sharp of tongue as her mother Anja. Carina was beautiful, soft spoken and extremely intelligent and no doubt quite lethal given who her parents were, while Arrarn, Normya and Zarah she had met the night before and liked immediately. Resumar was just as blunt talking and likable as Andro, and he seemed to have a mischievous side to him that he let out often. Most of the time with either Eliani or Lisisa and it ended up with them chasing him all over the ship as she had heard about. She had met Queen Aricia only briefly upon her return from Sparta nearly ten months after the events of the Island Palace. She had made it a point to come and see her and thank her personally for her actions that night. Sadi didn’t truly understand why they reacted as they did, for it had been Andro’s voice that night, channeled through Elynth that had saved her life and not the other way around.

Sadi would no longer deny what she felt coursing through her. She belonged to Andro in a way that was almost beyond the ability to explain. To finally discover and accept that she had loved him since those nights on the island had shaken her to her core for all of perhaps twenty minutes. After that she no longer cared that it seemed so outrageously insane, for what she felt pulsing through her whenever she was in his arms or even in the same room with him was too powerful to ignore or fight. And she found she certainly did not want to fight what she felt now. It was what she had always desired but something that had remained just out of her grasp.


Looking at him far below, now Sadi knew why.


“He is beautiful isn’t he?” The soft voice spoke from beside her. Sadi turned quickly and saw Aricia, Anja and For’mya walk up next to her. 


“Of course we are biased.” For’mya spoke with a smile.


“My Que…” Sadi started to say and she saw Anja hold up her hand quickly and shake her finger with a smile. Sadi and the others laughed and unlike earlier she became relaxed very quickly now among those who Andro called mother. Sadi nodded her head. “Yes… he is beautiful. At least to my eyes.” She said softly. 
“Your eyes are all that matter Sadi.” For’mya said with a smile. “Just as his father is the most beautiful man to not only the three of us but Dysea and Isabella as well. There could never be another in our lives.”

“His father is all we will ever desire or need.” Anja spoke.

“Did all of you… did you all conspire with Lady Gorgo to get me to come on this trip?” Sadi asked with an embarrassing smile.

Anja looked shocked. “Us conspire?” She gasped. “We would never do such a thing, that’s down right un-Spartan like.”


Aricia nuzzled Anja’s cheek and chuckled as she pulled her close. “We knew you had never been to Sparta.” Aricia spoke. “When Gorgo told us that her class of cadets was coming to Sparta we decided to help things along yes.”


“We deduced that if there was nothing between you and Andro that you would still have your studies to keep you busy.” For’mya spoke as she took Sadi’s hand. “And Sparta is a beautiful city with a great deal to do.”


“There are times when the only thing our son fears is his own emotions, much like his father.” Aricia spoke softly. “I believe it is something Martin passed down to him and him alone since it appears all of our other children have no problems expressing themselves. And if we did not conspire… as you say…” She told Sadi with a smile. “All of us would be nearing old age before he ever got the nerve to follow what his heart and every sense in his body has been telling him for years. And that was to find you.”


Sadi smiled shyly. “He certainly has no trouble expressing to me what he feels.” She spoke. “He’s done so several times since I came aboard. Quite romantically too.”


All of them smiled at that and moved closer to her. “So tell us Sadi… is there some secret you would like to know about our son that we can share with you?” Anja asked.


Sadi glanced far down into the dragon pens and shook her head with a smile. “I believe I will enjoy discovering his secrets all for myself.” She spoke. 
Anja laughed softly. “I like her… she has guts.”

Sadi tilted her head. “There is something… he has a mark on his chest… a brand of some sort. He… he says it is the talon of a dragon and that his father has one as well.” Sadi looked at Aricia. “What does that mean?”


“What did Andro tell you?” Aricia asked.


“He said it was nothing and he changed the subject.” Sadi replied. “It is something isn’t it? Something important if the reactions from the three of you are any indication.”

Aricia looked at Anja and then For’mya before nodding. “There was a ceremony of sorts after the Battle of Alba Tau.” Aricia said softly. “Isheeni’s mother Arzoal… the Dragon Elder Mother… she and the seven remaining Dragon Elders called Martin and Andro before the Elder Council. When word reached Earth and Elear about what they had done on Alba Tau, not surrendering the bodies of the dead dragons to the Evolli as trophies, even though they could probably have left at any time throughout the night sent ripples through the dragons on both worlds. When word spread to Arzoal on Elear of this action, she called a Council of Dragon Elders. Andro and Martin had returned to Sparta to allow their wounds to heal, and the Elders all arrived within an hour of each other.” Aricia turned to face Sadi. “I tell you this only because once you allow Andro to claim you Sadi, you will have a part in what this means. After you are together Sadi, ask him then.” She smiled at her and the light reflected off Aricia’s azure eyes as if often did Andro’s, making it seem like their eyes were glowing. “The Talon is a sign of trustworthiness and respect among the dragons, any dragons, no matter where they reside. It is instinct in them when they see this sign to defer to the wearer. No one but a dragon has ever been branded with a Talon before. Even we were not allowed to attend the ceremony, only Elynth and Torma, for they too were part of what Martin and Andro did that night. Torma and Elynth now bear similar marks as well, under the saddles they usually wear.” Aricia took a deep breath. “Should anything happen to the Dragon Elders, if their guidance can not be sought or received or is in any way lost; only a Talon Guardian can make decisions in their stead. No non-dragon in their history has ever held that distinction, and Arzoal is nearly thirty thousand years old so she would know. It is a position of monumental honor and influence within dragon culture itself and since Alba Tau, Martin and Andro have held these positions. And they will continue to do so until their deaths.”

“You make it sound like it is a bad thing Aricia.” Sadi asked softly. “Why?”


“There is another part to the Talon Guardians that Martin and Andro must now bear on their shoulders alone.” For’mya spoke. “If for any reason a dragon goes astray and becomes an enemy to its people… only Martin and Androcles alone have the power to end that dragon’s life. A small part of the Mindvoice power of each Dragon Elder was transferred to Martin, Androcles, Torma and Elynth for this purpose. They could end the life of a dragon in less time than it takes for you and me to take a breath. They are uncomfortable with this role due to the extent and the depth of the bonds they share with Torma and Elynth, and that is why they avoid questions in regards to the Talon brand they both wear.”

Anja took Sadi’s arm. “Wait for him to approach you about it Sadi. We were only joking before, and if Andro is anything like his father, and we all know he is, you will be the only one to have free reign within even his most intimate thoughts. Honor that gift. Treasure it… and protect it for him as we do for Martin.”


Sadi nodded as she took a deep breath. “I will.” She said softly.


“Enough of this.” Aricia spoke quickly. “Gorgo is waiting for us in the forward mess lounge.” She took Sadi’s arm and turned her head as For’mya took her arm while Anja gently took Sadi’s free arm. “Let us enjoy some time the five of us, while our children do their duties. There are advantages to being Queen you know.”


Anja chuckled. “Yep… it usually means we get more free time then most, and that is definitely the best part!”


“Yes it is.” Aricia said. “Come Sadi… there are some things we would like to regal you with as Andro’s mothers. I thoroughly enjoy bragging about our children and knowing that Andro has finally put things in motion, we want to learn about what makes you tick.”


“Wait… how much of this is my father involved in?” Sadi asked.


For’mya smiled. “Only that a discrete tip was given to him that there might be an attempt by a male to ask him for permission to claim you.” She replied. “It is why my father asked him to attend the State Dinner. He doesn’t know who it is.”


“So… your father knows as well?” Sadi asked.


“There are not many within our family circles that do not know of the love Andro holds for you Sadi.” Anja told her as they began to walk. “You might be surprised at how many different lives Androcles has affected since he was a boy.”


“He says that he hates being Crown Prince.” Sadi said softly as they walked. “That he hates the way some people look at him and his father. Like they are gods of some sort.”


“Martin is no different.” Aricia spoke. “That is part of what endears them to so many. But enough of this talk… these are happy times we should be discussing. I would much rather talk to you about what you might like to wear for the actual event.”

Sadi looked at her. “Event?”


Aricia nodded. “He will ask your father in full view of the local Spartan Senate when it is in session. Vorilas has been invited to view the proceedings that day, and as his daughter you may attend with him. It’s all very old fashioned… but Martin did that for all of us within the first three years of being together. I think For’mya told you a little of what he did.”


Sadi nodded. “On the STRIKER.” She said.


Anja smiled and reached beneath her uniform collar to pull out the silk tie. At the end of that tie was a securely anchored glimmering white Rilian diamond, glittering in the light of the catwalk they stood on. She watched For’mya and Aricia do the same. “We wanted to kill him for doing what he did.” Anja spoke as her fingers caressed the diamond.


“We almost did.” Aricia said with a grin. “You should have seen the look on Bella’s face when she realized that Deia’s husband was standing in as member of her family. She was pregnant with Carina at the time, and she didn’t stop crying for four hours after Martin asked for permission. And Dysea’s mother Normya… she about stole Martin for herself so impressed that she was at his actions.”


“We know this is happening so very fast for you Sadi.” For’mya spoke gently. “That is why we want you to know that you can come to any of us to ask anything. The only thing we ask is that you are absolutely sure you want to proceed. Your life will change in many ways… and it will stay the same. Are you prepared for that Sadi?”


Sadi smiled and nodded her head. “I have waited and wondered all this time since that night. Never knowing why I could not find the right man. I thought it was me… something I did to make it so hard for me. Now I know why. It was him. And I do have so many questions.”


“Good… then once we meet with Gorgo… you will have your answers.” Aricia smiled. “And in two days you will step into a new world.”
EARTH
CITY OF SPARTA

MEETING OF THE SPARTAN CITY SENATE


There were times when she was amazed at how life had brought her to this point.


The memory of their very first meeting so many years ago was etched into her brain in granite and if there was one thing she was thankful for most of all, it was the love and support he gave her no matter what they had endured. The last twenty-five years of her life had been the happiest and most active of her hundred and forty one years of life. The last twenty-five years she had discovered so much about herself. The love of a man and woman first and foremost among them. It was a love that burned just as brightly now as it did the day she and Aihola rediscovered Isra after a year apart and what he meant to them and their future. The intense passion and devotion that had brought her and Aihola together in the beginning remained just as powerful now as it had in their first weeks together in Mountain City. Fate had brought them together and tied their minds and hearts as one, and then fate had given them what they desired most in the violet eyed Spartan who worshiped them both in a way that only Martin and several others could truly understand. Fate had given them Roluth and his endless antics and complete devotion, and fate had blessed them with six beautiful children that filled their days.

Tarifa had not changed in the quarter century that had past since those first fateful years. Her raven colored hair and sapphire blue eyes were still among the first thing that men and women of all species noticed, as well as the four inch pointed ears of her elven nature. The second thing they noticed immediately was the steel this elven female had in her backbone. She had been elected by overwhelming majority to two four year terms as President of Earth, and one four year term as Prime Minister. It was during that last year as Prime Minister with Selene as President that Panos had approached her. It was well known that she was not going to run for any sort of office when her term ended and that she was going to remain home and care for hers and Aihola’s four children with Isra at the time. Panos had come to her with an offer that after careful consideration Tarifa could not turn down. With the full support of Aihola and Isra, Tarifa had spent a full year moving their home from Eden City to Sparta and then accepting the position of Lieutenant Governor of the City State of Sparta.

She had been to Sparta often over the years and had grown to love the mountain terrain and scent of towering pines in the air it seemed like all of the time. When Panos had announced he intended to appoint Tarifa as Lieutenant Governor, she had been amazed at the outpouring of support from every facet of the people of Sparta. Over the years Tarifa had come to realize that while Eden City may have been the recognized capital of Earth, Sparta was where the true decisions were made. It was here where the elected leaders of Earth came to hash out their agreements and bills and whatever else they needed to conduct. This offered her the opportunity to see her dear friends very often, and no matter how short their stay might be, Selene, Charles, Lynwe and Layna always seemed to make time to see her and she them. The importance of her role she didn’t come to fully realize until half way though her first year in office, but this was not Eden City, and the pace here in Sparta was much more reserved and peaceful which offered far better conditions for the decisions she had to make. 


The moment a Leonidas had once more ascended to the throne of Sparta, the city had exploded in not only population but rediscovered history and culture. Martin brought back to Sparta what many had thought lost and that was the history and culture of the former Greek City State. And as with the Lycavorian people as a whole, Martin brought back morals and values to all who resided on Earth now. Though the population of Sparta was made up of more Lycavorians than any other, there was now a substantial elf and human presence within the city and smaller crops of different species that had come to love the slower pace and open air. There was no mistaking whose city this was, for whenever Martin or any of the Royal Family which now included Tarifa by default, were within the expanse of the city itself or the Port of Gytheio only twenty-seven kilometers away, the mood of the people was always upbeat and proud. That mood almost never went away now that the elven female their King called sister sat as Sparta’s Lieutenant Governor. 

Martin Leonidas consider Tarifa and Aihola sisters if not by blood; then by the actions and experiences they had shared through the years. They were among the few that had total, unfettered access to Martin or his Queens, not to mention they could simply take a Lifter to the villa and the Durcunusaan would wave them through without question. This fact alone gave Tarifa political clout unlike any she had ever wielded, and combined with her undeniable role in rebuilding Earth with Selene and Aihola into the fourth largest trading planet within the Union, no one dared questioned her wisdom, intelligence or her experience. Her Mindvoice bond with Aihola and Roluth also gave her and Aihola considerable pull in matters concerning the dragons, who called Earth home. The senior Dragon Elder on Earth, the Firespitter known as Syrilth, would not hesitate to come to her or Aihola for council as it was well known that to talk to one, you might as well have been taking to both, so deep was the bond they shared with each other. And all knew Tarifa would not hesitate to do the same, for Roluth was Syrilth’s brother after all and had become one of the largest and strongest dragons on Earth. 


In the first portion of her term as Lieutenant Governor she had helped Panos broker agreements with all the surrounding cities that were rapidly rebuilding with the continued reconstruction of Earth. Athens once more prospered not far away, though the hatred and distrust of so many millennia ago was now long forgotten and buried deep. Gytheio had once more become the Port City of Sparta, and now that is where many of Martin’s children as well as those who had returned with him so long ago had small villas of their own. It had taken Panos almost no effort to push through a Bill without her knowledge that appointed her as Lieutenant Governor for life in the third year of her first term. She could hold the position as long as she desired, and to this day, Tarifa had no desire to relinquish that position of honor.

“Tarifa?” Dilios’s voice broke into her thoughts.


Tarifa shook her head quickly and looked at the portly senior Spartan Senator. Most of the men and women in this chamber were far older than Tarifa, but they treated her as a complete equal in all things, not to mention they deferred to her on most matters because of her closeness to the King and the unnerving ability to know what he wanted. They met like this once a week in the outdoor Acropolis Senate Chambers that had been used four thousand years ago, except for during the winter months when they would meet in the normal chamber. It had been her idea to do this to honor the role that Spartan Senate of so long ago had played. It was another reason the men and women treated her as they did. This elven female may have been only a hundred and forty odd years old, but she had a sense of honor and history rarely seen and it pleased the older men and women to no end. The Senate had been reduced in size over the years to make it more efficient, and now there were also human and elves who held seats, something that would never have happened before Martin returned to Sparta and assumed his birthright.


“I’m sorry Dilios.” Tarifa exclaimed with a smile. “My mind was wandering there for a moment.”


Tarifa heard the soft laugh from the side. “We do that all the time Tarifa… it is why we rarely get anything done on such a gorgeous day.” Senator Arete spoke from her spot bringing soft laughter from everyone in the chamber.


“Well… we truly only have two issues to discuss.” Dilios reminded them quickly. “The expansion of the Leonidas Memorial and the issue of the former territory known as Chad on the African continent.”

“Chad?” Arete asked. “What is this?”

“Charles contacted me early this morning from Eden City because he knew we would gather.” Tarifa spoke. “Since most of us were already on our way here, I told Dilios to wait until we had all arrived before bringing it up. Apparently sensor sweeps from EDEN Base with their new mineral arrays has pinpointed a rather large deposit of…”Tarifa looked at the data pad in her hand. “Cirimo.”


“Really?” A male senator asked. “How large?”


Tarifa smiled in relief. “Thank you Thomas… at least someone here knows what this is. I certainly do not.”


The human man’s smile was genuine and warm. He had served on the Spartan Senate for three years now and was widely considered to be exceptionally intelligent and handsome. He was a graduate of Charles’s University for Advanced Political Studies, a school that had begun as an afterthought by humans here on Earth, and was now attended by nearly forty thousand students from across the entire Union.


“It is similar to aluminum in how it is used, but much more malleable and considerably stronger. I believe the engineers at our ship building facilities throughout the Union use it to coat the power conduits.” Thomas replied. “It makes them much more tolerable to damage. It is also extremely rare… and quite hard to find.”


Tarifa nodded. “Well… all of Eden City’s Mining teams are on Neptune helping with establishing the permanent colony there. Charles and Selene asked if we would send a team to investigate this discovery.” Tarifa looked at them. “You all know I won’t do anything without the approval of this body… but we do have our own research teams, and they might enjoy the opportunity to get out of Sparta for a time and into the field. It would be an excellent experience for the younger researchers as well. What say all of you?”


Tarifa watched as the men and women nodded their heads and made whisper soft comments to each other. She smiled knowing that at times in Earth’s history debates among political bodies like theirs could go on for days. Here issues were decided within minutes, and if more debate was needed, times for such debates were scheduled and then kept to with strict timetables.


“We all agree then?” Tarifa asked after only one minute. Tarifa watched as each member of the hundred and twenty-three nodded and then pressed their palms to small scanners at each of their seats signifying their positions. The vote was without dissent and it was noted and logged into the computer archives. “I will make Charles and Selene aware of what we have decided then. Thomas… you seem rather interested in this. Would you like to lead this expedition?”


The human Senator nodded quickly. “I was hoping you would ask that question.” He spoke. “And yes I would.”


“Good…” Tarifa said. “I’ll leave you to arrange transport and whatever other materials the team might need. Now… as for the Leonidas Memorial Expansion… I have spoken in depth with Panos and Senior Polemarch Dymas about this. We are all aware how deeply our people hold this memorial site and the significance it has to Martin himself. This is where the remains of his father are interned, as well as the namesake for his son. Our graduation ceremonies for Spartans just completing their Agoges is held there every year. Martin knows how our people view his father, but this sight right now is where he first discovered who he was and saw the vision of his father. To change it in any way might alter that perception in some way for him.” Tarifa spoke as she rose from her chair and began walking back and forth in front of the gathered Senators as she always did when talking about important issues. “The State Dinner is at the end of the week, which all of us will be attending. My suggestion would be that between now and then we broach the subject with Martin. They have begun settling in for their stay here, and you all know how the first two weeks of that escapade are quite busy for him. There is a dinner planned for the family in two nights and Aihola and I will corner him there and speak with him about it. It is he who should have the final word in what should be done. Before we talk with him… what is the consensus of the Spartan Senate?”


Arete looked around. “He already believes that too many of our people look at him in a higher light than he deserves. Like he is some sort of reverent god. And to be honest many of our people do consider him in this light, as well as the Crown Prince because of what they can do. I was not on this senate during the time of his father, but many of you here were. I believe it is safe to say that King Leonidas would not accept this perception of himself either.” She spoke evenly. “They are the most unassuming men I believe any of us have or ever will encounter. He certainly does not act as a King should at times. Just last week the Netnews took images of him shopping in the Western Market with Dysea and Isabella. No… I would like to see this happen… but it must be presented to him in a manner that all of us support. It is not a religious or spiritual connection, but a way for all of us to honor what King Leonidas did for ancient Sparta. Perhaps an additional memorial somewhere as opposed to expanding the current one at Thermopylae. A museum perhaps.”


Dilios nodded. “That idea I like.” He spoke quickly. 


“As do I.” Another older Lycavorian chimed in. “It gives us an opportunity to honor King Martin’s father, and it would be an excellent source of the history of Sparta in the early times. Many of us still have items that we could donate to such a facility, and we all know that museums hold the attention of the youth more so then simple marble or granite facades.” Tarifa saw many of the men and women nod at this idea, and she had to admit it was an idea she liked immensely.

“We should explore this avenue thoroughly.” Another Senator spoke up. “It is an excellent idea and not one that can be seen in a light that the King wants to avoid.  The other thing we have to consider… we all know how the Queens shield him from quite a bit… they are viciously protective of him as any she wolf would be of their mate…but I believe this is also something that all the Queens will fully stand behind without reservations. Queen Dysea simply for the educational properties it will obviously bring. We all know her stance on education.”


“Ycer is right.” Another spoke. “We should gather in smaller groups over wine and food the next few days and work out all the details.”

Tarifa nodded. “Two days… for then we can present it to the full Union Senate while Martin is in attendance. It will also help that this will be the day Androcles requests the hand of Vorilas’s daughter Sadi in the old way. Dilios… you have that worked out yes?”


Dilios nodded. “He is arriving with L’tian later this evening, and Androcles will be arriving sometime early this afternoon with the remainder of his siblings as well as Aricia, Anja and For’mya. Lady Gorgo is with them.”

Tarifa nodded. “Yes… Isra, Aihola and I will be greeting them as they arrive and we will go to Thermopylae.”

Dilios nodded. “Vorilas will sit with me for the duration of the session. It is his first trip to Sparta and he will undoubtedly be entranced with how easy we make it all appear.”


This brought laughter to all of them gathered. “I understand this Sadi is quite the vision?” Arete spoke now.


Tarifa nodded with a smile. “Aricia and For’mya have shown me images of her and she is exceptionally beautiful. Andro will present himself in full armor and conduct himself in the way of ancient Sparta from what I understand.”


“Now that will be a sight to see.” Another older Senator spoke. “A Ceremonial Mating Ritual has not been seen in nearly thirty-five hundred years. These are the things they do to endear themselves to the people. And they wonder why people love them so.”


“I suggest we get started on what we want to do.” Tarifa spoke with a smile at the senator’s words. “Thomas if you would, keep me advised on your progress with this Cirimo expedition. I will make sure Panos remains out of your hair.”


Thomas and many others laughed once more as they came to their feet. Panos always tried to have his hand in everything and he now used Tarifa as a buffer of sorts. Many knew that he would recommend Tarifa to succeed him when he chose to end his political career, and he left Tarifa alone to handle the more mundane items on the agenda.

Tarifa looked skyward as she felt the tingle against her Mindvoice shields and her face brightened as she felt love pour through her. She felt Dilios take her arm gently and she looked at him. “Can I give you a ride back to the Senate offices?” He asked.


Tarifa smiled. “Thank you… but no. My ride is already here.” Tarifa looked skyward again. [Mindvoice Shielded] I have missed you my Mistress.

Dilios heard the trumpeting roar of a dragon fill the sky around the chamber and he smiled as the carmine red colored Firespitter landed just outside the chamber entrance. He shook his head with a smile and made for his Lifter.

Tarifa walked calmly to the chamber entrance and looked at the diminutive dark skinned female sitting high between Roluth’s broad shoulders. The matte black helmet covered all but her soft pink lips and her amber colored eyes, but there was no mistaking the brilliant white plume crest that decorated her helmet and fell far down between her shoulders.


[Oh… I have missed you more my slave.]

Tarifa smiled broadly as she began walking to where Roluth’s massive body settled fully to the ground, his beautiful rust colored eyes gazing at her with love and devotion.
MENKLA TYPE II-CLASS DRAGON TRANSPORT

JAVELIN ONE
TWENTY TWO MINUTES FROM EARTH ATMOSPHERIC ENTRY

Teeria and Palta stood with Sadi and the other cadets and new military personnel on the upper deck of the Type II as they made their way towards main atmospheric entry into Earth’s gravitational field. She had spent five wonderful hours with three out of the five of Andro’s mothers and she had heard stories about him and his siblings that had her laughing almost uncontrollably. Sadi could not believe how normal they all were. She doubted there was an arrogant bone in any of their bodies and if that was the case with three of them, Sadi had no doubts Queen Dysea and Queen Isabella were no different. She got many strange stares from those who entered or left the mess lounge they were in. Sadi was a cadet… yet she was sitting with three Queens of the Union drinking coffee and laughing as if they were old friends. Sadi had been right when she told them that she had many questions, and almost every one of them was answered.

Sadi had rushed back to Androcles quarters to pack her things, only to find that Andro had already done it for her. Not that she had much to pack for she had not really unpacked. Her bags were sitting on the floor of his quarters with a datapad note on the top of them.

-You could take only what you need and leave the rest KertaGai. If you would allow me to take you shopping when you get settled in it would make me very happy. I will leave it up to you, but you will not need much in the way of clothing if my plans work as I hope they will-
-Andro-

Sadi couldn’t help the warm rush that surged through her at his words, even typed onto the data pad as they were. She looked down at her three bags and made her decision instantly. She tore through all three and condensed the things she needed most into one bag and then typed a quick note back to Andro before leaving the data pad on top of the bags just as she had found it.

Now she stood with Teeria and Palta watching as the Leonidas family moved freely about the lower deck, rubbing the scales of their dragons or chasing the small children around the huge bodies. They would hear an occasional trumpet from one of the dragons underneath the deck where they could not see, but for the most part it was rather sedate. Sadi glanced over to where she saw Malic standing by the protective railing and looking down into the cavernous main deck. She had never seen his face so serious and for a moment she thought he might have gotten into serious trouble for his actions in the gym with Princess Eliani. That incident and the fact that Princess had so completely and utterly embarrassed Malic had made its way quickly around the ship and Sadi had to give him credit for even showing himself as he now did.
“So will you be staying at the Royal villa in Sparta or his villa in Gytheio Sadi?” Teeria asked.

Sadi tore her eyes from Malic and looked at Teeria. “I don’t know.” She answered. “Please forgive me… both of you.”

“Forgive you for what?” Palta demanded. “Sadi… you are our friend. Our dear friend. I’m blissfully happy for you. As long as you invite us to the party after. I understand the Leonidas family can throw some famous celebrations.”

Sadi laughed and hugged her tightly. “That is a promise.” She said. “I will make sure…”

“Cadet Sadi?” The Durcunusaan Commander Bren stepped up to the three of them with a bundle under his arm.

They all stiffen and stood up straighter and Bren smiled. “Commander?” Sadi asked formally.

Bren held out the matte black bundle to her. “You need to change.” He spoke.

Sadi looked at him questions in her eyes. “Sir… I’m already in uniform.” She spoke.

Bren nodded. “And immaculate it is Cadet. You will wear it enough on the surface.” He spoke. “For now… for the flight down… you need to wear this.”

“Flight down?” Sadi asked.

Bren smiled warmly which surprised all of them for it took years off his face. “Sadi…” They all detected he no longer used Cadet when referring to her. “Milady… whether you realize it or not, and while Androcles has not yet stood before your father, you are already considered a member of the Leonidas family. No member of the Leonidas family ever lands on the transport when they arrive for their six month exodus here. Even Lady Gorgo flies down. I do not remember the last time Andro actually used interplanetary transportation.” They saw him motion with his head into the area below them. “It is a ritual of sorts for them, and the people of the city plan for it for weeks.”

“Plan for what?” Sadi asked.

Bren held out the bundle. “You will see. The Prince already has your helmet with him, and you can change in the port cabin. Your friends can help you… but be quick about it. We are only seventeen minutes from release.” Sadi took the bundle and looked at Teeria and Palta who had stunned expressions on their faces. “Go!” Bren barked softly.

He watched them hustle off to the side of the upper deck with a smile. Never a dull moment around the Leonidas clan that was for sure. And Bren wouldn’t have it any other way.

“He’s watching you.” Lisisa’s soft voice sounded from behind where Eliani was adjusting Tharua’s saddle.


Eliani nodded but didn’t stop what she was doing. “I know.” She said.


Lisisa leaned up against Tharua’s muscular side and looked at her sister. Eliani turned then and saw all of her sisters as well. She grinned. “Oh boy… should I be worried?” She asked.


Carina reached out and took her hand. “This Malic has affected you differently Eliani.” She spoke.


Eliani nodded. “I know.” She answered. “I don’t know what it is. He’s more than his ego allows him to be… I know he is. I can smell it. Something turned him this way. I asked Sadi… but she doesn’t know. She only says that he is not who he projects to others.”


“He’s not… he doesn’t have a stellar reputation when it comes to females Eliani; treating them the way we should be treated.” Lisisa saw Eliani look at her. “That is just from the few cadets I have heard talking.” Lisisa spoke quickly. “Please don’t be angry.”


“I know.” Eliani spoke softly. “I’ve heard the talking as well.”


“Is he worth the… is he even worth the effort then sister?” Zarah asked.


Eliani smiled. “What have our father and mothers always told us?”


“Nothing worthwhile comes without effort.” The four of them answered immediately almost in the same voice.


Eliani nodded. “Nothing worthwhile comes without effort. Nothing ventured, nothing gained. He’s not what he makes everyone think he is.”


“Do you think Nyla will approve?” Normya asked.


“I talk with her every day. I told her about him. We have always desired and been attracted to the same type of man.” Eliani answered looking at her. “I think that is partly why we are so deeply connected. We’ll see what happens.”


“You know he will need to pass the crucible of our brothers.” Zarah spoke softly. “It seems any man any of us choose will need to do that whether we want them to or not.”


Eliani looked at her. “Better our brothers than father.” She spoke. “Father’s idea of testing them is holding a 190 to their heads and asking what their intentions are.”


They all shared a small laugh for they knew Eliani was correct. Their father was exceedingly protective of them and based on past events most male wolves, and most males in general did not attempt to court any Leonidas daughter unless they were very serious. Moneus was the only one who had passed their father’s scrutiny, and much of the reason behind that was because he was their Uncle Danny’s son, and he had already shown his devotion to Carina. It was something all of them hated, but deep down they knew it most definitely weeded out those who were not serious.

“I don’t know… Andro can be just like him sometimes.” Zarah said. “We should all grab a male while he is occupied with Sadi. It will be too late by the time he realizes it.”

Normya looked at her sister with a fake gaze of surprised disgust. “Zarah you are such a pomai!” She exclaimed.


Zarah grinned and nuzzled the sister she considered her twin and closest friend. “Think of the fun though!”

Normya rolled her eyes. “As close as you and I are to our Coming of Age, we need to be careful.”


“That doesn’t mean I can’t tease.” Zarah exclaimed.


“I’m hoping Moneus intends to claim me finally.” Carina said shyly. “He’s beaten around the bush for so long I’m beginning to wonder if he is truly serious.”


“I wouldn’t worry about that.” Lisisa said with a smile. “Moneus has been sniffing you for years Carina. You just might be surprised.”


Carina shrugged. “Well… as long as he doesn’t mind that he is getting the Leonidas daughter with the smallest goldur.”


“How many times do we have to tell you don’t worry Carina? He’ll pay more attention to your mida than anything else. We’ve told you that. I’ve seen the way he watches you.” Zarah said nudging her sister in the shoulder playfully.

What do you think Tharua? Lisisa asked, running her hand along Tharua’s side.


Tharua turned her huge head and her copper colored eyes glimmered. I agree with Eliani. He is not the man he projects to everyone else. When he warned us of the ambush… there was something in his voice that did not speak of arrogance.


Lisisa nodded. Well I trust you more than Eliani when it comes to that.


“Thanks a lot!” Eliani snapped.


Lisisa squeezed her arm. “I believe in you sister.”


“As if your luck is any better.” Normya spoke sternly. “You haven’t been with anyone in almost three years. Your average is falling fast.”


Lisisa smiled. “We’ll see.”


They all looked at her with shocked gazes. “Lisi… you are seeing someone!” Eliani spoke quickly. “Who? What does he look like?”


“Who said I’m seeing anyone.” Lisisa replied calmly. “I’m not… but there are a few prospects that might turn my head.”


Zarah snorted. “Bah… you’ve been saying that for years.” She stated. “You are probably getting some from somewhere and just won’t tell us.”


Lisisa looked at her with wide eyes pleased that no one suspected of her love and relationship with Denali. “Zarah! I would never…”


“Remember to remain in tight formation.” Andro was speaking to the hatchlings and adolescent dragons that had bonded with his five younger siblings. It had happened rather quickly and close together and in the last two years alone, but all of the bonds seemed to be very strong and growing more powerful by the week. “The wind is not a factor… but your mother and brothers and sisters are much larger and will put off a draft as they fly.”

Aricia smiled and leaned further back against Isheeni as she listened to Andro talk. [Mindvoice Shielded] Thank you Isheeni my sister. She spoke turning to look at her azure scaled bonded dragon sister.


Isheeni turned her huge head and looked at Aricia with azure colored eyes similar to hers. [For what?]

[For never giving up on me all those years ago.] Aricia replied. [Without you I would not be here. I would not have all these wonderful children… and I would not have my Beloved. Anja, For’mya. None of them.]

[I can say the same thing to you sister. When you and Martin came into our lives our entire future changed. I would not have my children to nurture and love. Torma and I would probably be still fighting for our lives everyday. Look at us now… we have the two most beautiful males in the universe and they have given us so many wonderful and beautiful children.]

Aricia nodded. [Yes they have.]

[Our two families Aricia… we will forever be joined together no matter that we are so different in appearances. All we need do is look at the bonds between our children to see that.]

Aricia smiled. [I think I am just missing Martin.] She said. [It seems as if the longer we are together, the more we desire his touch when we are apart.]

Isheeni chuckled. [Then when you return to our home in Sparta… you, Anja and For’mya take Dysea and Bella and lock yourselves within your bedroom until he makes you trumpet in bliss. That is what I intend to do with Torma when we return.]

Aricia looked at her with a twinkle in her eye. [Isheeni… I do believe our relationship has caused you to become somewhat of vixen. You do realize that half the dragons on Earth would give up their ability to fly for one night with you.]

Isheeni laughed. [Let them dream. Only one dragon stirs my passion and desire and we will be together for eternity. He makes my wings twitch in delight with just a simple caress. Much the same as you. ]

Aricia nodded. [Indeed.] She looked over to where Anja and For’mya were standing together talking in soft whispers with three of their children. [I discovered what Anja has been vexed by since Seanna’s death. I believe she has finally let it go.]

[She is a strong willed woman… and will never give up without a fight.] Isheeni spoke. [All of you are…]

[We are going to talk with Dysea and Bella. We think it is time all of us began spending more time together in Sparta. We have drawn apart in some ways over the years with the war and our duties… but now it is time to rediscover what the five of us share.] Aricia said.


[Was it what Dysea thought?]

Aricia nodded. [In a manner of speaking. I will make some inquires when we reach home. But she has put it behind her now…]

[Good.] Isheeni said. [It is time things became normal again.]

[Well… as normal as they have ever been with our two families.] Aricia said with a grin. [We always seem to find trouble rather easily.]

Sadi could not believe how the matte black body armor conformed to every curve of her body almost as if it had been made specifically for her. This was the newest version of the military body armor, called Mark IV ArmorPly. It was composed of three different alloys with the center layer being an almost transparent layer of Dragon Armor incased in two layers of the newest composite alloy armor. It could stop smaller projectile rounds easily, and shrapnel would not even penetrate it, but the more damage it took the less protection it was able to provide. Such a thin layer of Dragon Armor began breaking down quickly the more damage it took. It allowed for the most incredible freedom of movement of any type of body armor and almost all of Mjolnir’s Hand and the Durcunusaan had adopted it as standard. She had never worn something like this before, and she was amazed at how much like a second skin it felt. The collar fastened snuggly around her slim neck, and extended down to her wrists where it simply became one single top piece that protected the back of her hands and fingers and left ther palms bare. She barely realized that Teeria and Palta had also attached the flowing crimson cape to the shoulder fasteners until after they had done it. The cape was trimmed in black and gold and bore the inverted capital V on it which she knew was the symbol of the ancient Spartans. Only the Durcunusaan, Mjolnir’s Hand and members of the Royal Family wore a cloak like this and as Sadi stared at it in the mirror in the medium sized lavatory aboard the Type II, it all became so suddenly very real.


As Teeria and Palta walked out of the lavatory with her, Sadi felt very embarrassed at the number of heads and eyes that fell upon her, even though many of them now knew of her relationship with Prince Androcles. She felt Malic’s eyes on her and when she looked at his face she surprisingly found acceptance and even support in his dark blue eyes. At the top of the stairs down into the lower deck Sadi stopped and looked at Teeria and Palta.


“I will see you both in Sparta.” Sadi told them squeezing her hands. “I will not forsake you because of what I have found.”


Teeria smiled. “We know that Sadi. It isn’t in your nature. Besides… we still have classes to go to while we are here.” Teeria hugged her tightly. “Go… before you make them late.”

Sadi smiled and turned to Bren who tapped in the code to release the barrier arm. As it lifted he bowed his head as Sadi took a deep breath and moved past it. 


“Milady…” Bren spoke causing Sadi to turn back to face him. “You are not frightened of heights are you?”


“I’m a pilot Commander.” Sadi spoke. 


“There is a large difference between flying a STRIKER and riding a dragon.” Bren spoke.


“You have flown on a dragon?” Sadi asked surprised.


Bren nodded. “Many times. Be fearless Milady… and above all else… enjoy the ride. Elynth turns faster than any dragon I have ever seen, even her mother, but it is thrill to be on her back.”


Sadi nodded slowly and looked down the stairs. She rested her hand on the guardrail and began her trek down those stairs into a new life. She moved slower as she saw Andro’s mothers and sisters move over to greet her, and when she stepped onto the deck fully they were waiting for her.


Anja looked at her approvingly. “Anse… he is too much like his father. He got her size perfect. How do they do that?” She said looking at the way Sadi’s body armor fit her.

Aricia grinned. “I have always wondered that myself.” She said adjusting one of the side straps a little snugger. “Carina… her hair. As you do it for us, which works best.”


Carina nodded and moved behind Sadi reaching up to begin pulling her hair into an extremely tight ponytail. Lisisa removed several strips of the satin ties she wore in her hair and gave them to Carina. All of them refused to ever cut their hair short and Carina had devised a very quick and efficient way to secure their hair in ponytails so as not to come undone while they were flying.


Sadi looked over and saw Andro moving along the cavernous lower deck, Elynth just behind him. He seemed to be talking as he was motioning with his hands but Sadi could not hear anything.


For’mya smiled. “These are all young dragons.” She explained. 

“I can’t… I can’t hear him.” Sadi spoke.

“None of them are more than a hundred years old.” For’mya answered. “A child still in dragon terms and not bonded to any rider. They can not yet speak on an upper Tier Six level. That ability will only come with a rider or time. You are like us in that you rarely lower your shields enough to detect anything less than a Tier Six. The Feravomir taught you how?”


Sadi nodded. “Yes.” 

“Lower your shields and you will hear him.” For’mya spoke.


Sadi closed her eyes and slowly brought her Mindvoice Shields down. It was not something she did very often, and it took a little effort for she hadn’t done it in quite some time, but then Andro’s voice burst into her mind and she smiled at the sound.


…Mass exit. Maintain your spacing when leaving the ship and form into your pairs when you are clear. All of you have been to Earth before, so you are familiar with the wind patterns. Do not trail too close to our main group as we have the hatchlings and adolescents who have only been flying a few weeks. We will exit six kilometers from Sparta. Those of you remaining with us just follow us, those of you breaking for the Mindvoice ship you may split at ten thousand feet. Elder Syrilth will greet you when she returns from Thermopylae. It has been an honor to carry you here my brothers and sisters. I will send out word for those of you returning to Apo Prime and then Elear when it is time to leave.

Sadi watched as dragon heads of all colors and sizes bobbed up and down and many snorted in a show of respect to their King’s son and the Talon Guardian they all knew he was. She looked at For’mya and Anja as Aricia continued to adjust her body armor and Carina finished with her hair. 


“They… I can feel their reverence for him.” Sadi spoke softly.


Anja nodded. “They know of what he and his father did. That act alone causes them to look at him in a different light.”


“He is also the Talon Guardian.” Aricia spoke as she straightened up. “How does that feel?”


“It’s a little tight.” Sadi replied honestly.


Lisisa laughed and leaned close to her. “That is because your goldur are so big.” She whispered with a smile and seeing Sadi chuckle. “Andro probably did that on purpose. Don’t let him fool you… he’s still a man and a pig.” Sadi laughed with all of them this time. 

“Wait until you have your own man who worships your body like a temple Lisisa.” Anja spoke. “You might speak a different tune then.”

Lisisa grinned at her. “I just might mother.” She said looking at Sadi. “Don’t worry… the armor will stretch to fit better the more you wear it.”

Sadi met her eyes and squeezed her hand. “Lisisa I am…”


“Nothing to apologize for.” Lisisa cut her off. “Knowing that you make Andro happy is all that matters.”

The engines on the Type II whined in protest drowning out conversation for a few seconds and then red lights appeared all along the top of the ship. Aricia looked up. “It’s about time…” She spoke with a smile. “We have four minutes until we drop. Ready?”


Sadi nodded her head. “I think so.” She looked at her. “Are we going to Sparta?”


For’mya nodded as she pulled her helmet on. “We’ll fly over Sparta… but we are going to Thermopylae. That is where we’ll meet Martin Leonidas and the rest of our family. All of them.” She said with a smile.

Sadi’s eyes grew a little wider for she knew the size of the extended Leonidas family. “All of them?” She gasped.


Sadi heard Andro’s soft laugh and she turned to face him as he came up to her. “Don’t worry KertaGai. You won’t need to meet them all if you don’t want to. I’ll spirit you away to…”


“You will do no such thing Androcles Leonidas. They are looking forward to meeting her.” Aricia stated firmly as she too lowered her helmet onto her head. The raven colored crested plume fell to just above her firm ass. She looked quite fierce in the helmet with only her eyes and lips exposed. Andro stuck his tongue out at her and Aricia placed her hands on her hips. “You do remember what happened the last time you did that don’t you?”


“Mother… I was seven.” He answered.


“And don’t think I won’t do it again.” Aricia barked with a motherly smile as she turned to go to Isheeni. Andro waited until she had turned her back and went to stick his tongue out again but she stopped. “Do not test me Androcles Leonidas.” Aricia spoke without turning around.


“Andro got busted!” Eliani called out as she climbed onto Tharua’s back. “Andro got busted!”


Andro couldn’t help but smile as he turned back to Sadi. He lifted the matte black helmet up and Sadi’s eyes grew wide. It was an exact duplicate of his helmet in every way, though smaller and with a shimmering crested plume of golden blond hair. “This is yours KertaGai.” He said stepping up to her and lifting it above her head. “The color might be a shade or two different, but your hair is so unique in its color it was hard to find a horse that matched.”


“You… you made this.” Sadi asked.


Andro nodded. “Eight years ago with the Feravomir’s help. She is amazingly skilled on top of being the First Oracle of our people. May I?”


Sadi nodded quickly and Andro lowered the helmet onto her head slowly until it was fully seated and the only thing that showed was her eyes and lips. Andro smiled and leaned close to her. “Now you look even more like a fierce Spartan Princess.” He told her softly taking her hands. Sadi let him lead her to where Elynth was fully settled on the deck.


Hello KertaGai. Elynth piped in happily as she turned her head.


Elynth? Sadi said as Andro lifted her effortlessly and placed her in the saddle. Her heart was racing faster now and she looked at him as he used Elynth’s foreleg as a step and climbed into the saddle behind her. Sadi felt him move close and she watched as he adjusted their legs until they were under the Dragon Armor. As soon as they were anchored, the armored skirt like wind brakes tightened on their thighs and calves, securely holding them in place. Elynth…

Elynth turned as she got back to her feet. Do not fear the unknown KertaGai. Elynth spoke.


Sadi heard the groaning sound and looked up as the rear section of the Type II began to split and open up. Her jungle green eyes went wide as she saw the ground so far below. She turned her head quickly. “Andro… how high are we?” She shouted.


Andro looked at her and smiled shaking his head. “You don’t have to shout Sadi. The helmets are equipped with powerful transmitters and receivers. We are at sixteen thousand feet.” He replied with a smile. “A little drop is all.”


“Little!” Sadi screamed forgetting what he had just told her.


Andro slid his hand under Sadi’s where she gripped the front of the saddle. He waited until she spread her hand out on top of his and her eyes watched as the light blue psychic shield activated and began to encompass her body as well as Andro’s and Elynth. His arm slid around her waist and Sadi breathed a sigh of utter relief as his lips came up to the side of her helmet. “Lean when you feel me lean no matter the direction. I will not let go of you KertaGai, but we can not fall out of the saddle. The Dragon Armor holds us in.”

“Andro… Andro I’m scared.” Sadi spoke.


“So was I.” He told her. “Do you trust me Sadi?”


Sadi turned her head and looked into his azure orbs. “Yes!” She exclaimed without hesitation.


“Then you will enjoy the ride my love.” He said.


The lights on the ceiling above them turned yellow and Andro nudged Elynth in her side with his knee making her turn to face the others of his family. Arrarn, Normya, Carina and Zarah were flying down on two dragons who had volunteered to carry them. All four of them were experienced riders though they were not bonded to dragons. Gorgo sat behind Aricia on Isheeni, while For’mya, Anja, Denali, Resumar and Lisisa carried their siblings. This trip only Eliani went without a passenger as she and Tharua carried a large roll on the back of her saddle.


Andro looked at them, Elynth turning to allow him to take in everyone. “We are home once more! All of us!” He shouted. “No matter what stars fill the sky! No matter what moons we see! This is the home of our blood! The home of our hearts! This is where we come to heal all wounds of flesh and mind! This is where we come to be a family!” Andro saw Eliani and Lisisa nod first, followed quickly by Denali and Resumar and then all of them as his words filtered through them. “Let us go home family!” He shouted out. “Into the hands of our grandfather’s spirit we commend our souls!”


“May he guide our actions and thoughts and pick us up if we fall!” They all responded in unison making Andro smile as he turned back around to face the wide open ramp.


Gorgo leaned close to Aricia’s ear fighting back tears. “Anse! I hate when he does that! He’s just like his father!” She spoke. “He could inspire rocks to fight beside him if he needed them to. Now my tears will freeze on the way down!”


Aricia nodded her own head with a smile. “I know.”


The lights lining the ceiling of the Type II turned green then and Andro leaned in close to Sadi’s ear.


Welcome to my life KertaGai! Elynth go!


Sadi’s eyes were huge as Elynth roared and sprinted off the back of the Type II into oblivion.

THERMOPYLAE

He walked among the gathered people with a smile and bright dark brown eyes. Danny strode next to him, having arrived only a few hours before. They had been beside each other since they were small boys, growing, fighting and living their lives together. It was widely known that Martin considered Danny his brother in every sense of the word; however that emotion and feeling was not driven completely home until that day outside the Old Senate Acropolis. It was a day that was rarely spoken of now, but it had forever cemented the relationship these two men had.

“…Should probably send a small team to this Talbor Seven and check things out.” Dan was speaking.
Martin nodded, the breeze pulling at the gold trimmed crimson cape he wore. The raven black crested plume of his helmet plunged down between his shoulder blades and shifted in the wind as well.

“You ain’t going Dan… so don’t ask.” Martin spoke with a smile as he looked at Danny’s helmeted head. “Nayeca is about to pop and if you and Anuk aren’t here for that she’ll cook my balls in the traditional Drow manner. And she’ll have lots of help!”
Danny chuckled. “I was thinking maybe Anton and Cihera.” He answered.

Martin looked at him. “Lynwe and Selene’s daughter?”

Dan nodded. “She just completed a four year stint with Armetus’s Krypteria. She’s a qualified language specialist, speaks fourteen of them fluently as a matter of fact.”

“Fourteen languages?” Martin gasped. “Damn I have trouble speaking three.” Danny smiled knowing full well Martin was fluent in seven languages.

“She’s got a Level Seven Clearance, expert with a dozen different weapons, and she’s a damn fine pilot too.” Dan spoke. “They go in as newlyweds so to speak. Just mated and visiting Talbor Seven for their honeymoon.”

Martin looked at him. “I thought Anton and Cihera didn’t care for each other.”

Danny grinned at him. “No one said they had to like each other. They just have to work together.”

“Ok… which one put you up to this?” Martin asked.
“What? What do you mean?”

“Was it Selene or Lynwe?” Martin asked with a grin.
“Shit!” Danny hissed. “Lynwe. She knew you were busy and she didn’t…”

Martin pounded Danny on his back. “Don’t worry… I was considering them anyway. Armetus already recommended Anton and we were looking for a female elf to send with him. Cihera’s got Selene’s ears and she hides her vampire skills better than anyone I’ve ever seen. Cihera just might be the right one as long as they can work together. Tell Lynwe to bring her to the villa in two days when we get together for the High Coven briefing and we’ll talk about it.”

They stepped up to where Isra stood with Tarifa and Aihola. Aelnala and Roluth rested on the ground behind them and Danny shook hands with Isra as Martin leaned over and squeezed Tarifa and Aihola. Martin had half sisters; three of them in fact from Riall and his mother, but Tarifa, Aihola and in some ways Selene were more like complete sisters to him. They had been through a lot over the years, and while he and Tarifa had shared a smoldering relationship for several weeks soon after they met, it had blossomed into what it was now. 
“Your mother has the little ones I take it?” Martin asked as he looked at them holding their hands.

Tarifa nodded. “Are you kidding? She loves it when she has them all to herself.”

Aihola smiled. “She spoils them terribly.”

Tarifa and Aihola had six children between them, all of them from their beloved mate Isra. The three oldest were split up within the Union fleet, two as Durcunusaan troops, the third was a beautiful half Lycavorian, half Drow elf female who was now the senior aide to Deia. The youngest three, all less than ten years of age remained with Palina when both Tarifa and Aihola were gone. Their home was here in Sparta, one of the closest houses to the villa and even though she was Vice President of Earth and worked mainly in Eden City, Aihola returned every evening on a STRIKER AT to Sparta. Tareif and Palina had also moved their home lock, stock and barrel to Sparta for Tareif was a senior officer within the Lycavorian military and also an instructor for the fourth phase of the Agoges.

Tarifa squeezed Martin’s hand. “Martin… what is this Panos has told me about the High Coven? They have returned?”

Martin shook his head quickly. “We don’t know for sure what is going on.” He spoke as Danny and Isra moved closer to them.

“They were on Ceku Tertius? Conducting weapons deals with the Evolli scum?” Aihola asked.

Martin nodded. “Armetus is reaching out to our people in The Wilds. We’ll know more in a few days and then we will all sit down and figure out what to do. He and Deia will be here in two days.” Martin leaned over and kissed them both on the cheek. “In the mean time… we have a State Dinner to attend, a graduation to watch, and a dinner at Gallais’s place tonight. Let’s not worry about something we know very little about ok?”

“I have been trying to tell them that for years Martin.” Isra spoke with a smile as he moved up between them both and nuzzled their elven ears lovingly.

“I’m guessing it doesn’t work huh?” Martin said.

Isra shook his head. “Not even close.”

Tarifa and Aihola both poked Isra in his ribs gently, but smiles dotted their beautiful features.

They all turned when they heard the ancient fog horn like sounds begin to fill the air in the distance and Martin smiled. “Finally.” He spoke. “I hate standing around for these displays.”


Dysea squeezed Isabella’s hand where they stood with Nyla when the sounds of the horns going off reached them. The nearest town was only three kilometers away, and from Sparta to here, every town set off their horns when the noise erupted from Sparta. All of them were dressed in the new armor and wearing their helmets and capes. Nyla had refused to wear such things at first, saying she had no right to wear the symbol of royalty because she was not of royal blood. She and Eliani had been together only a year, and even though both of them knew they would never part, Nyla was not yet fully aware of how close the Leonidas family was. It had taken a week long trip with Isabella and Martin to convince her that she held their daughter’s heart in her hands, just as Eliani held hers, and she had tasted Eliani’s blood on more occasions than she could remember. The King had told her that made her part of his family. Nyla knew to argue with him about something like that was silly; for everyone knew how the King viewed those he called family. They had decided for official functions and gatherings she would wear her crested and plumed helmet and the gold trimmed crimson cape, and for when she was on duty, she would wear her normal uniform and cape. Most everyone within the Union knew of her and her relationship with Eliani so it didn’t really matter. If anything, more was expected of her, something which Nyla accepted willingly and without question.

“Have you seen his speech for the graduation?” Dysea asked Isabella.


“No… he won’t show it to anyone.” 


Dysea chuckled. “He hasn’t finished it yet.” She spoke. “I offered to help him but he refused.”


Isabella smiled. “Ten Riyal says he doesn’t finish it.” She spoke. “He speaks better when it comes from inside him. You watch ussta she-elf; he will do something completely off the wall and throw the politicians who have been planning this for weeks into a fit.”


Dysea nodded. “Of that I have no doubts.”


Nyla looked at them. “He has always hated these types of things hasn’t he?” She asked.


Dysea nodded. “I don’t believe I’ve ever seen him look forward to this type of event. I speak of the ceremony… not this greeting of our family. He relishes this.”


Nyla turned her head even more and saw her parents standing with Deia and her mate and several other senior politicians making small talk.


“Nyla… you still don’t question your position do you child?” Isabella asked.


Nyla looked at her. “No.” She replied without hesitation. “My love for Eliani goes far deeper than normal. I compare it to what you and Dysea share.”


Dysea smiled. “Well… at least you call us by our names now.”


Nyla chuckled softly. “My mother and father are still trying to get used to it.” She spoke looking back at them. “I don’t think they ever realized that I would fall in love with a woman.”


“So you and Eliani have decided to stop seeking a mate?” Bella asked.


“Oh no.” Nyla replied with a grin. “But do you know how hard it is to find a man who isn’t threatened by the love we have for each other? A man like the King? We have discarded so many up until now.”


“Well… Nauta Melme is not the only one. Daniel and Isra share the same thing with their mates. There are a few others that I am aware of that have more than one mate. Admiral Joarl for instance. He has been mated to Lynwe, Selene and Layna now for nearly twenty years. Lynwe has a gift that most men would kill for, but to Joarl she is still a woman and her relationship with Layna and Selene is not something that frightens him. It’s all about being confident enough in your own self.” Dysea spoke.



“What do you mean up until now?” Isabella asked.

Nyla smiled. “Eliani has always been better at picking or discovering potential mates for us. That they turn out to be nubous riad aulveds is not her fault.”

Dysea and Isabella laughed together and Dysea reached out and pulled Nyla closer with her hand. “Oh Nyla… you are picking up more and more of Eliani’s traits as well as her sharp tongue. It’s hysterical to watch.”


They all turned as Martin and Danny came up to them. Martin looked down at Nyla and smiled as Anuk and Nayeca broke away from where they were speaking with Vengal and Anuk’s mother to stand beside their beloved mate. 

“What’s so funny?” Martin asked.

“Dysea and Isabella seem to think I am taking on more of Eliani’s traits.” Nyla spoke looking at him.

It had taken her a long time to feel comfortable around Martin Leonidas. His physical presence alone was intimidating, and when combined with the aura of confidence and power that radiated off of him, it had been down right frightening at first. At least until the first time she had remained with Eliani at her apartment on the Sparta Estate and gone with her to breakfast the following morning. Then Nyla had seen a part of her King that few rarely did, as he carried two of his younger children screaming through the villa while playing tag with the others. He was yelling almost as loud as the smaller children and she couldn’t help but laugh. Now Nyla felt more than comfortable being around him.

“You mean the sharp tongue and quick come back one liners?” Martin asked seeing Nyla’s light green eyes go wide. He laughed at her expression. “Comes with the territory I guess. Share a bed with a Leonidas and eventually you’ll become just as nutty as the rest of us.”

“You don’t have to sleep with one to do that.” Dan spoke from his place next to Martin. “Hell… just hang around the nuttiest of them for enough years and it will rub off on you.”

“You should know husband.” Nayeca spoke as her hand caressed her swollen abdomen. She looked just as radiant and beautiful as she did the first day she had come into the lives of Danny and Anuk. Dan leaned over and nuzzled her elven ear firmly, causing shivers to ripple through her.

Martin chuckled as his eyes began searching the sky to the south. “Man… I hate it when the boy is late. I’m starving.” 

SPARTA

LEONIDAS AVENUE
Café Gallais’s Retreat


Isra’s mother moved around the massive table setting for forty insuring all of her finest plates and silver were in just the right order. This place, this café was all hers, one of five that she owned entirely. She now spent most of her time living on Earth shutting between Eden City and Sparta to manage the café in Eden City as well as spend as much time as possible with her three youngest grandchildren. This is where all of Mjolnir’s Hand and the Durcunusaan came to eat and relax. Her café was open twenty four hours a day, as most of the others across the city were, but it was hers that the Royal Guard and Bonded Pairs came to the most. It was also here that King Leonidas came when the gathering they wanted was too large for the Sparta Estate to handle.


She turned as the older Spartan Demetrius walked in from the rear kitchen. Gallais thanked the gods for many things in the last quarter century of her life. Her rescue from the hell that was Enurrua; the demand for the delicious ancient Lycavorian foods only she could make; the joyful lives her only remaining son and daughter had found; but she thanked the gods far more frequently for this chiseled old Spartan who had swept her off her feet. Ten years they had been together now, and the moment Demetrius had claimed her as his mate, all she had endured in her three nearly four thousand years of life was washed away. It had started with them purchasing the vacant building next to his rebuilt café and then expanding and combining the two and working together nearly every day for six years to build it into what it now was. She watched him with loving eyes as he came up to her reading from the data pad.

“Andro and the others left the Type II just moments ago.” He spoke looking up at her. “They should be over the city in a few minutes.”


Gallais nodded. “Everything is ready for them.” She spoke with a smile.


Demetrius looked at her smile and the natural beauty of this woman took his old breath away as it always did. “What?” He asked as he stopped in of her.

Gallais shook her head and reached up with her hand to stroke his weathered face. “It is nothing… I just… I never thought I would have the happiness I have now Demetrius. You have given that to me.”


Being the typical Spartan that he was, Gallais laughed as he waved his hand dismissively, but she saw the glint of love in his eye that was always there when he looked at her. “I would have been a fool to let another Alpha claim your beauty for his own.” He spoke. “I have been called many things in my three thousand two hundred years… stupid has never been one of them.” He stepped up to her and kissed her deeply. “It was the smartest thing I have ever done.”


Gallais gripped his shoulders. “Yes it was.” She said confidently. “However you forgot to lower the Circle of Horns!”


Demetrius’s eyes flew open and he released her, nearly running over to stand by the long bar and slamming his hand down on the control panel. He and Gallais both moved to the large window and centered their eyes on the clearing only a hundred meters away. The massive flower like object was beginning to lower the huge arms that wrapped around it in a circle. The arms extended to join the three that were already down, each of them with a Nehtes buried into the hub of the cork like center. 


The millions of citizens within Sparta knew the significance of this object for they were the ones who had requested it be built by overwhelming consensus. They knew their King had a Union to rule, a Union of thousands of planets and trillions of lives, therefore he could not be within the confines of Sparta all the time. Apo Prime was the capital of the Lycavorian Union, and no one wanted that changed. However, once Martin had decided his family would spend six months of every year within Sparta, the idea for this object had sprung up. There were five inner rings, and fourteen outer rings signifying the five Queens of the Union and Sparta and the fourteen children they had bore their king. The center ring belonged to the King. His Royal Nehtes was standing up from that center ring, while the Nehtes of Isabella and Dysea also were protruding from the cork like center of two of the five inner rings. This told all who saw it that the King and two of his Queens were in Sparta for their six month stay. This day would bring the rest of the Royal Nehtes home and then the entire Royal family would be home.


“How soon do you think?” Gallais asked softly as Demetrius took her hand in his.


“Not long. Elynth is leading them and they will be hard pressed to keep up with her.” Demetrius spoke. “Andro loves Sparta and he is bringing his new mate with him as well. He will want time to pass quickly so that he can claim her and feel her warmth next to him as I feel yours.”


Gallais laughed and squeezed her mate’s arm. “You men are so bad.” She spoke.


Demetrius smiled. “Perhaps we are. But we know a good thing when it walks into our lives. And this young Sadi walked into his when he was still an infant. He has waited a long time for this.”


“Yes he has.” Gallais spoke.


Both of them jumped when they heard the powerful whistle from above and then the Nehtes slammed into the cork center of the ring next to Dysea’s. 


“It is Aricia’s! It’s begun! Come!” Demetrius gripped her hand as the horn sounded throughout the entire city and they moved for the door as hundreds of others began to pile into the streets.  


Sadi’s eyes were open wide in the thrill of what she was experiencing. It had been the most exciting ride of her lifetime from the moment they had plunged out of the Type II. Her eyes were tightly shut as they plummeted what had to be four thousand feet before leveling out, her hands nearly digging furrows from Androcles arms, even through his armor. When she opened her eyes, what she saw took her breath away. Bright sunshine, sparse clouds and the green of the ground beneath them.


She felt Andro’s hands grip hers.


“You can let go KertaGai.” He said next to her ear. The rush of the wind was almost muted because of their psychic shield she knew and she could only hear soft whispers as they sped across the landscape beneath them.


Sadi shook her head. “Andro… I…”


“Trust in me Sadi.” He spoke.


Sadi had taken a deep breath then and done as he asked. Now she was so very happy she had. The feeling was unlike anything she could have imagined, and she rapidly grew more and more comfortable, knowing that she would not fall with her legs so securely held to the saddle. She felt a moment of fear when Andro’s hands dropped from around her waist and rested on his thighs, but that passed almost instantly as the sheer enormity of what she was doing hit her. Sadi was not known as a reserved pilot, many instructors commenting how she could take a ship right to the very edge of her abilities. She was a natural pilot they all said, and now riding on Elynth, Sadi felt freer than ever before. Within moments she was sitting tall in the saddle and like Andro, her hands rested on her thighs. Even when Elynth rolled over several times so that Andro could check the progress of the hatchlings and adolescents, she felt no fear and now she understood what Bren meant by Andro never taking interplanetary transportation. Who would want to when you had Elynth?

Sadi’s eyes grew wide when she saw Sparta approach quickly in the distance. Even from their height of ten thousand feet the city was enormous. The helmet implant crackled and she heard Andro’s voice in her ear.


“Mothers… would you do the honors first?” He spoke turning to look at where Aricia, Anja and For’mya were flying side by side.


Aricia laughed. “Then let’s drop to a three hundred feet and do it my son. Your mothers and I grow impatient to see your father.”


“Ain’t that the truth?” Anja barked out.


Andro laughed as well. “As you command mother!” He spoke. Elynth my sister… if you would?


Elynth roared into bright sky. Here we go!


Sadi felt euphoria as they once more plunged down, Andro turning in the saddle to maintain contact with his sibling’s smaller adolescent dragons. It took only seconds and then they were at three hundred feet above the ground and rocketing over the tree tops at nearly two hundred kilometers an hour, which was as fast as Andro wanted to go with the smaller dragons following. They were able to keep up mainly by remaining in the wake of their larger siblings and almost being pulled along as they had been trained by their parents.

Sadi watched Andro reach down and pull one of the Nehtes from the side of his saddle and fully extend it as they sped over the tops of the edge of Sparta. He looked at her. “It is a ritual of sorts for us.” He spoke his voice carrying easily through the comlink. “The people of Sparta came up with the idea. Whenever we return for our six months we all plunge our Nehtes into this contraption that was built to signify we are within the city limits or Gytheio.” He turned. “Mother would you take the lead! We’re coming up on Gallais’s Retreat!”


Aricia smiled under her helmet, her Nehtes fully extended, and Isheeni pulled ahead of Elynth with Aurith and Miath not far behind. They formed into a single line and Sadi then saw Aricia throw her Nehtes downward powerfully until it disappeared from sight. Anja and then For’mya quickly followed suit. She could just barely hear the noise of a horn going off below them as she watched Andro lift his arm and thrust his Nehtes downward. Sadi turned her head to see his remaining older siblings doing the same thing, and last was Eliani who immediately after throwing hers towards the ground reached behind her and unraveled the roll behind her. Five much smaller Nehtes rolled off the saddle and Sadi watched as Andro, his mothers and Lisisa caught them within their TK grip, pointed them straight down and use their TK power to thrust them downward in rapid succession. Sadi could hear the horns sounding easily now, as well as the roar and clapping of what appeared to be hundreds of people lining the streets below from what she could see. She felt the swell of pride race through her, as well as the one that coursed through Andro’s body as well.

Last one to Thermopylae collects the Nehtes! Aricia’s voice boomed out within Mindvoice.


Sadi’s head turned quickly and she saw the three Queens crouch lower in the saddle and their dragons rocketed away heading north.


Ah let them go! Lisisa called out. We’ll never catch Isheeni!

Andro laughed and nodded his head. All of you go! I’ll be last. I want to show KertaGai the path grandfather took to Thermopylae from the air before we land.

Sadi watched as his siblings nodded and changed course quickly moving away with the smaller dragons in tow headed north. She turned her head and looked at him as his arms snaked around her waist and pulled her close against his body.


[Mindvoice Shielded] [Andro?]

Androcles smiled at her. [I just wanted to have a few minutes alone before we arrive.] He spoke. 

 
[You must wait until the Senate gathers before you see each other again KertaGai. It won’t be long.] Elynth said as she lazily turned them northeast and climbed a little higher.

[How long?] Sadi asked relishing in his aura as it swept over her and placing her arms over the top of his.


[Two days.] Andro answered.


[Two days Andro?] She gasped.


[Don’t worry… it will pass quickly.] He told her. [Besides… you have classes you still need to attend. You graduate in six months remember?]


Sadi took a deep breath and nodded. [What then Andro? I will be assigned to the fleet.] She said.


[Then it would depend on you my love.] He said softly. [Captain Sa’sur has expressed an interest for you to remain with us on the SCIMITAR. I had nothing to do with it, but she contacted Admiral O’Connor herself and asked about you. Apparently what she heard was enough to have her make room for you on our ship in the rotation. It would not disrupt any preset schedules of other ships and fleets. The other option, since my command is based on Earth, you can fill a position either as Arrarn’s co-pilot or within the Union Fleet based here.]


[And what would you want me to do?] She asked.


[I will not lie to you KertaGai. I never want to be apart from you.] He answered. [This is a decision you need to make. Whatever you feel is best for your career.]


[You will accept anything I decide?] She asked him, his words filling her with love.


Andro nodded. [I do not want a puppet Crown Princess Sadi. You know that. My father and mothers are apart frequently, and their love has only grown through the years. Once I claim you as my mate… once you are in my blood… it will not matter. You will be mine then and I will not need to worry about another Alpha making a claim for you.]


[As if I would let that happen!] Sadi exclaimed.


Andro laughed. [Hey… you never know.]


[Andro stop being so male!] Elynth chided him with a chuckle.


[Do I have to decide now?] Sadi asked.


[No. We will be here for six months now. You could finish your requirements here and we could spend as much time together as we like and it will give you time to discover what you want.] He replied.


[I want you Andro.] She said quickly.


[That will happen soon enough.] He said with a grin. [Let’s get through the next few days and the torture of meeting my entire family. After I claim you… they will not see us for three days.]

Sadi grinned. [Still holding to that three day thing huh?]


[I never break a promise KertaGai.] He answered.


[Well… I look forward to seeing and feeling that.] Sadi announced. [I don’t suppose I could sneak away huh? Just to stay with you at night?]

[That is entirely up to you.] Andro spoke. [If you are looking for me to say no… it won’t happen.]


[Now that I have found you Andro… I want to spend as much time together as we can.] Sadi said.


[As do I.] Andro replied. [As do I. Elynth go!]

Sadi let out a small yelp of surprise as Elynth cranked them into a tight turn and they headed north.

THERMOPYLAE

Sadi stared into his face remembering the last time she had seen him. The flames from the burning Island Palace had lit his face and eyes making them appear to glow. He was so overpowering, and Sadi knew without a doubt where Andro got it from. They had landed on Elynth to see Andro’s smaller siblings burying their father in a mass of arms and legs as they rolled along the ground. Men and women were in small groups embracing and kissing in greeting. There must have been a hundred men and women and as Andro helped her down from the saddle, Sadi felt her heart slamming into her chest. When his eyes settled on her, he set the little girl she knew as Retta down and watched her scamper towards someone else before moving to stand in front of her.

Martin smiled from under his helmet as he looked at her, and Sadi was amazed at the sense of peace that flowed from him.


“I believe I told you we would see you again.” Martin spoke as he took her hands in his.


Sadi’s eyes went a little wider as his words to her that night came rushing back. We will see you in the future Sadi, daughter of Vorilas. “You… you knew then as well?” She asked.

Martin nodded as he leaned over and placed his cheek next to hers even though they both wore helmets. “Welcome Sadi.” He whispered before pulling back and looking at her again. “I understand you have never been to Earth or Sparta before.”


Sadi shook her head as Andro’s hand slipped into hers and he stepped close to her. “No sire… no I haven’t.”


“Ok… first thing is first.” He spoke holding up his finger. “None of this Milord crap! I get enough of that with everyone else, and my family is not going to call me that.”


Andro chuckled. “He’s very sensitive.” He spoke.


Sadi smiled as she looked at him. “That will take… that will take some getting used to.” Sadi told him.


Martin nodded. “Probably… but you’ll have a long time to get used to it once you let Andro claim you.” He stepped closer. “That is what you want as well isn’t it?” He asked. “Please tell me yes so I don’t have to listen to him moan about it anymore.”


Sadi chuckled and pulled Andor’s hand close to her chest. “Yes Milor… yes Martin Leonidas… that is what I want. So very much.”


Martin grinned. “Outstanding!” He exclaimed. He looked at Andro with a smile and Sadi stood beside them as father and son embraced. “Damn glad you are home boy.” Martin said.

Andro smiled as he squeezed his father. “I am as well.” He spoke.


Martin took his arm and Sadi’s gently. “Ok… let’s get you introduced to everyone and get that painful process over with so we can go eat. You know how cranky I get when you make me late for dinner.”


Sadi couldn’t help but laugh at the expression on Andro’s face at his father’s words and as he took her arm and started drawing her towards the multitude of people in front of her, Sadi realized that her life was about to change considerably. 


And that did not frighten her in the least.

