CHAPTER THIRTY
HADARIA

ROYAL ESTATE


Eurin and Zaniai watched as the three Durcunusaan soldiers led them down the tunnel, Eurin trying her best to keep up to their determined long legged strides. She still wore her night clothes, the Durcunusaan appearing out of the darkness of her bedchambers like otherworldly apparitions and ordering her to come with them without so much as an explanation.


It had been a trying two and a half days since that awful moment in the Arch Ministry’s Chamber. Eurin could not believe what her eyes had seen. She did not want to believe it. She refused to believe it, and she had spent the last two and a half days scrambling to find out how Buonau and the others had accomplished such a vile and heinous event. Zaniai had kept her in the loop as much as possible about what the Arch Ministry was doing, but even he was being shunned in many aspects. They had confined Anja to the Royal Estate and Sivana to hers and Belen’s home while they began an intense review of everything Anja and Sivana had done in the last twenty-five years. Eurin had been beside herself trying to discover how Rinard had been able to seduce Anja in such a way. She never imagined for a moment that Anja was capable of such action. She knew her to be perhaps the more sexually adventurous of Martin Leonidas’s Kings, but certainly she would never act in such a way. She loved Martin Leonidas and her fellow Queens far too much. 

Yet Eurin had seen the footage of the security videos. She had seen all of them, including the one Martin had not seen, with Anja servicing four different men at once, and appearing to be enjoying it immensely. It had been horrible to watch, and Eurin could only tell herself it was all untrue and just a horrible dream somehow. Eurin had been chosen within the first few hours to act as the liaison between the Arch Ministry and Elder Council towards Anja at the palace. They would tell her when they expected Anja to come before them again to answer the charges that had been brought against her. No matter what Eurin did, the evidence presented was damning to the extreme. The security videos had been reviewed by the finest electronics men and women on Hadaria and pronounced very authentic by over a dozen experts. The Elder Council and the Arch Ministry was moving very fast now, and with Buonau providing them details on almost everything Anja had done over her reign as Queen, she was rapidly building a case against her. 
Eurin could not believe that Buonau desired power so much as to go this far, but she was witnessing it with her own eyes. She knew Buonau hated Anja and Sivana for their actions in willingly drawing the Hadarian people further and further away from the more conservative and restraining practices of their past. Practices that were monitored and controlled by the Council of Hadarian Elders. Practices that for the most part many of the younger generation of Healers had let fall to the wayside as they followed their petite but fiery and beautiful Queen into the future. Anja had brought passion to the ranks of the Healers and Mage Warriors, and it was common to see those same Healers and Mage Warriors now participating in very intense training exercises with the men and women they would be called upon to heal. Living with them, training with them, forging friendships and sometimes even relationships. In doing this, every year that went by, the Elders lost more power within the fabric of Hadarian society for these Healers would spread these new ideas and ways of doing things among their own friends and family when they came back to Hadaria to Ascend or just to visit. Eurin knew this disturbed many of the Elders, but she never imagined they would go to this extent to regain their lost power. Power and influence that they had begun losing, for the most part, the moment that Anja and Sivana’s father King Yelu had come to power.

The rumors were rampant across all of Hadaria now. Almost everyone now knew that Martin Leonidas had departed within minutes of Anja appearing before the Arch Ministry. Rumors were starting to come out now as to why this was, and why Queen Anja had not been seen in almost three days. Rumors of the security videos were also starting to stir and Netnews reporters were beginning to skulk about looking for information. Not surprisingly it appeared no one within the Arch Ministry had any intention of curbing the rumors. Eurin had watched Anja slumped on the floor of the Ministry Chamber, the tears pouring from her jade eyes as Martin walked out of the chamber, the anger pouring from him in waves so apparent that even someone with no Lycavorian blood in them could detect it. It had happened so quickly, no one had really recovered until after he had already left the planet. As Sivana and Eurin held a distraught Anja between them, looks of stunned knowledge on their faces, the Arch Ministry ordered that Anja be confined to her home while a formal investigation was begun. They were going to determine if Anja was indeed culpable in the death of Mage Warrior Seanna and whether she had acted with conscious thought in letting Seanna die to hide her sexually deviant behavior from being publicly brought to light. They were also going to try and determine if Anja and Sivana had willfully disregarded their positions as Queen and Princess in political matters by not including the Arch Ministry and Elder Council in decisions they had made. While Eurin herself knew they had no real power to do this, Anja was in no position to argue with them. 
The Hadarian Elder Guard that served the Elders had set up a perimeter around the estate, insuring that Anja would not leave. There had been a confrontation with the Durcunusaan force under the command of Belen at first, and it wasn’t until after six of the Hadarian Elder Guard were nearly killed trying to enter the grounds of the Royal Estate, that they were called off and told to establish a perimeter around the outside of the palace grounds and insure Anja complied with the confinement order. Elder Buonau had stepped into that temporary void quickly and taken charge and Eurin had no doubts she was directing the investigation as well as everything else that was happening. That Buonau was making a concerted attempt to usurp Anja’s rule was obvious to anyone who was paying attention. What frightened Eurin the most was the fact that no one seemed to be protesting what she was doing in any way.

Eurin looked around the tunnel once more, trying to determine where they were. She had never seen this tunnel before, or the men that were escorting her. She knew they were not part of the normal detachment of Durcunusaan that guarded the palace and Anja when she was here. She had no idea where she was to be honest. The Lifter that they had escorted her to had been blacked out so she could not see where they were going to. They had made one stop to pick up Zaniai, who was also in a state of shock, before they continued on. That two Durcunusaan members had removed him from his home as well was all he was able to tell her before they were told politely but firmly to remain quiet until they reached their destination. A moment of indecision flashed across Eurin’s mind then as she and Zaniai walked. Was Elder Buonau bold enough to make her and Zaniai disappear? They were both staunch supporters of everything Anja and Sivana had done through the years, and both of them had been trying vigorously to find out more information about what was happening for the last two days. No one would give them any answers as Buonau had declared a complete blackout on any information in regards to the investigation or how it was proceeding. Could these new Durcunusaan troops be pulling them from their homes to protect them in some fashion?
Looking up at the ceiling of the tunnel as she walked Eurin stumbled in her night clothes, but the Durcunusaan soldier walking next to her reach out quickly and kept her from falling on her face with a gentle grip that was surprising. The small group came to a halt then and Eurin grasped the man’s arms and looked at him through the helmet he wore. His blue eyes bright and alert and filled with respect.

“Forgive us Divine One.” He spoke gently. “We are moving too fast for what you wear. We will slow our pace. It isn’t much further, just around the corner up ahead.”

“Where are we going?” Eurin asked him quickly. 

“All will be known in a short while.” He answered as he held her arm now and urged her forward.
Voices could be heard as they moved closer to the corner and Eurin recognized Sivana’s voice easily. Sivana was like her sister in almost every way, and backing down from someone was not something she would do willingly. Her eyes went wide as she came around the corner and saw her.

“What is going on?” Sivana screamed once more. “You tell me why you have brought me here? Where is my husband?”

“The others have joined us Princess.” The stoic faced Durcunusaan troop replied. “We can make our way forward now!”

“I want to know what is going on right now!” Sivana hissed. “Where is my sister? Tell me where Anja is right now!”

“Sivana?” Eurin gasped causing her to turn.

“Eurin!” Sivana gasped as she turned and saw her and then rushed over to her and they embraced quickly.
“Sivana what is going on?” Eurin asked. “These men… they came and took us from our homes in the black of night! I have never seen them on Hadaria before. They…”

Sivana nodded. “They came for Belen and me too?” She said. “They took Belen Eurin. I don’t know where they have taken him. I…”

They turned at the deep rumbling sound and watched as the thick steel wall in front of them began to open and take the shape of a door as it began to slide open with ease. As it got past the half way point, they saw Belen standing with his father Atropos, both of them wearing their standard uniforms and Belen now carrying his weapons very openly. Sivana’s eyes flew open.

“Belen!” She gasped rushing forward. Sivana felt relief wash over her as her husband’s aura swept across her senses and embraced her. She gasped softly as he nuzzled her cheek and neck and gripped her tightly with one arm. It amazed her how he could do this to her now that she was part wolf, but she relished every time he pulsed her with his aura. She pulled back quickly and looked at him. “Belen… husband… what is going on?”
“I apologize for frightening everyone, but it had to be done in this way.” Atropos spoke in a firm but gentle tone.

Sivana looked at him with anger returning to her eyes. “What had to be done this way?” She popped. 

“Sivana!” Belen retorted.

“What?” Sivana snapped. “You are keeping even me out of the loop father! As if… as if I can’t be trusted.” Sivana said firmly turning back to Atropos even though small tears could be seen in the corner of her eyes. 
Atropos looked at Sivana as she stopped talking and reached up to wipe the tears from her eyes. He smiled and moved closer to her, his normally stern dark eyes becoming soft and welcoming whenever he looked at her. Anja’s sister and Princess of Hadaria she may have been, but since the day his son had turned her to save her life, Sivana had acted as if she had been Lycavorian from birth. She had begun calling him father many years earlier because in her eyes his age and wisdom deserved that respect, and as Belen’s wife Atropos had treated Sivana as he had his two daughters. 

“I serve Anja Leonidas.” Atropos spoke softly as Sivana looked at him. “I have served her since that day in Sparta when the King restored my honor. She is the High Guardian of my young children as you well know. I will always serve her Sivana, no doubts, and no questions. You have been part of my family for so long, loved my son and our ways, and honored them without question. You, more than anyone here, you know what security is. My son and I have taught you this.”

Sivana looked at him her eyes moist and she finally shook her head. “I know… I just hate not knowing what is going on.” She stated softly. 

Atropos smiled and leaned over to kiss her cheek softly. “All will be revealed within a few moments.” He spoke. “It is not a trust issue Sivana… you know that. Not with you or those with you.”

Sivana nodded. “I know.”

“And what is going on?” Zaniai asked now. “You pull us from our homes in the middle of the night and bring us here. Where is here?”

Atropos smiled as he looked at him. “We are under the palace.” He answered reaching out and squeezing Sivana’s arm firmly, reassuring her with his touch. 

Eurin’s eyes grew wider. “Under the palace?”

Atropos nodded. “Three hundred meters under the palace to be exact. The tunnels you see around you all lead out to different portions of the city and the countryside. Some end only a kilometer away, while others extend for many kilometers and join with other bunkers like this.”

“Bunkers?” Zaniai spoke. “There were never any bunkers under the palace. It is built on a single slab of Lava Granite Phospherate. The hardest stone known to exist on Hadaria.”

Atropos nodded. “Indeed. That is why it took four hybrid dragons six months to finally burn through it with their superheated breath. It took us five years to build this underground complex in secret. No one outside of the Durcunusaan knows it exists except for those eight Amarian engineers who designed it and the other four bunkers off world. That group now includes you. They are spread out now among the bunkers with their families maintaining them. A similar bunker is built under the palace on Elear and Apo Prime and one under the villa on Earth. All built by the same team of engineers and four dragons. The one on Apo Prime has been completed the longest, this one only three years ago.”

“Atropos…?” Eurin spoke. “Atropos what is going on?”

Atropos met her eyes and a smile softened his usually stern and unreadable face once again. “I told my Queen not so long ago that she and the other Queens have come to think they can predict everything Martin does. I told her to step back for a moment and look past what they have come to expect from him and look into the place they don’t go to anymore. I told her they would find a very different Martin Leonidas.” He said. “Anja told me she would think about what I said. Anja took my words to heart it seems.”

“What do you… what do you mean?” Eurin asked.

“Did you know… did you know that both Martin Leonidas and Anja were members of perhaps the most elite unit of soldiers in the entire world on Earth? They were feared by all for their cunning and ability to come and go like ghosts. For their ability to adapt and change to suit the mission requirements. And for almost never failing in a mission and its objectives. Anja… Anja finally realized this and she and Martin came up with a plan.”
“A plan?” Zaniai spoke.

Atropos turned. “Come… she is waiting.”
“Wait?” Eurin exclaimed. “Anja is here?”

Atropos nodded with a smile. “Divine One you did not think those fool Elder Guard Militia would actually be able to keep Anja Leonidas penned up somewhere she does not want to be did you?”

“But in the Chamber?” Eurin gasped. “Martin… he…”

Atropos smiled again. “Come... you will see for yourself.” He said turning and moving into the doorway. “Be mindful of the four steps down into the circle.”

Sivana held tightly to Belen’s hand as he walked with her. “Belen… what is happening?”

Belen smiled and squeezed her hand. “Have faith my wife and mate.” He whispered to her. “Everything is not always as others see. You must look beyond what your eyes can see. Especially when they are not friends to those who are family to us.”
Sivana allowed him to help her down the steps and then she was beside the others as Atropos began to walk along the circular hallway. They could see other Durcunusaan members moving along the smooth corridors going in and out of other doors. All of them armed and none of them were members of the Guard Force for the palace above them. They had not walked very far before they heard the laughter of children echoing along the walls. As they drew close to the large archway entrance that Atropos seemed headed too Sivana looked at Belen as the laughter of the children’s voices grew louder.
“That is Retta!” She declared recognizing her niece’s voice.

Belen nodded. “Yes… I do believe it is.”

Sivana saw where they were heading and she broke away from Belen’s grasp and rushed to the doorway. She skidded to a halt just inside the archway at what she saw, her eyes wide and she let out a small yelp of surprise.

Anja turned from where she was sitting on the edge of the couch and holding the mug of coffee in her hands. She was dressed in a casual light blue pantsuit that accented her petite but very curvaceous body.
“They’re here Lover.” She stated confidently. 

“Jeez! It’s about time! I’m running out of stories to tell.” Martin exclaimed from within the transmission.

Eurin and Zaniai moved up next to Sivana and saw the massive holo image of Martin, Retta and Calyb along the spotless white wall. Martin was sitting on the couch in their quarters on the SPIRIT, Retta and Calyb on either side of him. Mara and Endeem could be seen sitting leisurely on the floor in front of the couch. Anja got up and set her coffee on the low knee high table before moving over to where Sivana and the others stood and taking one of Sivana’s hands and one of Eurin’s hands.
“You’ll never run out of stories papa!” Retta spoke happily behind her from within the transmission. “Momma says you can’t stop talking.”

“Is that what she says now?” Martin asked with a grin looking at Anja in the transmission as he nuzzled Retta’s head.

“Retta… you weren’t supposed to tell your father I said that.” Anja commented in an embarrassed tone of voice as she pulled a stunned Sivana and Eurin into the room further, Zaniai following his own eyes wide.

Martin laughed and leaned over to nuzzle the top of his daughter’s head once more. “Go get ready for bed.” He told them. “We’ll get in early tomorrow and you need to go to school still.”

“Papa!” Retta announced. “That is so unfair.”

“Why can’t we visit Andro?” Calyb asked.

“You can’t visit your brother because Nara, Deion and Bryon will be in school and you will be too.” Martin answered lifting Retta off the couch easily and setting her on the floor. “Momma and I need to talk so… Mara, Endeem, make sure they brush their teeth and then go to bed.”

The two dragon hatchlings rose to their full height, bobbing their heads up and down while Mara pushed her large head towards Martin. Sivana and the others saw Martin chuckle and nod. 

“Ok… but only one story and not too long.” Martin spoke. “Now go!”

“Only one story you two!” Anja declared as she released Sivana and Eurin’s hands and looked back at the holoimage. “Listen to your mothers, both of you and I will see you as soon as I can. And do not neglect your studies!”

“I love you momma!” Retta exclaimed.

“I do too!” Calyb echoed before they both raced from the large main room.

They watched as the dragon hatchlings scampered after Retta and Calyb and Martin got to his feet. “Better tell them everything that is going on when we are finished Red.” He spoke as he moved to the ever present coffee dispenser. “They look like they are about to stroke out.” He stared into the image disc on the SPIRIT, his dark eyes never leaving Anja’s face. 
“I will.” Anja said softly.

“Ok… let’s have it. How far have things progressed?” Martin asked.

“She has confined me to the estate and the Arch Ministry is supposedly in secret session and trying to figure out what to do with me.” Anja replied as Atropos nudged the others fully into the room and motioned for them to take seats. Eurin and Zaniai still had looks of shock on their faces, but only Eurin and Zaniai chose to sit. “She’s moving much faster than we had anticipated, which tells me she had things in place long before now.”

“Secret Session my ass! They know exactly what they are doing.” Martin spoke as he moved back from the dispenser with a steaming mug of coffee. “She hasn’t cared very much for you or Sivana ever since you took power Red. You know that. In a way it doesn’t surprise me in the least.”

“Well… I don’t particularly care for her sorry ass either.” Anja barked. “They are going forward with the investigation. Buonau will try and have me dismissed as Queen over these charges, I can feel it Lover. It is becoming readily apparent that is what she is pushing for and she seems to have quite a following Martin. She just may succeed.”

Martin nodded slowly. “We talked about this possibility Anja.” He said.

“I know… but that doesn’t mean I have to like it.” Anja spoke. “Or allow it to proceed unhindered if I can stop it. They will undoubtedly demand that Eliani return to Hadaria without Nyla and Malic, to interrogate her I’m sure.”

“And Eliani will promptly tell them where to go and how to get there.” Martin said with a grin. “Not to mention what to do when they get there.”

“I don’t want her coming here.” Anja said. “Keep her with Andro. She is too volatile and will only lash out to protect me. That could do more damage than good, she has become too much like Andro and Lisisa when it comes to family. Besides… she is needed more with Andro in case something happens. Behind Sivana and me she is the most powerful Healer in the Union and she is needed more where she is.”

“She gets her temper from your side of the family you know?” Martin said looking at her. “I’m as mellow as they come.”

“Please… excuse me while I vomit.” Anja said with a grin.
Martin’s face sobered and he took a seat on the couch. “Anja… you do know you may have to initiate a Shining Path. Can you do that Red? I know… I know it will tear you apart but can you do it?”

Anja took a deep breath and nodded her head. “If I have too Lover… if I have too yes. I will do it.”

Martin nodded. He knew Anja would do as she said. In many ways she was nearly as tough minded as him and would only take so much shit before she starting shoving back. “Then I won’t mention it again.” 
“Will the two of you stop talking as if we are not here!” Eurin all but screamed. “And someone tell us what is going on?”

Anja turned and looked at her as Martin settled to the couch on the SPIRIT. “Eurin… we are having a conversation.” She said with humorous tones in her voice.

“I can see that!” Eurin barked. “Tell me why?” She looked at Martin in the transmission. “I saw you in the chamber! I saw how you acted!” Her eyes went to Anja. “And you? You were devastated! You… the tears!”

“Eurin… how long have you known me?” Martin asked softly.

Eurin looked at him from where she sat. “I do not need a lesson in the history we have together Martin Leonidas!” She spat.

“As long as you have known me… as much as you have studied our people. Lycavorians. You still do not understand do you?” Martin said.

“I understand that something is going on.” Eurin spoke heatedly. “You looked as if you were ready to…”

“Kill Anja.” Zaniai stammered finishing Eurin’s statement. “In the Ministry Chamber. Anja… your face… the tears…”
“It was staged!” Sivana gasped now from where she stood.

Anja looked at Martin in the transmission and smiled. “I told you practicing like we did could only make it better.” She said. “Now you owe me. Big time.”

“And I will happily pay up on that debt when I see you again.” Martin answered with a grin. “In spades.”
“Ohhhh… I can’t wait for that.” Anja said with a delightful shudder.

“You staged the whole thing!” Eurin said incredulous.

 “It was the only way to get our enemies to begin to reveal themselves and their plans.” Anja said returning her gaze to Eurin with unflinching confidence. She moved to the small half couch across from where Eurin and Zaniai sat and settled onto it easily. She held out her hand for Sivana, who didn’t hesitate and moved to sit next to her sister. “They had to think… they had to think that they accomplished what they were attempting to do. They had to think they had separated Martin and me.”
“Then… the security tapes?” Zaniai gasped. “They…”

“They are about as false as they come.” Martin snapped from the transmission. “And not even very good ones either.”
“Then you… you don’t believe them?” Zaniai asked hesitantly.

“Believe them?” Martin said with a chuckle. “You must be joking Zaniai. How could I believe something so obvious? Besides Anja is considerably more vocal in bed. Not to mention she doesn’t just lay there as the security footage shows.”

“Martin!” Anja exclaimed with wide eyes. “You don’t have to go into detail!”

Eurin looked at Anja with a stunned expression. She and Martin were trading one-liners right now, trading them back and forth as they had done for the last twenty-five years of their relationship and marriage, their comments laced with sexual innuendo and possessive tones. It was something she had seen often in the past, whether they were relaxing in the palace or preparing for battle against the Evolli. Anja was very much like him in that nothing seemed to faze her very much. At least not outwardly. “Anja?” She asked softly. “What is going on here?”
“As much as you have studied Lycavorian DNA and physiology Eurin… you more than anyone should know the security tapes they showed were forged.” Martin answered before Anja could.

Anja smiled gently as she looked at Martin in the transmission. “I could never cheat on Martin Eurin. Not only because I love him with every breath that I take, not only because no man could do to me what his touch does to me, but also because of my wolf physiology. It would be impossible for me to act in such a way as long as Martin is alive, as it would be for any of us. Dysea and For’mya included.” She spoke confidently.

“What?” Eurin gasped. “What do you mean?”
“Eurin… I’m part wolf.” Anja said. 
“I know that!” Eurin snapped impatiently.

“There is not a male Alpha wolf alive that could possibly illicit the type of reactions from me that you saw in those tapes. Martin is the most powerful Alpha wolf in the Union, Rinard doesn’t even come close. His pitiful aura, even at full strength, would have no effect on me in the least because my wolf blood calls only for Martin in that way. And it would always call for him and him alone while he lives. Dysea and For’mya as well.”

“While he lived?” Zaniai asked.

Anja nodded her head. “It was the natural state of things for Lycavorians long in the past. It allowed females to become receptive to other alphas, other males really, after the death of their mate. It insured the continuation of the species in the most basic of ways. That is one of the reasons Resumar thought it so vile when females came of age and were forced by the first male to reach them. It took emotion out of the equation. It is the main reason he began pulling the Lycavorians out of that train of thought and banished that practice. It is no different for any pureblood female Lycavorian wolf. Or those turned by powerful alphas. Sivana and Tarifa for example. Belen and Isra are among the strongest of alpha males among the Lycavorian species and their blood would not allow them to react in such a way with another male unless their mate was dead. When combined with the emotion of love, it’s virtually impossible for a female wolf to willingly act in such a way with another male. She would consider it an act of vileness and dishonor of the highest order to act in such a way. The female wolf would need to love the other male considerably more, or not love her mate at all, in order to act in this way. Why do you think there are so few instances of adultery in mainstream Lycavorian society within the Union itself?”

Sivana looked at Belen and then back to Anja. “You mean that you wouldn’t have said those things?” She spoke hearing these explanations for the first time. “Not that I believed for an instant you had Anja… but…”

Anja smiled. “I would be incapable of saying those things to Rinard, on top of the fact that I wouldn’t fuck him if he was the last man in the universe. That is the most disgusting thought I can picture. I may be sexually open and free Sivana but I do have my standards. And besides… the others and I have plenty of toys to keep us deliciously occupied with each other if Martin is not around. Not to mention Rinard does not compare to Martin in equipment either. Any of us would laugh at him if he pulled it out in front of us, before we cut it off that is.” She finished with a smile and flash of her teeth.
Martin’s eyes grew a little wider in the transmission. “Toys? Really?” He asked with a grin. “Is that what those…?”
Anja pointed at him. “Forget you ever heard that big boy. And the part about the toys.” She snapped playfully. “You’ll regret it if you don’t.”

Eurin looked at her. “I… I knew of what you speak Anja. I have heard many others say the same thing.” Eurin stammered. “I just… I did not… scientifically there was no basis for that thought. I never believed it. It seemed more an emotional thing to me.”

Martin smiled. “Well now you know. There is not a scientific explanation for everything that happens Eurin. You should know that by now.” He said. “I will never desert my Queens. Any one of them. Just as they could never betray me, I could never betray them. Our hearts and minds are entwined too deeply.”
“So everything in the chamber?” Zaniai asked. “It was all an act?”

Martin grinned. “Pretty good acting huh?” He spoke looking at Anja. “I knew I should have gone to Hollywood Red.”

Anja rolled her eyes. “As a porn star maybe.” She turned her head and looked at him as he opened his mouth to reply. “Don’t go there Martin Leonidas!” She scolded.

“What is this place Hollywood?” Zaniai asked.

Martin chuckled. “I have to go Red.” He stated getting to his feet. “Armetus put together an extensive overview of what options we have with Aikiro and the Coven. I want to examine it with him before we reach home. Pen enyla forn Red. Fill them in on what is going on, but you make sure you watch your ass. It’s too damn perfect to get shot off, and I like it just the way it is.”
Anja’s face beamed as she stared back at him in the transmission. “I love you too Marty. With every beat of my heart.” Anja spoke softly. Her face changed quickly. “You just keep that bitch away from our children as much as possible. I don’t want her corrupting them!”
Martin nodded. “Consider it done.” He stated. “I’ll contact you again in two days from Sparta.”

“Lover… you be careful. Now that we know some of what Aikiro is up too, she will become even more dangerous.” Anja said.
Martin nodded. “I intend too.” Martin’s eyes turned to Atropos. “Atropos?”

“Milord?” Atropos spoke alertly.

“Bold Shield.” Martin said simply.

Anja noticed that both Atropos and Belen became instantly more alert and she looked at her captain intently. That was a phrase even she had never heard of. Atropos nodded his head smartly. “Consider it done Milord.” He spoke.

“Anja… if you need anything, use our secure channel. Nothing over normal COMs.” Martin said.

Anja nodded turning back to his image. “I know Lover.” She said. “I kind of like you just the way you are too, so don’t do anything stupid.”

“Me? Do something stupid?” Martin exclaimed. “I will have you know that I am the epitome of calm and composed.”

Anja snorted. “When pigs fly maybe.” She spat. 

Martin smiled warmly is eyes locked on Anja. “I will talk to you in two days. Anja…?” He waited until her jade colored eyes were focused intently on him.  “No doubts Red. No doubts ever.” 
Anja nodded. “No doubts and no questions Martin. Ever.”

He smiled just before the transmission ended and the holoimage faded leaving nothing but the wall. Anja stared at the empty wall for a few moments more as if trying to feel even the smallest portion of his aura even over this distance. Her eyes closed for a long moment and she smiled to herself before turning from the transmission and looking at the others. “Well… now you know.” She said softly. “Now all we have to do is find a way to stop what Buonau is doing before she really fucks things up.”

“That… that will be easier said then done Anja.” Zaniai spoke quickly. “She is rapidly consolidating her power base.”

Anja nodded. “I know. We have to stall for time. Demand that the Arch Ministry allow you to interview these men in the video footage. Demand to search Rinard’s home. Pcillany’s home. I still have access to Seanna’s apartment on Apo Prime and I have people moving there now. General Vengal will arrive in three days with a company of his Drow Scouts to assist us. He is also the one who threw Rinard out of the Durcunusaan and I want a better explanation as to why then the one he provided to Atropos.”

“General Vengal?” Zaniai said coming to his feet now. “Anja there are few who do not know what role Vengal and his half-vampire Drow Scouts play within the Union military. Along with Mjolnir’s Hand and the Durcunusaan, they are the King’s fist. His very personal hammer.”

Anja nodded quickly. “Yes I know.” She said. “We need people who can move among the shadows and ask questions without really being noticed. They are the only ones who can do that and it is why we need them here. I requested them Zaniai. You saw Martin… you spoke to him. You don’t believe that I…”

Zaniai’s eyes went wide. “Never!” He hissed. “Fuleos is the one who got me to see the type of woman you were. I have seen the complete devotion between you and Martin and the others. I saw it between you and Seanna. No… I… you are not capable of such things. And you are right… we may very well need them.”

“Buonau will fight us on everything we request.” Eurin spoke.

Anja nodded. “Yes she will, but she will have no choice really. She may have much of the Arch Ministry in her pocket, but she can not change the constitution that quickly. We have a chance to stop her before she does too much damage.”

“Anja… what if we can’t?” Belen asked now. “She has obviously been planning this for some time. What if we can’t stop her?”
Anja met his eyes and then the gazes of the others. “You… you don’t want to know the alternative.” She spoke. “So let’s not think about that and start looking.” 
Sivana stepped forward. “Anja… sister… what exactly are we looking for?”

Anja grinned. “Oh that’s the easy part.” She said. “We’re looking for me.”


They all looked at Anja as if she had truly lost her mind.
THE WILDS
BELID
DEVIL’S BANE

KAVALIAN FLAGSHIP IN ORBIT
“…had our people here on the BANE going over all the data.” Pusintin was talking with Keleru in the holo transmission. “I brought two of our senior biogenic scientists just to be sure. Their consensus is the same as Phy’iad’s elf female.”
“It won’t work.” Keleru stated.

Pusintin shook his head. “Oh no… it will work.” He said quickly. “But considering that my brother is the one that turned her… we don’t know how long it will last which could pose a problem.” 

“Explain.” Keleru ordered.

“It has to do with the strength of the Lycavorian that turned them.” Pusintin spoke. “At least Phy’iad’s elf slut was right about that. The female that they captured lasted seventy-three minutes before her natural wolf healing system localized and then purged the chemical from her body, thereby making her immune to the effects of Immortals on normal female elves.” Pusintin leaned back in his chair. “The elf Queen was turned by my brother and because of that, it may very well make her immune immediately.”

“Because of the pureness of his blood. Like yours.”

Pusintin nodded. “It would be like trying to harness a rabid wolf.” He said. “The moment her system purged the chemical in the Immortal’s fluids, she would turn into a very lethal female wolf not at all happy about her situation. And we don’t know how long it would take.”
“This is not common knowledge Pusintin.” Keleru spoke.

Pusintin shook his head. “I know. I had never heard of this before Phy’iad told me. I asked the three vampire officers I have on my ship and they knew nothing about it. Apparently it is something the Immortals have known for several thousand years but never felt the need to bring to anyone’s attention and it is why they never intentionally tried to capture half breeds. They thought it was an anomaly when it was first realized because the percentage was so low. Once they discovered that it was related to Lycan and Elf pairings, and any female children or turned females would be like this they tried to avoid them. Any that were taken prisoner were used for a few hours and then had to be killed or beaten severely. In which case they were useless to begin with to the Immortals. It isn’t something that elves or Lycavorians have made common knowledge because our scientists say it is still somewhat new to them as well. They have known about it for many centuries but are still studying the effects.”
“So that part of our plan will not work.” Keleru said. “Not if she will react in this way. It could very well be counterproductive to the overall plan.”
“It doesn’t necessarily have to work the way we intended.” Pusintin said. “If it is not common knowledge, then perhaps the target is not aware of it either. We know for a fact that their female pilots and ground troops are cautioned against confronting Immortals in any way. If it is not common knowledge we can still use it as a tool, not to mention the more physical means of convincing her.”

Keleru was silent for a moment. “So it is still an option?”

Pusintin nodded his head. “I believe so.” He spoke. “It has to be her Keleru. It would give me firmer ground to stand on.”

Keleru nodded. “I agree. Can we confirm any of this information further?”

Pusintin nodded. “It is a question we can put to our lone contact.” He stated. “Is it worth the risk for you to order that?”

“The alternative is a long and drawn out war.” Keleru spoke. “I will make the necessary arrangements.”

Pusintin nodded. “Then I will take as much information in regards to this as Phy’iad can supply me and commit it to memory. As much as I am able.”

“The Immortal dogs will work for us?” Keleru asked.

Pusintin nodded. “I believe so. We are going to make it worth his while. At least for a time. Their unique skills could come in handy, and once we control The Wilds those skills will be needed.”

“We must keep them away from our regular troops.” Keleru said. “We know from that fool Gerald that he lost the half elf daughter near Yocetu. There is any number of worlds they could have gone too to hide in that sector and the adjoining sectors combined. Our ships from Nefoa have been spread out searching for one that has any sign of Immortal presence. Gerald is confining his search to within three sectors of Yocetu with instructions to contact the Kavalian commander if he finds them.”
“He is an idiot… but he does have his uses.” Pusintin said.

Keleru nodded. “And he will die like the others when the time comes.” Keleru got up within the transmission and moved to a large desk. “They have made hardly any mention of their confrontation with our ship in The Wilds on their Netnews.”
“That is surprising in and of itself.” Pusintin spoke. “There were no survivors on the DIATAGA?”

Keleru shook his head. “The fool commander fired on the vampire frigate while it resided within the shield arc of the Union flagship and carried the vampire Queen of the Union on it.” He said. “I am actually surprised the child queen didn’t destroy all of the ships. As it was, this LEONIDAS II-Class ship… this MJOLNIR’S HAND hit our DIATAGA with a concentrated broadside that completely overwhelmed their shields and blasted them to atoms. They never stood a chance.”
Pusintin’s eyebrows went up a little. “Really?” He spoke. “That would imply that their weapons systems are more advanced than we thought.”

Keleru nodded. “Those were my thoughts as well.” He said. “Unfortunately… as much as it angers me that this happened, I can not press the issue beyond asking for a formal apology and demanding reparations. They were targeting the vampire scum that attacked our delegation on their ship after all. To press beyond what would be politically correct would only draw suspicion.”

Pusintin nodded. “You did the right thing Keleru. If you make too much of an issue about it they will begin to wonder why. It will draw them into The Wilds more to discover why our ships were there to begin with. Then our presence there will start to illicit more attention and that is not something we want.”
“This business with Athani troubles me Pusintin.” Keleru said sitting down at the desk now.

“I have racked my memory to try and determine if I should have seen this coming, but I can remember nothing that stands out Keleru.” Pusintin spoke softly. “Jalersi would have seen the signs before anyone as her sister.”

Keleru nodded. “I do not hold you to blame Pusintin.” He stated. “It has forced me to denounce her publicly and now I have to deal with Qurot’s Pride over this issue. They are demanding to know how I allowed this to happen. I have also confined Jalersi to the embassy for the time being. She was not happy about that.”

“Keleru… you don’t think…” Pusintin began.

Keleru shook his head. “No… she would never betray me as Athani has done. She is too ingrained in our ways. Athani was always the one who rebelled. While it angers me greatly that this has happened, I should have seen it coming myself when I allowed her to visit with the Ancient Priestess. Demahra has disappeared as well it seems.”

“Disappeared? Where could she go? She is over a thousand years old.” Pusintin asked the question.

Keleru nodded his head. “Apparently she believes I would have come after her for not seeing these signs in my daughter and doing something to stop them. She is right of course… but I would not have killed her. Simply maimed her. I have ordered her home in the mountains destroyed, and all of her teachings burned, but one can never be too careful.” He said.
“You think she had a hand in Athani’s actions don’t you?” Pusintin asked.

Keleru nodded. “Outside of Jalersi… she is the only one Athani spent considerable time with in the last two decades. It has to be her. Where else would she have learned these fool ideas of choice and emotion? Who else but Demahra would be brave enough to put these ideas in my daughter’s head? She believes her age gives her some sort of special authority to shape the future of our young ones. When I find her I will teach her this is not the case.” Keleru looked at him oddly. “You sound angry with my daughter Pusintin. Has something happened?”

Pusintin shook his head. “When I spoke to her last she seemed distant and only wanted to question me about what I have been doing with my time. It was almost as if she was probing me for information. Trying to see if I have had other relationships.”

“She is still very angry about you having this other child from the vampire wench Yuri.” Keleru stated. “That much I do know. She was angry with me for not telling her.”
“She needs to get over that!” Pusintin spoke. 

Keleru nodded. “I agree… however I still must caution you that she will not understand if she discovers you have acted within our laws as any virile Kavalian man would and taken other females into your bed. Nor will she understand if she discovers our plan.”
Pusintin nodded. “I know. No one else knows about those times. I was smart enough to take precautions to not be discovered. And I have no intention of telling her what we are planning. At least not until it is over and done with.”

Keleru nodded slowly. “Good. I do not need my daughter slaughtering three or four of our females in a fit of jealous rage.”

“She will never find out.” Pusintin spoke. “Almost all of our teams are in place now.” He changed the subject not wanting to linger on talking about Jalersi as her actions and attitude was beginning to piss him off. “Three more will need another two weeks to fully be ready, but then all of them will begin their surveillance and training at their hidden locations.”

“All of them made it in undetected?” Keleru asked.

Pusintin nodded. “Yes. I told you training them as we did would one day benefit us.” He said.

Keleru nodded. “Yes you did. Their preliminary chances of success?”

Pusintin nodded. “Eighty percent or better on the three main targets, slightly less on the others due only to lack of intelligence about their whereabouts.”

“Speaking of whereabouts we have heard back from our agents in Coven space.” Keleru said. “I was going to wait until you returned here to inform you, but then this thing with Athani reared its vile head.” Keleru shook his mane, the graying blond hair moving gently with the motions. “I can not fathom why she would turn on me as she has done. And with the son of the Lycavorian King no less. If she is wise she will never show her face again, for I will insure she is sent to a labor camp and used as a whore for the rest of her days.” Pusintin remained silent as Keleru vented knowing that the Kavalian leader meant every word. Keleru took a deep breath. “As I was saying… our agents in Coven space. They were able to search the last of the locations where we believe the Coven may have taken their dragons. They watched the facility for a week and saw no sign of them.”
Pusintin got to his feet now. “I felt sure they had hidden them away at one of those three locations.” He stated.

“Not that it matters.” Keleru said. “We have upwards of five million T19 missiles in our inventory now. All of them very safe in storage bunkers where we believe they will use these dragons most of all.”

“Oh… I don’t question that.” Pusintin spoke. “It just surprises me that we have not been able to discover where they have gone. Yuri is on Earth, without her dragon, so they have not taken them there.”

Keleru looked at him with some surprised. “You considered that?” He asked.

Pusintin nodded his head. “It was one of many different scenarios I ran through my head. The Coven dragons could receive advanced training from my brother and his people that would have effectively neutralize the tactics we have learned from the Evolli in regards to the T19 use. It was a long shot… but seeing Yuri on Earth without her beast quickly set that particular scenario aside. And my brother would never do such a thing. Aikiro stole those dragons from him and he would not forgive that. Ever.”

“I have ordered our agents in Coven space to expand their search outward from each of these three planets and begin to make discrete inquires as to where their beasts have gone.” Keleru spoke.

Pusintin nodded. “I will be leaving here later today after telling Phy’iad what it is we seek.” He stated. “I should be back there in four days maximum. I intend to stop on Nefoa to review their deployments, but that will only be a few hours.”

Keleru nodded. “We should know more from Jiss and Matuarr by then in regards to what we asked them to investigate. When we initiate this plan of ours we will need to move very fast initially to keep the Union off guard.”
Pusintin nodded. “They won’t just roll over Keleru. You know that. Once it is discovered we were the ones who conducted the attacks they’ll hit us. And they’ll hit us hard. Harder than the Coven has ever hit us. We need to be prepared for that.”

Keleru met Pusintin’s gaze. “Oh… I know this. However… once we reveal the goal of our plan they will have no choice but to follow their own laws. If Jiss and Matuarr confirm that nothing has changed, then they will have to call off their military and let the people decide. It is written right in their constitution.”

“We are hoping.” Pusintin spoke quickly. “Two of our primary targets are making only sporadic appearances however. In order for this to work… we need to take out not only my brother, but both of my older nephews by the child Queen Aricia. They are the pure bloods. The others are of no large consequence and they will fall in line if they are told too. Denali Leonidas always comes with Lisisa when she meets him according to Karun, so he should not be a large problem. Karun, Timur and our security detail on Earth, combined with the assault team should be more than adequate to take him out of the picture. My nephew Androcles however, he will be tough to nail down.”

“Then we must find his Achilles Heel. As your brother’s weak spot is his feelings for his Queens, his oldest son will have a weak spot as well. We need to find it and exploit it.” Keleru spoke. “I will have Jiss and Matuarr broaden their work to include all the information they can get on this Androcles, including the blond female he has taken as his mate.”

Pusintin nodded. “That is probably a good idea.”

“Our attacks combined with the confusion our agent in the Union should provide will be more than enough to counter any moves by the Union leadership.” Keleru spoke. “We estimate at least two to three months of confusion before they fully realize what has happened and begin to recover. There will be confrontations no doubt, but they will be sporadic with no real central control. By then you will have completed your part in the plan and we will already have secured a foothold deep in their territory that they can not dislodge us from.”
Pusintin nodded his head confidently, his dark eyes cruel and unforgiving. “Once the cycle starts it will be nearly a one hundred percent guarantee. Once we make that announcement I can move quickly.”

“It is a superior plan Pusintin.” Keleru spoke. “When it is successful, our people will sing your name with honor and shower you with wealth.”

Pusintin waved that off quickly. “I don’t care about that.” He snapped. “My brother will be dead and when I finally rule the Union; my mother will follow him into hell’s flames.”

Keleru smiled. “An excellent plan indeed.” He stated calmly. “Contact me when you reach Nefoa. I will have more information to pass on to you then.”

Pusintin looked at Keleru in the transmission. “Keleru… Jalersi is…”

“I will talk with my daughter Pusintin.” Keleru told him holding up his hand. “This is not the time for her female sensibilities to begin raising their ugly heads. She is a Kavalian and she knows our laws. I will tell her to accept things as they are and move on.”

Pusintin nodded. “Thank you.”

“I will speak with you in two days when you reach Nefoa.” Keleru said.

BELID

IMMORTAL BASE

As’hia looked up when the door to her cell slid open and the small force shield dropped. She watched the huge Immortal enter the cell carrying several bundles in his hands. She had seen him several times since discovering he was working in tandem with Lynom. She did not trust him as completely as Lynom appeared to, but even though she had not yet managed to meet Lynom, everything he had told her up until now had come to pass. This Immortal did not talk very much, and As’hia had begun to wonder if he was even capable of talking. As’hia’s Spartan training allowed her to quickly approximate an opponent’s size and skill just from their body movements and language. She estimated this Immortal at six foot three or four, and even under his loose fitting clothes she determined he was incredibly muscular. The sheer strength contained in his body must have been incredible. Certainly enough to snap her in half with barely any thought. What she found interesting most of all was the fluidness of his motion and movements. He did not move like other Immortals, with the choppy almost predictable motions common to them. This one however, he moved with a fierce predatory nature, always constantly aware of everything around him it seemed. In complete and precise control of every limb of his body and what it was doing. He reminded her of many of the most senior and skilled vampire instructors in the Advanced Martial Combat Classes she had taken and the way they conducted themselves.

While they took no part in the initial Agoge that every Spartan went through, since Queen Isabella had taken her place at the King’s side, many of the advanced classes were now given by a combination of senior Lycavorian and vampire instructors. This combination made the graduates even more deadly in many opinions. As’hia had finished second in her Advanced Classes, taking to the lethal training like a fish in the water, and it had made both her mother and father bubble with pride as they listened to the praise from the senior Vampire instructor upon her graduation in front of nearly four thousand visitors and family members of the class of three hundred and sixty-five graduates.
Lynom had told her this Immortal was on their side, and that he worked with him. So far that had proven to be true, but As’hia had no trust of Immortals in the least, especially not now. She had killed the Immortal that broke her initially, the one who had turned her into a weak pile of whimpering flesh before him. She could remember most vividly how she had willingly thrust her hips back on him with enthusiasm and need, wanting nothing more than to feel him fill her with his come. She had called him Master several times and that more than anything disgusted her. She was no one’s possession. When her Lycavorian DNA had finally kicked in and purged his foul essence from her body, As’hia had run him through with her very own Nehtes, which he had carelessly left in the room. That act led to several hours of being beaten and then raped twice more, until the Immortal leader had called off his men and left her to lie on the dirty floor, bloody and broken. As’hia felt sure her life was over then. That was until Lynom’s soothing voice had erupted into her mind like a ray of sunlight.

First she had to rid herself of this Immortal and find Lynom so then they could escape.

As’hia what you are thinking? Lynom’s voice filled her thoughts.

I’m going to kill this Immortal you work with and then we are going to escape! As’hia answered immediately.

It came so easily now. Her Mindvoice skills before meeting Lynom had only been a low end Tier Four. Now she had felt her awareness and skill grow beyond anything she had ever sensed, and she knew it was because of Lynom. He was the most powerful Mindvoicer she had ever come across, even stronger than her mother, and somehow when he had established the link with her it had increased her skills beyond what she had been able to do.

As’hia… please do not. Lynom told her in an even voice.

You have access to a ship! We can leave this place! As’hia exclaimed.

It is not that simple Ssin'urn 'Anon. You must trust…

I can do it now! As’hia spoke as her fingers curled around the utensil the Immortal had given her to eat. She had filed it down to a needle like point and now she leaped off the floor intending to drive it into the back of the Immortal’s skull just above his left ear.
The rest and food the Immortal had given her the last four days had allowed her elven body to heal almost completely. She felt like she had regained all of her speed and strength. It would not have mattered had she been at peak health and primed for combat. As’hia blinked and the Immortal was gone from in front of her, the bundles dropping from under his arm. Her dark eyes grew wide as she could not stop her forward momentum and she crashed headlong into the steel wall with a grunt. She whirled around and saw the Immortal standing behind her now and her eyes grew large as she lifted the homemade Shiv. 

As’hia stop this before you are hurt! Lynom’s voice rang out in her mind.

As’hia lunged forward at the Immortal trying to stab him, but once more he vanished from in front of her. Just like a vampire when they blurred. As’hia turned with blistering speed, her eyes wide as they came to rest on the Immortal once more. He was gazing at her with those dark orbs, but surprisingly she saw no anger or cruelty in them. She saw humor. 

“What are you?” She hissed out. 
As’hia took a deep breath and used all of her elven and wolf speed in a final lunge at the Immortal. The beatings and rapes had taken too much out of her and she was no where near fast enough. The Immortal blurred once more and this time As’hia slammed hard into the wall behind him, the Shiv falling from her hand as she cracked her head on the unyielding metal. She whirled around, almost staggering and froze when she saw him staring at her again with that same humorous expression. As’hia’s eyes darted to the fallen Shiv and then back to the Immortal. She made one final lunge to get to the weapon and felt her fingers closing around the tool before she was jerked back to her feet and the large hand close around her fist. She gasped as she felt herself being lifted off the ground like a doll and braced for the savage impact she knew would come from being slammed into the wall behind her. The large hand closed around her throat and fist, but only enough to keep her from using the Shiv. The hand around her throat did not squeeze or try to crush her neck; it merely held her suspended eight inches off the floor as the Immortal pressed her against the wall gently.
Lynom! As’hia screamed out within Mindvoice as she closed her eyes and prepared to die.

“I told you not to attempt that Ssin'urn 'Anon.” Lynom’s voice spoke. As’hia’s eyes grew wide as she realized the sound echoed in her ears and not her mind. She stared at the face of the Immortal with his grayish colored skin and dark eyes. The bones spurs decorating the edges of his jaw were very prominent and his lips were somewhat thicker than normal Immortals. “You have not fully regained all of your combined elven and wolf speed and strength. If I had been anyone else, they would not have hesitated and they would have killed you. I would have been very upset.”

“Lynom?” As'hia gasped her eyes wide and her brain rebelling from this new knowledge. How could this be the vampire who had been helping her? It couldn’t be. He was an Immortal. “You… no! You are an Immortal!” As’hia shouted as she began to pummel his shoulder with her free hand. “No! Put me down! Let me go!”
Lynom was the second son of Cha’talla and Esther Suira. He had been given a vampire name by his parents in honor of his mother’s father, whom she had never known because the Empress had murdered him. It was custom among the Akruxian people for the males to name the children, especially the sons, and when Cha’talla had named him for the father of his Blessed Wife, Esther had cried for two hours straight. Like his older brother Tir’ut, he had led a hard life of training and schooling under his father and mother, but Lynom would trade it for nothing in this galaxy. His father worshiped the very ground his mother walked upon, and she reciprocated those same feelings back to him. They held nothing back from Tir’ut and himself as they grew, allowing them to find their own way under their firm guidance. He was almost a twin to his brother in looks, and had undergone six hours of surgery to alter his features to match what he looked like now. Cha’talla knew it would be the only way he would be able to infiltrate the mercenary group to begin with. This particular group of Immortals had drawn the interest of his father many years ago due to their savage nature within The Wilds. None of the members of Cha’talla’s tribe would be able to infiltrate them as completely as Lynom had because of their history. Lynom and his brother were not so limited. He had volunteered for this duty because it allowed his father to plan and keep an eye on Phy’iad’s group until the time was right to remove them as a threat to free men and women in The Wilds. 

Lynom, also like his brother Tir’ut, possessed all the massive strength of an Immortal and vampire combined. But like his brother he had also inherited the incredible ability to blur and wrap the shadows around himself like a vampire. It was something their mother had schooled them both on mercilessly as they grew so that they could use these skills to one day save their lives if need be. He abhorred being among these foul men, and it had taken all of his willpower to not succumb to the callousness and savagery they used when dealing with others. He had killed to maintain his cover within their organization, but thankfully none of those he had killed were innocents. The more time he spent among them however, the harder it became to hold onto who he was at his core. That was until As’hia had been captured. Now Lynom had a reason to continue on with his mission and bring these monsters to an inglorious end. And he would do it in order to protect this she-elf in front of him that stirred his blood like no other he had seen in the nearly two years he had been among Phy’iad’s group. And it would take even less time to undo the procedure he had endured to make himself appear like a normal Immortal and it was a day Lynom waited for eagerly. 

Lynom did the only thing he could think of to keep As’hia from losing her grip on reality that her connection to him had given her. He pressed his body close to hers, pinning her against the wall with only his chest and abdomen and gripping her face tightly in his large hand.
“As’hia!” He hissed loudly. The harshness of his voice caused her to stop whipping her head from side to side and look at him with wide eyes that were filled with fear now.

As’hia gazed at him, her whole body trembling in a potluck of emotions ranging from anger, to shame, to despair. Her heart raced madly, and she could not shift to her wolf form to tear him limb from limb with nothing but her claws and teeth. As he pressed closer to her, easily pinning her lithe figure to the coolness of the cell wall she felt the incredible warmth of his body through the clothes he wore. The haggard wrap that adorned her skin barely covered her body with any modesty, half of it now torn away so that one of her bare breasts was currently pushed against his incredibly broad chest. Her eyes grew even wider as she felt the heat from his body, quite unlike the cool skin of an Immortal, and her own body reacted in a way she did not expect. 
It reveled in the warmth that washed over her. 

As’hia had long ago passed through her Coming of Age, and she had been pulsed by many an Alpha wolf, and even bedded with several of them. None of them elicited the reaction she was now experiencing having the steel hard body of this huge Immortal pressed against her near naked flesh. Even the elven pilot whom she had gone on the trip to the resort to escape had never gotten this reaction from her. Her dark brown eyes were wide as she stared at him.
“Kill me!” She jeered. “I will never submit to you! Kill me now for if you don’t I will surely kill you!”

Lynom shook his head slowly and removed his hand from her throat to grasp her jaw and keep her head from moving. He took it firmly, but did not squeeze very hard. It was enough to keep her from speaking and moving her head.

“”I will not kill you!” He snarled. “And I do not expect you to submit to me! I am Lynom As’hia! It is me!”

“You lie!” As’hia growled savagely. “Lynom is a vampire! His mother is a pureblood vampire! He told me!”

“My mother is a pureblood vampire!” Lynom growled back at her. “And my father is a pureblood! He is… he is a pureblood Immortal.”

As’hia’s eyes grew wider at this. “You lie!” She barked. “No vampire would sleep with an Immortal let alone bear them children! It is a crime in the High Coven! Even I know that! You…”

“Silence woman!” Lynom finally rumbled loudly. He pressed closer to her, his lips only inches from hers, As’hia unable to move her head due to his powerful iron like grip. She thought his foul smell would overwhelm her wolf senses, but to her utter amazement she found the sweet scent of Amarian Willow Flowers wafting to her nostrils. It was a flower she had watched her mother raise in their home on Elear for it signified being reborn to the Amarian people whenever the flower bloomed. Her eyes watched as his lips curled back in a snarl, exposing the tips of his vampiric fangs. “My mother is Esther Suira and she is a Pureblood! How do you explain that I can blur? How do you explain I can move faster than you? Think As’hia! I could not tell you who I was before! You were still recovering from what they did to you! You…”
“What you did to me!” As’hia barked.

“No!” Lynom snapped. “I did no such thing! I could not stop what happened to you when you first arrived! I did not know who you were or that you were even here! I could not save your friends from being broken and I am sorry! I…”

“You tricked me!” As’hia snapped viciously. “You are nothing but a monster!”

“I SAVED YOUR LIFE!” Lynom roared now as anger flooded his veins. He easily heaved As’hia across the cell and watched as she hit the ground and rolled into the far wall with a rush of pain and the air leaving her lungs. Once more she was not fast enough as Lynom blurred in motion across the room in a blink and his hand clamped onto her throat. She gasped as this time he exerted pressure and he held up the homemade Shiv she had made with his other hand. Her eyes were wide now, but not in anger. Now she was frightened she would die under the very weapon she had made. “I could kill you now without as much as a blink!” He snarled at her. “I have risked much to shield you. If not for me you would be in the main chamber screaming in shame under who knows how many of these foul members of my father’s species. They would fuck you and feed on your blood until you were insane! They would beat you senseless because you are immune to that part of how Immortals affect female elves! When they were done using you, they would exploit you to practice their torture techniques, and then you would know pain! Then they would let you heal… and it would begin all over again!” 

Lynom leaned close to her face, his dark eyes now the color of vampire cobalt blue and his fangs fully extended. He gave off an incredibly fierce visage that would have frightened even a harden Spartan soldier, and As’hia was helpless before him and she knew it. 
“My mother and father have been Blessed husband and wife for nearly a quarter century! I am the second of their four sons! They have raised all of us with honor and respect! To treat others with that same respect and honor! My name is Lynom… and I am no monster As’hia of the elves! I would gladly slaughter every one of the fools here who call themselves Akruxian Immortals, simply for the dishonor they heap upon my kind with their actions!” He held up the Shiv. “You meant to plunge this into my brain, behind my left ear. Even after I told you to do nothing foolish. Without me there is no escape for you As’hia! You will die on this vithu rock! It appears that is what you wish. So be it!”
Lynom raised the Shiv as if to strike her with it. As’hia closed her eyes in abject horror expecting to feel the steel of the Shiv penetrate her head, but then there was a rush of wind and a small snapping sound next to her head. Her eyes popped open as the hand left her throat and she turned her head quickly, seeing the Shiv now bent and broken lying next to her head. Her head came back around and she saw Lynom lifting the bundles from the floor. He brushed some dirt from the top and turned back to her as she lifted herself up off the floor with her arms. She watched as Lynom moved back towards her, his eyes still cobalt blue and she scrambled back against the cell wall. He stopped and lowered the bundles to the floor, placing them neatly at her feet.
“I had… I had brought you some things.” He spoke softly. “What you do with them now is up to you. I will trouble you no longer.” As’hia watched him rise back to his feet and cross the cell to the door in four strides. He turned back and looked at her once more. “You may be right.” He stated in a soft voice. “I may be a monster in your eyes, but at least I do not move through my life with blinders over my eyes and blocking everything else around me. I… I did the right thing in saving you As’hia of the elves. At least I thought so at the time. Now… now I am not so sure I haven’t condemned my tribe because of my feelings.”

As’hia watched him gaze at her for several more moments before he turned and left the cell. The force field re-activated and the door slid shut behind him. As’hia sat there on the floor of the cell for a long moment unsure of what to do. She heard the soft rumbling and watched as a part of the far wall folded inward and a small shower extended into her cell. Her eyes then fell to the small bundles he had left and she moved closer to them slowly. They appeared to be thick blankets, but as As’hia flipped over the several folded layers she discovered different items that no Immortal would have given her freely. Namely soap and several different types of food that would energize her wolf cells, including dried beef, which carried the most nutrients of all for her wolf genes. She lifted the package of dried beef and looked at it, turning it over in her hands as the spicy scent filled her nose and set her mouth to watering. She set that bundle aside and flipped over the top of the second blanket her dark eyes getting larger. She discovered a pale blue dress wrap that, while nearly transparent in nature, was clean and neatly folded. The style of the dress and length of the ends insured that she would not be as exposed as the other elf females she had seen so far. On top of that wrap she discovered a small brush for her long hair and when she lifted the wrap dress she saw the knife. It was still in its scabbard and no more than four inches long, but the matte black blade was easily razor sharp, and appeared to be extremely well crafted and easy for her to hide. Her head came up and As’hia looked at the entrance to the cell where Lynom had left from. 
Was it possible that he was telling her the truth?

How could that be? Throughout all of her training and even her life in school and during her Agoge, Immortals were described as vicious and skilled soldiers. They showed no mercy to their enemies and they eagerly enslaved and broke female elves to their will. Never in the annals of their history had she ever heard of a pureblood vampire mating with an Immortal. It was a High Crime within the High Coven she knew. Could Lynom be telling the truth? She had seen him blur like a vampire, but that could have been just that her reflexes were slowed by her captivity. She gripped the knife tightly in her small fist. Why had he given her a knife? She had no doubts that giving her a blade to defend herself was not something the leader of these foul Immortals would have approved of. Why had he done this? Why…? 
As’hia’s dark eyes grew a little wider when she realized she could no longer feel his comforting presence within her mind. He had slammed incredibly powerful Mindvoice Shields up and when she probed gently, all she detected was an empty void. It was similar to what her mother was able to project when she was upset, and her mother was considered a very powerful Tier Four Mindvoicer, only Lynom’s shield far exceeded what she was able to project. As’hia knew that Immortals had natural Mindvoice shields that were very strong and very natural within their species, but Lynom’s shields were well above anything that had been described to her. This caused As’hia’s heart to race quickly for she had come to rely on his Mindvoice presence to calm and sooth her over the last few days. That was now gone, and As’hia realized it was her fault. Yet he was an Immortal… how could she hurt his feelings in any form enough to make him act in such a way.
Her eyes narrowed and her face took on a determined look then. The next time he came in here she would have her answers. All of them.

EARTH
SPARTA

DURCUNUSAAN AIRFIELD

Duewa was very surprised when she saw the number of men and women waiting to greet Martin Leonidas when their STRIKER landed on the tarmac. She stood at the bottom of the ramp and watched as the huge obsidian colored dragon she knew as Torma moved with startling speed to where the azure blue dragon stood. As she gripped the hands of her two sons she saw them rub against each other firmly, their tails dancing a delicate chorus of love and dragon love and devotion, while the two smaller dragon hatchlings hopped around them both. Her blue eyes watched as Martin Leonidas met three more of his queens and he crushed all of them to him tightly, sharing blistering kisses that left no doubts to what he felt. Duewa noticed that the kiss between him and Queen Aricia was slightly longer and perhaps a tad bit more passionate, but there was no uncertainty as to what he felt for them. The Prime Minister stood there as well and she watched as they embraced tightly, her eyes showing her surprise at this outward display of emotion. It was almost as if there was far more to their relationship than what was publicly known. Duewa filed this information into her mind to pass on to her mother. Perhaps there was something there they could use in the future. She had watched as both Mara and Calyb didn’t hesitate and ran into the arms of the waiting queens. Mara leaping into Isabella’s arms and Calyb into Aricia’s. Her devout religious beliefs took a hit when she saw this, for there was barely a pause in how Mara and Calyb treated them. It was no different than how she had seen them treat their true mother Anja. It made it very hard for her to understand how they could call another woman their mother, let alone four other women. And not only call them mother, but look to them for the same guidance and support that they should only have to look to their birth mother for. This was beyond her comprehension.
Duewa let her eyes wander around the airfield for a long moment. She had never been to Sparta and from their position on the airfield and even as they had come in for a landing she had been keenly aware of the size and scope of what was now considered the unofficial capital of the Union. She could see parts of the city between the mountain peaks in the distance, the sun rising in the east causing many of the taller buildings to reflect the bright sunlight across the valley between the mountains.

“Senior Mage Duewa?” The male voice spoke from just behind her.

Duewa turned quickly and looked into the sparkling blue eyes of the Durcunusaan soldier that stood behind them. Her hands tightened on the grips of her two sons as she looked at him. He stood just over six foot tall by Duewa’s estimation, with shoulder length bleach blond hair and an incredible tan. His Mark IV ArmorPly conformed to a muscular body that was lean and easily put him over two hundred pounds. His Nehtes was strapped to his left leg, the Shi Viska bridle easily discernible on his left arm and the K12 KM in a holster on his right thigh. He wore the long crimson cape that marked many of the Durcunusaan from normal Spartan soldiers, as well as the crimson sash around his waist.

“Yes… yes?” Duewa stammered out as he stepped closer to her.

“I am Dilochitès Thoti.” He said. “I have been assigned as your escort and guardian to your sons while you remain in Sparta with the Royal Family.”

“Escort?” Duewa asked harshly as her eyes narrowed. “I am to be limited in what I do then?”

Thoti smiled flashing perfect white teeth. “Not at all Senior Mage Duewa.” He spoke casually. “However… with both the Coven and the Kavalians within the city limits of Sparta, anyone who is considered important now has an escort. Just to be safe.” He spoke. “I will take your sons back and forth to school, and should you need to go anywhere outside of Sparta I will escort you, at least until you have learned your way around Earth. I understand this is your first trip here?”

“Yes… yes.” Duewa answered taken aback by this Durcunusaan soldier’s obvious good natured attitude and his extremely well spoken words. He did not strike her as an unintelligent brute as she considered most of the Spartan warriors to be. As her mother said all of them were. Of course, she had never interacted with any of them either.

Thoti nodded and hefted the two bags Duewa had packed for her and her sons quickly to his shoulders. “There are many things to do here in Sparta and on Earth.” He spoke with that same smile. “I understand that you had to leave in a hurry from Apo Prime. I will show you to your apartment on the Royal Villa Estate and then I will take you into the city so that you may purchase some additional clothes for you and your sons.”

“Is that real?” Duewa’s oldest son asked pointing at the K12 on Thoti’s right thigh.

“Tinyn?” Duewa hissed at her son. “That is not something that concerns you!”

Thoti chuckled softly as he looked at the dark haired boy. “Yes it is real.” He replied squatting down easily, even holding the two large bags. “But weapons are not something that you need to concern yourself with young… Tinyn is it?” Duewa’s eyes grew a little wider when he said this to her son.
“Yes sir.” He answered shyly.

“My son is about your age Tinyn.” Thoti spoke. “You will meet him I am sure.” He looked at the second boy. “And what is your name?”

“Tinrell.” The younger of Duewa’s sons answered.

Thoti nodded. “A pleasure to meet you both.” He spoke standing back up to his full height. “I have a Transport Lifter to take us to the Royal Estate parked over here.”

Duewa looked at where Martin stood and then back to Thoti questions in her eyes. “I thought… I thought I would accompany King Leonidas. To look after Mara and Calyb.” She said quickly.

Thoti shook his head. “Mara and Calyb will be taken to school to join their siblings.” He answered. “Queen Dysea is a task master when it comes to the schooling of the children. Even though she is not here right now, they still follow the regiment she has devised for them to the letter.”

Duewa tilted her head. “And when will I be able to fit my classes into their schedule?” She asked with that insensitive tone of voice once more. “I came here to school them, not act as their housemaid!”
Thoti smiled at her tone, the terseness of her words bouncing off of him completely. “That is being arranged as we speak.” He answered. “You can review that when we arrived on the estate. The King and Queens will be attending several meetings I understand before they return to the estate. They will be gone for several hours. It is more than enough time for you to settle in and begin to learn your surroundings. This way please.” He motioned with his head.

Duewa chanced one more look back to where Martin was standing and she found the azure blue eyes of Queen Aricia focused on her intently. Aricia was pressed closed to Martin, her body touching his in a very intimate fashion, his arm wrapped around her waist, his other hand holding Isabella’s hand tightly while For’mya was leaning into him from the front. The look she was receiving from Aricia was not at all very friendly.

Duewa wondered for a moment if perhaps she had become involved in something that was far beyond what she had bargained for.


Martin held Aricia tightly as he leaned over and nuzzled the tip of For’mya’s four inch high elven ear and feeling her lean into him. He turned his head and looked at Isabella, her dark eyes gazing upon him with love and devotion.

“So… when were you going to tell me?” Martin asked with a smile. “Before he was born I hope.”


Isabella smiled and shook her head. “I found out just before we left.” She replied. “I was not keeping it from you. I was hoping to surprise you this evening. I should have known you would have sensed him.”


Martin pulled her closer to him and kissed her deeply, her hands coming up to stroke his cheek as Aricia and For’mya looked on with bright smiles of their own. Isabella felt the warmth spread through her just from his kiss and she leaned into him further, her arm snaking around his waist. It didn’t matter who it was, whether Martin or Dysea or one of the other women she loved with all that she was. Whenever she kissed one of them, she could feel the warmth and feeling pouring from them for her.


“She wishes to name him after her mother’s father Beloved.” Aricia said with a smile. “Bella was afraid to ask you, so I told her I would ask you for her.”


Martin looked at Bella’s hazel/green eyes. “Why would you be afraid to ask me that?” He said.


“I… I know you have named all our sons.” Isabella answered. “I did not want to make any waves. He was… he was a loyal officer to the High Coven and…”


“What was his name?” Martin asked.


“Stefan.” Isabella answered.


“Stefan…” Martin nodded his head. “It’s a strong name Bella, and I think he would be proud to carry the name of his grandfather.”


Aricia grinned. “I told you Bella.” She said.


Isabella continued to stare into Martin’s eyes. “He will make us all proud Martin.” She said.

“I’m proud of all my children.” Martin said. “Though there are two or three of them in particular who I would like to stop doing things that make my life difficult.” He replied turning his eyes to look at For’mya.


For’mya chuckled and rolled her eyes at him before she squeezed her arms around his waist tighter. “If our sons did nothing to keep us on our toes, what would be the point of being parents?” She said cheerfully.


“Marrying the youngest daughter of the Kavalian Prefect isn’t exactly keeping us on our toes.” Martin said. “More like insuring that we get gray hair prematurely. And that doesn’t include our oldest son telling them to go fuck themselves in front of every Netnews channel in the Union.”


Deia chuckled now. “At least he used much better language than what my nephew now uses.” She stated. “And he allowed Sadi to do most of the talking… unlike the times when you have chosen to voice your opinion over the objections of your more diplomatic Queens.”


“Bah… sometimes diplomacy is overrated.” Martin growled playfully. “We have heard nothing from them in regards to what happened out there Tenna?”


Deia shook her head. “Nothing beyond demanding a formal apology and reparations.” She stated. “They did fire on a ship that they knew carried a Queen of the Union. What is there to complain about? Their people started it.”


“They are lucky I did not order all of them wiped out!” Aricia hissed. “They knew Bella was on that ship! I told them myself!”


“Even so… we kill nearly seven thousand of their men and destroy one of their frontline ships and all they can do is puff their chests out and shake their branches?” Martin said. “That doesn’t make a whole lot of sense to me.”


“You think there is more to it?” Deia asked.


Martin nodded. “Yes… but what that is escapes me. Besides… right now we have bigger issues.” He said. “Namely the one called Aikiro.”


“I read Armetus’s report this morning.” Deia spoke. “He brings up some very interesting points Mandri.”


Martin nodded. “No doubt.” He said. “However… we need to find out what point Aikiro is making.”


“You believe that she knew this ship was there somehow don’t you Martin Leonidas?” For’mya asked.


Martin nodded slowly. “Oh yeah.” He said. “She knows it is there. The question remains why she brought it willingly to our attention when she knows my first reaction will be to blow it into a billion pieces as Avi recommended we do.”


“We can ask her when we see her later this morning.” For’mya said. “I have arranged for a meeting at eleven hundred hours, but did not know where you wanted to hold it so I told her to be ready to leave her quarters on a moment’s notice.” For’mya grinned. “I don’t think she or Yuri appreciated my tone with them.”


“She’ll like my tone even less.” Martin said.


“Beloved… why has this woman come back with you?” Aricia asked the question all of them wanted to ask, but only Aricia would be brave enough to ask about before he told them what was going on. “Where is Anja? And what is going on?”


Martin nodded. “Anja and I determined on the way to Hadaria that something was going on with the Hadarian Elder Council and the Arch Ministry. We also deduced that Buonau was behind it. Given a little luck and deduction on our part we came up with a plan to counter what we figured she was going to attempt. So far we have been almost dead on. Buonau has more of a following than we first thought, more influence within the Arch Ministry, but this plan is the only way we could figure had a reasonable chance of success.”


“Attempt? What is she going to attempt?” Deia asked moving closer to them.


Martin nodded his head. “Buonau is trying to have Anja and Sivana removed as Queen and Princess of Hadaria. And ultimately put the government back in the hands of the Elder Council with her as the head poo bah. She could not do it by influencing Anja and Sivana, so she is going to try and do it by making it look like Anja is a sex crazed lunatic that cheated on me with Rinard and several other men and then killed Seanna to cover it up.”


The looks on their faces told Martin what they all thought of that. There wasn’t shock or disbelief, there was anger. 


“You are joking of course?” Deia finally managed to stammer. “She couldn’t hope to actually pull that off. Could she?”

Martin shook his head. “Nope… it’s no joke. They submitted some security footage of Anja sleeping with Rinard and other men. Even at the same time. I didn’t see the other security feeds they had, if I did, knowing they were false to begin with would have really set me off. We executed the plan we came up with when we felt it was a good time. Buonau thinks she has split us apart now, and she thinks Anja will be easy to take down. Duewa is their plant here to try and keep an eye on everything I do. She is also Buonau’s daughter.”

“Melyanna allowed this woman to do this?” For’mya asked incredulous.


Martin nodded. “It will hopefully draw out our enemies on Hadaria. This is not a plan that Buonau and her cronies thought up by themselves; that much we agreed on. There is something totally different at work here and the only way to determine what it is… the only way to figure it out was to act in the manner we have. Duewa thinks she will be the conduit to her mother for information and trying to influence me. You must act angry in a fashion because of what Anja has done, but keep her at arm’s length. She undoubtedly has an agenda when it comes to me… and I want her to feel comfortable enough to act on that.”


“Retta and Calyb?” Aricia asked.


“Nothing changes with them. I made that very clear to her. Whatever she thinks she is going to teach our children will need to be approved by one of you.” Martin said. “I already told Retta and Calyb that mommy and I are playing a game and they need to play along too. Mara and Endeem will help them maintain the illusion we want.”


“You think this Duewa is involved with what you saw on Hadaria?” Deia asked.


Martin nodded. “Oh yeah. I don’t know how just yet… but she had a hand in it.”


“Melyanna is alone?” Bella asked referring to Anja’s by the elven name given to her by Dysea so many years ago.


Martin shook his head. “Of course not! Atropos is with her, and Vengal and a company of his Drow Scouts will join her secretly in two days.” Martin said. “You don’t actually think I would leave her hanging out there all by herself do you?”


“How strong is the case against her?” Deia asked.


Martin shook his head. “Pretty solid. Buonau has most of the Arch Ministry in her pocket and she is playing them like a Master Fiddler. This was the only way to get them to relax even a little bit.”


“Enough to allow us to see what they are planning perhaps?” Isabella asked. She had the most experience with situations like this because of her upbringing within the corridors of power of the High Coven.


Martin nodded. “That is what we are hoping?” He said.


“Martin you don’t…” Aricia began to ask but then she stopped herself. “That is a stupid question.” She stated quickly. “Of course you don’t. Anja is not capable of doing something so vile. None of us are.”


Martin nodded. “Neither am I. That is why I know it was all bullshit.”

“Mandri… if the security footage that they showed is not Anja… who is it?” Deia asked. “You…”


Martin met his aunt’s eyes. “It is a clone Tenna.” He spoke matter-of-factly. “And a nubous damn good one too. That is why we need to proceed very carefully. Buonau has her hands in something that is far beyond what she comprehends, and when she realizes that and tries to pull her hand back out of the cookie jar, I want to be there to hand it back to her gnawed off at the elbow.” Martin smiled. “That is if Anja doesn’t plant her ass first. Red is pissed right now… and I wouldn’t want to be in her crosshairs at the moment. I’ve seen her pissed and it isn’t a pretty sight.”

Deia looked at him oddly. “I know she has a temper… that is common knowledge… but she wouldn’t consider assassinating this Buonau would she?” She asked surprised.


Martin met her gaze. “I have seen Anja this angry only one other instance in the entire time we have been together Tenna. Cold and calculating, just like the wolf I turned her in to.” He stated.


Deia looked at Aricia and the others quickly seeing in their faces that they knew what Martin was talking about simply because of the depth of their Mindvoice connection with one another. None of them hid anything from each other. Not events from their past, or dreams and hopes for their future. She cut her eyes back to her nephew. 


“And what happened?” She asked.


Martin smiled. “She beat a man to death in front of me, Danny, Dysea and about sixty others. He was nearly a foot taller and easily a hundred and fifty pounds heavier and my petite little red haired firecracker beat him to death without batting her beautiful eyes or raising a sweat.”

“Over what?” Deia asked stunned.


“Over Martin Leonidas of course.” For’mya stated calmly reaching out to take Deia’s hand. “Come Deia… we will tell you the story while we walk to the conference room.”


Deia let Aricia take her other hand as they began to walk, even as Martin held Isabella and kept her from following them. She looked at him and saw him shake his head slightly. She let him pull her close as they walked further away knowing he would keep nothing from his aunt so it was something Deia was already aware of.


“What is it Du'ased m'ranndii?” She asked softly.


“Melda Min is on Apo Prime.” Martin spoke.

Bella nodded. “Yes… Aricia and I touched her before we returned to Earth.”


“Regardless of what happened on Lycavore… I still have my doubts as to Cha’talla and his people.” Martin said softly. 


Isabella met his dark eyes for a long moment. “You usually do not question what your instincts tell you Martin.” She spoke. “What worries you?”


“Anton and Cihera are with her. They have part of a MUTT team with them. Get with Marci and choose five of your Vlos Sargtlinen. They answer to you or to Marci and no one else. Only Armetus knows they will be there.” Martin said.

“Ussta she-elf is more than capable of taking care of herself m’ranndii. You know that.” Isabella said.


“I don’t doubt her Bella. Not for an instant.” Martin spoke evenly. “It’s the events happening around her that concern me.”


“Their task?” Isabella asked becoming more alert. The Vlos Sargtlinen was a very small unit of pureblood vampires trained by Isabella and Marci. All of them, whether man or woman had husbands and wives who were either Lycavorian or Elves. They were what Martin had once called super-patriots. Their lives in the Union had allowed them to realize all the dreams they had ever had, and all of them had volunteered to be part of this unit. Though technically part of the Krypteria, the Vlos Sargtlinen answered only to Isabella or Marci.

“Remain unseen and observe.” Martin answered. “And protect Melda Min and Normya at all costs. She won’t like it… but my gut tells me Dysea just may be heading for something that might over her head.”


Isabella nodded without hesitation. “I will see to it immediately.” She answered.


Martin pulled his vampire Queen tighter to him and she smiled at this show of affection. “Stefan huh?” He said. “I like that name. Tell me about your grandfather Bella. What was he like?” He asked as they began to follow the others.

SODRAG

Resumar sat on the couch of his bungalow reading intently from the data pad. Cemath was out hunting with his brother and sisters to include Anthar, Deneth and Seyra surprisingly. Lucia Moran’s dragon was spending more and more time with Anthar and Deneth since coming to SODRAG Andro had told him. She was very much like Elynth in that she was introverted and kept much of herself hidden inside and only those close to her were allowed to see who she was. The trait hadn’t carried over to Lucia unfortunately as she still remained either alone in the REC center or bungalow. The only good thing about that Andro had told him, was that she spent more and more time away from her brothers.

Resumar lifted only his eyes when he felt the silky smooth tip of Athani’s tail caress the skin behind his neck. Her tangerine scent permeated the air of the bungalow now and it always put him at ease. He had thought perhaps coming here and meeting all of his siblings would overwhelm her at first, but once more he underestimated his Kavalian bride. She interacted with Eliani and Carina more easily than the others, but her face and eyes were always animated when she was around any of them. They had accepted her as part of their family without question and more than anything Resumar knew he could never repay them for that. He would never be able to repay Androcles for standing beside him in the thick of it without hesitation. Resumar knew this had brought them closer together as brothers, for they both now had mates and wives that they were sure their father would not approve of, even though their mothers would. Resumar had learned from his father well when it came to being attentive to his mate. The moment Athani’s tail touched his skin, his mind forgot the report he was reading on the training.

He had learned much about his new wife in such a short time, and part of that were her moods. Her tail just grazed his skin tentatively, not completely wrapping around one of his limbs like when she showed her affection for him, and he knew then that she had something on her mind. He set the data pad on the empty cushion of the couch and turned his head slightly. She stood behind him dressed only in one of his oversized shirts. It fell to the middle of her tanned thighs and only the bottom three buttons of the shirt was actually fastened. He could see the swell and valley of her full breasts and the way her nipples protruded against the fabric of the shirt. Her golden blond hair, now splashed generously with the dark blond hair of her roots flowed around her face and blue/green eyes.

“She likes you.” He said. “My mother does not normally keep others in a transmission for so long. That means she likes you.”


Athani leaped cat like to the back of the couch, balancing her body with her tail as she stepped onto the cushion next to him and fully settled beside him. “She is beautiful.” Athani spoke softly.


“What is wrong Aryschanne?” He asked.


“Resumar… Resumar can we make this work?” Athani asked softly. “Us I mean. You and I.”


Resumar didn’t hesitate and pulled Athani into his lap, covering her lips with his and kissing her with every ounce of passion he possessed. She whimpered in delight, her tail curling around his upper arm tightly as her body hummed in approval. He crushed her too him, the fabric of the shirt the only thing keeping her breasts from mashing against his bare chest. His hands went to her firm ass and he pulled her closer, lifting one hand to caress her tailbone where her tail began. Athani gasped against his lips as his touch flamed her desire for him, touching her in the one spot on her body that could always illicit a burning need for him. As his hands rose up her back, her tail released his arm and snaked upwards, gently wrapping once around his neck. His hands finally grasped her face and he nibbled her lip as he pulled back and gazed at her. Though she could feel his thick cock against her bare pussy through the thinness of the loose pants he wore, he was not excited as he knew something was bothering her. This act, that he loved her enough to discover what vexed her even though she was nearly naked in his arms made Athani’s heart tighten a little more on the love she felt within herself for this man.

“Do you want this to work Aryschanne?” He asked in barely a whisper.


“Resumar… you…” Athani began.


“No. Answer the question.” He told her.


“You know I do.” Athani answered without hesitation. “You have given me the life I always dreamed of. Freedom and happiness with a man that I chose. A man that I love. You.”


“Then why do you ask the question Athani Leonidas?” He said gently. “What frightens you?”

Athani smiled when he spoke her name. Hearing him speak Leonidas after her name always made warmth wash through her. “The future.” She replied. “What the future holds for us. My father will never rest until he has punished me for doing this. He never knew that the Ancient Priestess Demahra always told me to follow the path my heart and mind told me to follow. It is why I decided to defect in the first place. When I discovered you… it was like a gift to me from whatever gods inhabit the stars. My father has probably had her killed by now. He would never let her live once he realizes she is the one who set me on this road.”


“The future is what we make of it Aryschanne.” Resumar spoke. “You have heard the phrase my brothers and sisters and I live by many times since you have been here. It is the one thing that our father told us that we all took to heart.” He said with a smile. “It is something you are already beginning to exercise. You seemed to enjoy Carisia and Narice’s company. They are vampires from the High Coven, the enemy your people have fought for decades.”


“I know.” Athani said looking at him. “It’s just…”


“Athani… are you angry that we are training the Coven riders and their dragons to fight your people?” Resumar asked.


Athani shook her head quickly. “I… I thought I would be when I first discovered it.” She replied. “Then I realized they are no longer my people. You are my people Resumar… you and your family and the Union. I made a choice and I do not regret that choice for an instant. And after speaking with Narice and Carisia so much over the last few days I have come to realize they are escaping lives that were forced upon them just like me. We have more in common than I ever imagined. I made my choice my love… and I will never regret it for an instant.”

“Nor will I.” Resumar said with a smile.


Athani caressed his face and looked into his dark eyes as she lifted her fingers and lightly ran them along the outer ridge of his elven ears. She watched with desire in her eyes as his eyes closed and she felt his body gently tremble under her fingers. “I am anxious because your father has returned to Earth. I heard Andro talking today. He frightens me my love… he frightens me because part of me thinks he will separate us and send me back to my people.”


Resumar opened his eyes and pulled her closer to him. “That will never take place Athani Leonidas.” He hissed. “I would never allow that. And nor would my brothers and sisters. You are part of this family now, and nothing will ever change that. Ever. Even the Netnews channels agree with me.”


“What?” Athani gasped.


Resumar smiled. “They have been doing a very informative few segments on the new Athani Leonidas.” He spoke. “At least what they could discover about you anyway. My Aunt and my mothers are making sure most of the information about you is kept under tight control. At least for now. They released footage of our ceremony in the mountains, and a brief profile, but nothing else.”


“You are joking?” She gasped again.


Resumar chuckled and lifted the data pad from the cushion. He typed something into it and the holo monitor activated in front of them. “See for yourself.” He said. “You have already been immortalized.”


Athani turned her head but did not move from her spot in his lap as the monitor came alive with the face of the female reporter.


“…not much is being said about the new Princess of the Union Athani Leonidas and the Royal family is keeping it that way for a reason. Since being carried away by Prince Resumar and his Bonded Dragon Cemath from this very café, Athani Leonidas has not been seen within the limits of Sparta or Eden City. We can only assume the Royal family is being very protective when it comes to Princess Athani until the corollary of her defection and subsequent marriage to Prince Resumar are known and the dust settles. They have released footage of the discrete but typically beautiful elven marriage ceremony conducted by Mage Thr’won of the School of the Oracles.” The human woman was moving through the outdoor café where Resumar had staked his claim to her. 
“A personal bio was released just two days ago chronicling Athani Leonidas’s life until she came to be the wife of Prince Resumar. Channel Seventy-Three will hopefully be doing a follow on interview with the Union’s newest princess if circumstances permit. What is readily apparent however, is the fact that Athani Leonidas, a Kavalian and newest Princess of the Union is here to stay by her own words and actions in this café in Central Sparta. There is very little within the boundaries of our great Union that makes more of a statement than Crown Prince Androcles standing beside his younger brother Resumar without hesitation and striking a senior Kavalian military officer who attempted to take Athani back. That incident will forever be ingrained in our minds as the day Athani Leonidas became a member of the Royal family and our Union. I wish her all the best going into the future. This is Allison Torberg reporting from Central Sparta.” 

“See…” Resumar said softly. “You are already being accepted Aryschanne. You are now stuck with me. For all time.”

Athani turned back to look at him with her blue/green eyes. “When do you think he will come here?” She asked.

Resumar shrugged his broad shoulders. “Tomorrow… the next day. I understand he is not happy with me or Andro.” He said with a smile. “That is not a big surprise to either of us… it is something we have dealt with all of our lives. He is always upset with something one or both of us have done through the years. Once he meets you Aryschanne… once he meets you he will see what everyone else sees. He will not be angry with you in the least.”


“Just you and Andro?” Athani spoke. “For what you did?”


“My brother will always stand with me.” Resumar spoke. “And I with him.”


“But… but what if you don’t agree on something and it brings you into conflict with each other?” Athani asked.


“In that case… in that case we adhere to four simple words taught to us as we grew up. Words that apply just as equally to Cemath and Elynth and all their brothers and sisters and to the Bonded Ones of my parents. Words that bind all of us together. We are wolves and dragons of the blood.” Resumar spoke. “One blood.”

Athani looked at him. “Four words?” She questioned.


Resumar nodded. “Blood before all else.” He said firmly. “Four simple words that carry a meaning for us more than anyone could possibly imagine. Blood before all else.” He told her softly, his hands tightening on her firm ass and pulling her closer. “And you are now part of that blood Athani Leonidas. For all time.”

