CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

SPARTA

DURCUNUSAAN BASE

Martin Leonidas watched as Aikiro entered the large conference room within the highly secure Durcunusaan base. She was trailed closely by Yuri and Robert Moran and then Admiral Tesand. Martin’s dark eyes were drawn to the clone of Julie when she came in with Thast right behind her. Isabella sat to his left, Deia next to her and Walter Carson sat to his right. Avi stood directly behind Martin’s chair, towering over everyone in the room by quite a margin. Aikiro’s eyes, as well as all of them, were drawn immediately to where the broad alien reptilian species stood behind Martin. That he was not a living breathing lifeform was easily enough for them to determine since he had no heartbeat that they could hear, and there was no warm blood moving through his body. Aikiro moved slowly as she came up to her chair, her eyes going from Martin to Avi and back again. Martin noticed the clone of Julie look at him for a long moment as she took a position behind Aikiro as she sat down. Her dark eyes were unreadable, but Martin swore he could detect something there in those orbs. He detected recognition, however small it may have been, but it was there. He thought for a moment about what Danny had told him only an hour earlier in regards to the clone of Colin Walsh. There were few that could read people like Danny, and he was emphatic in his decision that Colin Walsh had been reborn. Perhaps as a vampire and clone, but every memory that Danny was able to conjure and relay to Walsh was matched by his own replies. After five hours together, Danny was sharing a mug of Spartan wine with Walsh and they were shaking their heads at the path their lives had taken. Looking at Julie brought back many memories of the good times they had had together, the times when they had relied on each other on one battlefield or another and all they had shared with each other and Danny. The three of them had been so close. Martin now saw something in those eyes; some spark in the clone’s eyes that perhaps meant that Aikiro had no idea what she had wrought.


Martin’s eyes settled on Aikiro and Yuri and he felt the anger inside him building for what these two women had done to his friends and family in the past and even now. He turned his head when Isabella’s smaller hand covered his and she squeezed. Martin gazed at her serene and beautiful face for a moment and felt the anger begin to subside. This woman next to him embodied the heart of a true vampire, Isabella and the millions that had fought for and called the Union home since they had defected so many years ago. Many of them had crossed that great unknown and taken Lycavorians or elves as wives and husbands. Those who had not had built friendships that would carry on for centuries, friendships that brought whole families of Lycavorians and vampires and elves together with so many other different species within the Union. The two witches across the table from him were part of the disease that Isabella and the others had escaped from. Martin took a deep breath and smiled at her, squeezing her hand back and nodding his head. He turned back to face Aikiro and Yuri and now he could see the hatred for him clearly in Yuri’s eyes. It bounced off his skin like water off a leaf.


“It is good to see you made it back safely Martin Leonidas.” Aikiro began speaking, even as she tore her eyes from Avi’s impassive face and sat down at the table. “I was beginning to wonder if perhaps you were letting your son deal with me for a reason. He is not very diplomatic you know.”


Martin grinned. “I’m guessing you found out about Vollenth then.” He stated looking directly at Yuri. “Andro told me he was going to do that.”


“So you did know?” Aikiro said with some surprise on her face.


“There is precious little my son feels he needs to keep from me.” Martin spoke sitting back in his chair. “He is the one training your dragons and riders and it was his decision, but I knew about it yes.”


“You vile offspring had no right to do what he did!” Yuri exclaimed now. “Vollenth was mine!”


“Keep thinking like that Yuri.” Martin said. “It’s a wonder the two of you didn’t kill each other before you came here. You should be grateful that Andro saved your ass. The bond you forced upon Vollenth would have short circuited eventually, and it would have killed one or both of you. And if it happened in the middle of a battle, a lot more than just you two would have died. Andro did you a favor.”


“You and your son continue to reveal that you have a different agenda then what we agreed upon when we first arrived Martin Leonidas.” Aikiro spoke evenly putting her hand on Yuri’s shoulder before she could reply. “This makes me hesitate in allowing things to go further.”


“I could say the same thing about you Aikiro.” He said. Martin swiveled in his chair and motioned to Avi. “This is Avi. I won’t bore you with his full name since the technical terms give me a headache and Avi prefers the name we have given him.” He turned back to Aikiro. “He is the avatar of City Ship 41.”


Aikiro’s eyes went wide at this information and she came to her feet in an instant. “The… the Avatar?” She gasped. “You… you mean that… we saw an alcove that looked to be used by a lifeform of some sort. It was empty when… when my father and grandfather discovered the ship. They…” Aikiro moved away from her chair and moved closer to where Avi stared at her with a blank expression. Walter began to come to his feet to keep her away but Martin took his arm and shook his head. Aikiro moved closer to Avi now, looking up into his eyes since he stood nearly seven foot in height, totally enraptured with his existence. “This… this is how they looked?” She asked turning to Martin.


-I am not an accurate facsimile of the Pralor’s natural form descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Xaxon- Avi answered in that almost mechanical like voice. –Their physical appearance was humanoid in nature-


Aikiro’s eyes went even wider and she stepped back quickly as Yuri and the others came to their feet in shock. “It… it speaks.” Aikiro gasped.


Martin rolled his eyes in disgust. “Of course he speaks.” He said. “What did you expect him to do?”


-As Avatar of City Ship 41 I am fluent in three thousand four hundred and twenty-nine languages- Avi answered. –Many of which you are incapable of learning-


Aikiro’s eyes narrowed and she turned to Martin. “This is how you got the ship off of Lycavore isn’t it?” She asked quickly. 


Martin nodded. “Part of the reason yes.” He answered. “No thanks to your daughter and her Immortals I might add. They were rather pesky.”


Aikiro looked back to Avi with wonderment in her eyes. “It is… it is a machine.” Aikiro asked.


“He is not a machine!” Isabella snapped in disgust. “He is not a tool for you to abuse. He is an individual! Just as much as you!”


“Incredible!” Aikiro stated ignoring Isabella’s outburst. “A cyborg then.”


-Cyborg is not an accurate description of what I am descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Xaxon-


-I am far more advanced than any cyborg you could possibly comprehend. I am a fully autonomous entity with the ability to adapt and grow in my knowledge and abilities. As all Avatar units for the City Ships were- 


Aikiro stepped back now and looked at Martin. “This is a change Martin Leonidas.” She said. “To bring the source of all your latest technological advancements to a meeting with me? I thought perhaps you might be a little more security conscious where it concerns such a treasure as this.”


Martin chuckled. “You would think that wouldn’t you?” He said. “But then again, you also had a hunch that Avi existed, or at the very least something similar to him. And you knew he would come to a meeting like this.”


Aikiro moved back to her chair. “A meeting… a meeting like what Martin Leonidas?” She asked arrogantly sitting down. “You still have not told me why we are here.” 


“No… I don’t suppose I have.” Martin said reaching to the panel on the table. “Niob!” He barked as he touched the panel twice. In the blink of an eye half a dozen vampire Drow scouts unwrapped the shadows from around their bodies led by Lynwe herself. Moran and Tesand suddenly found themselves pulled none too kindly from their chairs and slammed into the wall behind them bladed weapons pressed to their very surprised throats. Lynwe had stepped right up to Julie even as she was beginning to react. As Julie began to call the shadows around her Lynwe slammed her against the wall and jammed the curved blade of the R4 Hybrid under her chin. Julie’s eyes went wide as the gathering shadows spilled away and she heard the heavy grunt of Thast being body slammed to the floor by the much smaller Drow female. 

Lynwe leaned close to Julie’s face. “Do not make the mistake of thinking you can escape clone.” She snarled. “That would be a very painful assumption for you to make.”

“What is the meaning of this?” Aikiro shouted as she came to her feet. “We have done everything you asked of us!”

Yuri remained in her chair, her dark eyes glaring daggers at Isabella who sat with a bland expression. “This is where we are assassinated mother.” Yuri snarled never breaking eye contact with Isabella.

They heard the soft chuckle as Martin got to his feet and took the data pad that Walter held out to him. He moved down the side of the table towards where Aikiro sat his eyes on Yuri. “If I had wanted you dead Yuri… I would have had Andro do it a long time ago.” Martin spoke softly. “You haven’t seen the half of what my son and Elynth are capable of together and having them on your bad side is perhaps the worst possible position to be in. They are as relentless and unforgiving as the Colmarian Plaque.”


“I asked you a question!” Aikiro snarled angrily cutting off Yuri’s retort. “What is the meaning of this?” Aikiro demanded glaring at him.


“You know Aikiro… you will find I am a very tolerant man.” Martin spoke turning back to look at her. “Just ask your daughter… I put up with her for two whole years. What I can not abide is a liar. I will give you one more opportunity Aikiro. And only one. If I don’t like what you tell me, then all bets are off and I will take your dragons from you and kick you out of Union space to fend for yourselves.”


“What are you babbling about?” Aikiro demanded. “I have no idea what you are talking about!”


Martin set the data pad in front of her. “Don’t you?” He asked leaning against the edge of the table next to where she stood. “Perhaps you can explain this then?”


Aikiro looked at the pad and picked it up from the table and began reading. Her dark eyes began to grow wider the more she read and she looked up to stare across the room. “Then it… it does exist.” She spoke finally in a low voice. “I… I wasn’t sure if it did or not.”


Martin stood back up and headed back to his chair. “I suggest that you start talking now Aikiro.” He said as he sat down. “I’m not in a particularly good mood right at this moment when it comes to you and the High Coven and for you to yank my chain anymore would not be in your best interests.”


Aikiro lifted her eyes from the pad and looked at him. She glanced at Avi behind him for a long moment and then back to Martin. “I did not know for sure.” She stated finally. “It was discovered during a routine patrol of this section of Kavalian space at the end of our last period of open conflict. We knew this base on Uirmeik existed and wanted intelligence on it. The ship we sent to conduct the reconnaissance on it also picked up this unknown power source. It was dismissed as a natural phenomenon at first, until I saw it in a review of field reports some five months later. By then… by then the Kavalians had turned this world into a fortified garrison with massive amounts of troops and ships. We could not get back into the area undetected. As much as it pains me to admit Martin Leonidas… the advances you have made because of your Mindvoice ship have enabled you to make your Shrouds function much more efficiently than ours.”


“The intelligence you gave us was contrived!” Martin snapped.


“It was not!” Aikiro barked back. “The troops are there! We detected them and confirmed it with our agents within the Kavalian military!”


“Not in the numbers that your intelligence told us!” Martin spoke.


“The intelligence we gave you is thirteen months old!” Moran popped now from his spot against the wall. He glanced quickly at the male Drow who pressed his Shukur tighter to his neck. 

“You will address King Leonidas with respect dog!” He spat viciously. “Or I will remove your ability to speak permanently.”

Moran glared at the Drow for a moment before looking at Martin once more. “We have not been able to get a ship into that area of space for some time! The Kavalians are massing on our borders near Lycavore and Diela Luavor! That is where we think their next attack will come from! At least into High Coven space.”


“When our agents confirmed that Uirmeik was now a staging base of some sort for a possible attack into Union space I thought the Kavalians had gone mad. They could not possibly hope to open a second front with the Union and defeat us both.” Aikiro spoke quickly meeting Martin’s eyes. “At least that was what I thought until I factored in that they might be aware of this ship and somehow have gained use of it.”


-Given all data gathered to this point on the Kavalian species to date… we have seen no indication of any such advancement that may involve technology derived from this ship- Avi spoke now.


“I did not know that!” Aikiro exclaimed angrily. “And given the fact that neither of us detected the advances they had made twenty-five years ago when they invaded the Coven, I was not willing to take that chance!”


“So you get us involved?” Martin asked.


“We have not fought an engagement in nearly a quarter century!” Aikiro snapped. “You have had your ship for that entire time! You have made both military and civilian advances with the technology you have been able to use.” She looked at Avi. “Probably more than we are even aware of if he is any indication! I was not willing to risk an undiscovered Mindvoice ship being discovered by a race that wants to destroy me and my people! The one thing I knew about you was that you would not use this technology to conquer! Your ridiculous sensibilities would not allow you to do that. The Kavalian dogs are not so limited! They would gladly jump at any one chance to build bigger and better weapons to use against my Coven. And then they would turn those weapons on you.”


“So what… you devised this plan to come here asking for our help to train your dragons and give us this intelligence?” Deia spoke now. “You devise this plan in the hopes that we would confirm or deny that this ship does exist even when you were relatively sure it did? What would this gain you?”


“I did not know that it really existed!” Aikiro said. “I had only rudimentary sensors scans of an unknown power source that could or could not be a Mindvoice ship. I did not know what it was! And my ship did not investigate further!”


“Do not sit there and tell me that after centuries of having a complete section of a crashed Mindvoice ship that you did not know what it was.” Martin spoke again. “Avi was able to scan your ship when we lifted off from Lycavore Aikiro. We have known since then that is where you got your cloning technology. The section of City Ship 19 that was intact and operating was the medical and research section. We also know that this ship lost power roughly fifteen years ago. You were able to extend its life somewhat past what Avi first said, but it has been a dead hulk now for almost two decades. Do not sit there and tell me you did not know what this ship was when you first detected it!”


“What do want of me Martin Leonidas?” Aikiro snapped. “Do you want me to admit that I thought it might be a Mindvoice ship? Of course I did… why else would I go to the trouble of coming here?”


“Why didn’t you reveal this when you first came to Earth?” Isabella barked.


“This ship is in a part of Kavalian space that we can not reach without untold problems.” Aikiro stated. “I was not going to risk a Shrouded ship falling into Kavalian hands by trying to find out! I do not have the forces to spare! I made the decision to come here willingly and give you the intelligence… to have you train our dragons.” 

“Dragons that you quite possibly will turn against us if any survive.” Deia spoke.

“I doubt very much you would have allowed me to come here if I told you I believed another MV ship existed in Kavalian space. They are animals who can not be trusted and will do anything to destroy both of our species!” Aikiro snapped.


“And your son went and married the youngest daughter of the Kavalian Prefect!” Yuri snapped. “What are we supposed to deduce from that action? She has killed members of the High Coven military! She is not as innocent as she makes herself out to be! How do you know her actions are not part of a Kavalian plan to infiltrate the Union and your family?”


“Deduce what you will sister.” Isabella spoke. “But you will leave Resumar and Athani out of this discussion. It has nothing to do with what we are here for!”


“I am not your sister!” Yuri snarled viciously. “We may share a father… but that is where all similarities end! Our father was a fool and you are part of the proof of that! He should have killed you the moment you were born!”


Isabella smiled. “Yes… but he didn’t.” Isabella answered. “And that just infuriates you doesn’t it?”


Martin reached over and placed his hand on Isabella’s arm as he looked at Aikiro. “I want the fucking truth.” Martin spoke. “I want the truth right now Aikiro or it all ends here and now. Ten seconds after I Mindvoice him, Andro will pull your dragons out of where they are training and arrest all your riders. I will not play games with you any longer nor will I allow you to draw us into your war with the Kavalians. I have already gone too far as it is. You have done nothing but lie to us since you came here. I told you to leave her on your ship…” Martin motioned with his head to where Julie stood unmoving under Lynwe’s blade. “You ignored me on that. I know it was you who leaked the information about Sadi to the Netnews and I know you have been actively searching for where our MV ship is within Mindvoice.” Martin saw the surprised look on Aikiro’s face and he grinned. He watched her look at Avi and then back to him. “Bet you didn’t think of that huh? Avi has been tracking what you do ever since you got here. You’d be surprised what he can do from that ship. Now… I’m quite sure there is probably much more that you have done while you have been here that I don’t know about just yet… but I will find out don’t you worry.”


“I am not lying to you right now.” Aikiro snapped.


“You aren’t telling me shit either!” Martin snarled coming to his feet. “Why should I believe anything you say? You are a backstabbing bitch who only cares about getting her hands on more power. You will not use me anymore!”


“I am not using you!” Aikiro hissed. “I gave you intelligence that is a clear threat to your precious Union. I correctly deduced you would investigate the data we gave you and find this unknown power source. I also correctly assumed that you would know what it was and be just as concerned as I was if indeed it turned out to be a MV ship. The Kavalians are like rabid dogs and they will not rest until they kill all of us and enslave our people! You know these things as well as I do! And your putrid older brother is their military commander! And like you he has inherited your father’s uncanny ability to fight us quite well!”


“And I bet that just burns your ass.” Martin spat.


“Unlike you Empress Aikiro… we do not lump an entire species into the category of their leaders.” Deia spoke. “Athani defecting is the first sign that there may be unrest within the KFI that we are unaware of and could potentially help us.”


“We have fought them for over two decades!” Yuri shouted. “Do not presume to tell us how they are! Their whole retched species needs to be wiped out!”


“That is something you haven’t done a particularly good job of so far is it?” Walter spoke from his chair.


Aikiro tilted her head somewhat and looked at Martin. “You are not being truthful with us either Martin Leonidas. You have in your custody a member of the largest insurgent group who plaques my Coven. One of their leaders if I’m not mistaken. Were you going to allow me to interrogate him? Or use him and his traitorous group against me in some fashion?”


“Neither.” Martin spoke. “He’s going to stand trial for the attack on my ship and then I’m going to execute his sorry ass for putting For’mya in danger. I don’t need a bunch of insurgents that have a hard on towards you operating from within the Union. When I hang him… I’ll send a message to the rest of them to get the fuck out. Last chance Aikiro.”


“I came to you for help!” Aikiro screamed the words across the table shocking almost everyone in the room with the vehemence of her tone. “The Kavalians would see all of us dead if they discover that ship!”


Martin crossed his arms over his broad chest and allowed his dark eyes to bore into her for a long moment. “I will not allow you to…”


“I want your help in destroying it!” Aikiro hissed the words interrupting him.


Martin looked at her. “Excuse me?” He said.


“You heard me!” Aikiro snapped. “I came to you for help in destroying it if you were able to confirm it actually existed.”


“Why would I believe that?” Martin asked. 


“The Union and the High Coven have not fought a battle in over two decades!” Aikiro said forcefully. “You have had your MV ship that entire time. As I said before… you have not used what technology you have gained from it in an aggressive manner. Your pathetic morals… your very nature precludes you from building dedicated weapons of war from this technology! You have enhanced your defensive capabilities ten fold, you have discovered new technologies to improve the lives of your people… but you have not built weapons with the intent to conquer and kill. .I would see this ship destroyed before I allow it to fall into the hands of the Kavalians! I want your help in destroying it!”


“You must be joking.” Martin said.


“I have had a special unit of commandos training for over a year for this very mission.” Aikiro spoke. “Juliana One leads them.”


Martin lifted his eyes and looked at Julie before turning back to Aikiro. “And?”


“Now that you have confirmed that this ship does indeed exist… now that we know for sure… I propose a joint mission to destroy it.” Aikiro said. “You know as well as I do Martin Leonidas… you know that if the Kavalians find this ship and manage to discover even small gains from it they will turn those gains on not only me… but you as well. And they will not stop until both of our governments and empires are destroyed. Yes… I have not been entirely forthcoming. Yes… I have not told you everything I suspected was going on. I determined that the better course of action was to allow you to discover it for yourselves.”


“We are not at war with them Aikiro.” Martin said. “The High Coven is. Why would I get involved in such a manner? I’ve already gone spying in their space. I’m already training your dragons behind their back. If that is discovered…”


“Perhaps that is something you should have thought about that before allowing your son to marry the Kavalian whore as he did!” Yuri growled from her chair.


Martin moved closer to Aikiro ignoring Yuri’s rant. Their eyes met and everyone in the room who could Mindvoice could detect the trembling power that the two of them radiated within that realm. It was hard to see where one began and the other ended.


“Help me Martin Leonidas.” Aikiro spoke now. “Help me to guarantee a future for both our peoples.”

APO PRIME

MJOLNIR’S HAND BASE


It had been nothing short of agonizing the first night for Normya Leonidas.


It was much better now, but Normya knew they would not be able to resist each other for much longer if they continued to do this. The only problem with that scenario was that neither of them wanted this to stop.


She had to pull him into the quarters she was using on the base the first night. For all his strength and courage, Tir’ut was even more nervous than she was. Normya had watched him from under the covers of the bed as he undressed in front of her. His bronze colored body was as chiseled and muscular as any of her brothers or her father. His six foot four frame appeared as if it had been sculpted by the gods of ancient Earth. Even though he carried two hundred and sixty-four pounds of muscle and bone, Normya knew just by looking at him there was not an ounce of fat on his body. Normya Leonidas may have been half elf, but she was also half wolf, and the wolf blood in her was calling for this man with a burning that threatened to overrule her self control. Normya had been pulsed by many powerful Alpha wolves as she drew closer to her Coming of Age and even during it. They were respectful about it because of who she was, for she knew that males of any species tread very lightly when it came to daughters and sisters of King Leonidas and her brother Androcles. She had her mother’s exquisite elven beauty with her platinum hair and emerald green eyes but Normya also had her mother’s body, with her full and exceptionally firm breasts topped by protruding nipples. She had long legs for her five foot six height, with slender hips and a truly amazing ass. Normya had actually found three of the male Lycavorians to be very attractive, and two of the male elven pilots she found equally attractive. Yet none of them did to her what Tir’ut could do just by looking at her.

Her elven blood called for this man quite loudly, while his powerful Mindvoice presence and sweet ginger scent tickled her wolf nose like no man ever had. She fit within his powerful embrace like the fingers of a glove, and when they had finally fallen asleep that first night, Tir’ut was spooning her from behind with his strong arms wrapped around her protectively and his face just grazing her elven ears. Normya Leonidas had never felt so safe and secure in her entire life. Amazingly Normya discovered she was nearly as jealous and possessive of him as he was of her. She made it a point to be with him whenever Las’elh or any of the female MUTT team members were present. And when she was with him, she made it very clear that Tir’ut belonged to her. It came instinctually for her to act in this manner and it was something her mother said was very normal for an alpha female wolf. Normya was staking her claim to Tir'ut just as her mothers continually staked their claim to her father. Not that she needed to do these things Normya knew. If anything, even when she was around Anton her cousin, Tir’ut acted in a similar fashion. They were always touching one another now, and it was rare to see them not holding hands in some fashion. Tir’ut had taken to nuzzling her elven ears whenever he could, and this never ceased to make Normya coo out her delight and cause her knees to become weak. 

And last night had been the ultimate sign of what Tir’ut felt for her. Normya had been staring into his eyes as she sat in his lap and she had nodded her head to him almost seeing what was running through his mind. What he desired above all else.

“Do it Tir’ut my love.” She had whispered to him.

“Il kal'daka darthirii I…”

“No… I burn for you just as badly as you do for me Tir’ut. I am not afraid of what it means. It is what I want and I have never been surer of anything in my life. If it helps us to quell the desire we both feel… if it allows us to lessen the need for each other even a little so that we can do what we must I want this.” Normya spoke caressing his cheek. “Just as much as you do.”

She hissed loudly when Tir’ut didn’t hesitate and he sank his fangs into her neck and fed on her blood. She knew he wanted to do this, for him it was the ultimate sign of his devotion to her. And inwardly Normya wanted him to do it just as much as he wanted to. She clutched at his head, her whole body on fire, not with pain but with desire as he fed on her blood, and then the wolf in her reacted and her own fangs burst forth and she bit deeply into his shoulder, his warm blood splashing across her gums and slipping into her throat. 

They had collapsed onto the bed afterwards and his arms closed around her like a warm blanket as he wrapped his body around her and whispered in her elven ear.

“Never will I abandon my love for you Normya Leonidas. It will be the beacon of my sight until the day I pass from this life and into the next.”


It pleased Normya to no end that Tir’ut and Anton had developed quite the relationship over the last two days. They were always discussing tactics off some sort and slowly but surely they were working out a plan with Esther and her own mother while they did surveillance on the Chief Engineer who had worked on her ship and planted the bomb. Tir’ut had begun calling Dysea Darthirii Ilhar (Elf Mother) in the vampire language almost exclusively. Dysea found this very much to her liking and she had made it known to Esther that she approved of how she had raised her son. Esther had laughed and said it had all been Cha’talla. He had been the one to pronounce and deliver all punishment as Tir’ut and his brothers were being raised as well as how to show respect and honor.


Now this morning Normya woke as she had the last two mornings, curled intimately against Tir’ut’s powerful and very much naked body. This morning however, it was unlike the previous two mornings, this morning Normya woke as part of a man’s life in a way that made her delirious with happiness. She lifted her fingers and touched the two now tiny puncture marks on her neck, knowing that in another few hours they would be gone, but the significance of what they meant would be with her forever. Her night shirt was pushed up around her waist, her bare legs entwined with his, and her smooth hairless pussy pressed against his thigh. Her platinum hair was splayed across his chest, and she used her index finger to trace the scars that the Bancorik’s spikes had left in his abdomen. Her head was resting on his broad chest, her eyes staring down the expanse of his rippled abdomen where she could see the bulge of his cock under the thin sheet and she suppressed a shudder at the thoughts of having that long, thick cock buried within her body. Normya had never been with a man, but she knew from her survival training that Immortals were incredibly well endowed in the cock department. It appeared that Tir’ut had inherited his father’s genes in that regard. At least from what she could see but then again she had no experience to compare it to for Tir’ut was the only man she had ever seen completely naked. She spread her palm flat across his lower abdomen and inched it closer to the edge of the sheet. She wanted to look at him more. She wanted to look at him and imagine what it would be like when the moment finally came.


Tir’ut’s large hand covered hers then and immediately their fingers entwined and she lifted her head from his chest to gaze into his dark eyes.


“Il kal'daka darthirii… that would not be the most advisable of actions.” He spoke with a smile. “Not if you wish me to be able to control myself.”


Normya grinned seductively. “Spoilsport.” She stated. Normya yelped playfully as Tir’ut rolled her under him on the bed pinning her to the soft mattress. Her legs curled up along his hips as he settled partially resting on her body, her breasts pressed against his bare chest. “No fair… you are bigger!” She declared.


Tir’ut dropped his lips to hers and kissed her hungrily, Normya responding to his kiss with equal emotion as her hands spread out across his wide back and pulled him even closer to her. His lips pulled away slowly and he grazed them across her ear causing her to groan in delight.


“When… when the time comes for us il kal'daka darthirii, I intend to worship you until you can no longer stand it.” He whispered in her ear.


Normya chuckled. “You might be surprised at what I can stand.” She said.


“Then it will be even better.” Tir’ut spoke softly moving his lips across her cheek until he was staring into her face once more. He was silent for a long moment gazing into her emerald eyes until Normya reached up and caressed his cheek with her fingers.


“What?” She asked softly.


“You will be looked at differently il kal'daka darthirii.” He spoke softly. “Others will see you with me… they will not… they will not understand. They will try to… they will try to convince you I am not the one for you.”


Normya bit her bottom lip and felt a rush of warmth spread through her. “You have been talking with Anton.” She stated.


Tir’ut nodded his head. “He told… he told me there were several Lycavorians who are very interested in you. That they were waiting for you to move past your Coming of Age before approaching you. That they wanted you.”


Normya nodded. “See… the problem with that is I want you Tir’ut.” She said softly. “No one else but you.”


“Are you sure il kal'daka darthirii?” He asked.


“I was sure the first moment I laid eyes upon you.” Normya spoke. “It just took a while for it to sink into my thick head.” She chuckled. “I tend to be as hard headed as my father. At least that is what my brothers and sisters say. And after last night it is not something that ever needs to concern you Tir’ut. I know what it means to you… and it means just as much to me.”


“I will love you and only you Normya Leonidas.” Tir’ut said reaching up and running a finger along the ridge of her ear. “I will love you for eternity.”


“And I will love and want no one but you.” Normya told him. “And as hard as it is… I do want to wait until we are joined properly. Be it by a Mage from the School of the Oracles, or an elder of your tribe. I want to know that when I give myself to you, I will truly be yours in every way. We just have to find a way to do it quickly.” She looked at him with bright emerald eyes. “That is how your people do it isn’t it?”


Tir’ut nodded. “How did you know that?”


Normya smiled. “I asked your mother silly.” She said.


Tir’ut smiled. “She is very happy you know.”


“As is my mother.” Normya said. “They make a pretty good team don’t you think? Our mothers?”


Tir’ut nodded. “They are methodic together.” He said. “I would not wish to anger either of them. I have a feeling that would not be the wisest of moves.”


Normya chuckled. “You know… maybe we could…” The chirping noise from the desk in the room made both of them look up. Tir’ut reached above them on the wall and touched the COM panel that resided above the bunk.


“Yes?” Normya asked.


“Normya… come to the main lounge immediately.” Dysea’s voice announced urgently.


Normya’s eyes narrowed and Tir’ut’s head came up further. “What is wrong mother?” She asked.


“Just come to the lounge daughter. We will have breakfast here by then. Is Tir’ut with you Normya?” Dysea’s voice asked casually.

Tir’ut looked at Normya with a horrified expression even as Normya tried to suppress the laugh at his expression. “I… I am here Darthirii Ilhar.” He finally spoke clearly embarrassed.

“Something has come up and we need to act.” Dysea spoke. “Join us as quickly as you can ussta Rinovdro dalharuk.” (Immortal son)

Tir’ut’s dark eyes grew wider at her words and the transmission cut off. Normya lifted her head from the pillow and kissed him. “See… you have already been accepted by the second most important person you need to impress.” She stated. “And my father has never gone against my mother.”

“The first… the first is your father?” He asked.

Normya shook her head with a grin. “The first is me. And you have already convinced me many times over.”

Tir’ut smiled then and he rolled back over pulling her tighter as they kissed once more.

NODON

MAIN UNION SHIP YARDS


The industrial heart of the Lycavorian Union and home to the main ship building yards as attested to the massive semi circular ring that encircled the light blue planet below. The ring comprised nearly three thousand different types of space docks with a large and varying amount of different class ships in various stages of being built. The Nodian people were an affable species setting aside their bony reptilian features. They are an offshoot of the Algolian people that departed Algolia thousands of years ago to form their own society. What they created was by far the most capable engineering species in the entire Union and quite possible the universe. There was very little they could not build, and their trademark was building ships that would last for centuries as well as be able to sustain the stress of space combat and remain in a fight longer than the enemy. Thousands of ships hovered in and around the immediate space of Nodon, waiting for one docking slip or another to open. The hulks and frames of ships in different phases of construction could be seen dotting the massive docking ring. The Nodon were fearless creatures and the engineers and construction crews used only simple jetpack suits to move around the immense docking bays.


It was here that the members of the 1st Elven Engineering Corp received their training allowing them to become the eyes and ears of the Nodon people. The Nodian species rarely ever left their homeworld and the elves were revered among their kind for their innovative ideas and their uncanny ability to adapt. They were fanatically loyal to the Lycavorian Union and any family member or even close friend of the Leonidas Royal Family were treated like monarchs when they came here. King Leonidas himself had come here many times in the last twenty-five years, establishing close ties with the ruling family of Nodon, as well as endearing himself to the entire species.


It was not uncommon to see hundreds or thousands of elves and Lycavorians moving among the many corridors of the space dock or even on the surface of the planet among the many cities. Many of the elven pilots came here to test new fighters and ships under the watchful gaze of the Nodon people. They were always looking for ways to improve the ships they built, or to improve upon the superior craftsmanship of the Menkla Corporation and their capacity to produce durable and extremely agile and deadly fighters. It was here on Nodon that the OMEN-Class ships were built in the super secret section of the space dock. When it came to engineering tricks and secrets the Nodon were notorious for their security. There were three hundred briefing rooms scattered among the planet station ring, almost all of them in use at least once a day. Martin Leonidas took the security of Nodon and its people very seriously, and one would have to penetrate three layers of PDPs to get anywhere close to Nodon. If by chance they were able to get that far, they would be met by four complete Fleet Groups and a ringed station that was more than capable of defending itself.


This particular briefing room was used for pilots of fighters, and this morning it was full of nearly a hundred Lycavorian, elven and human pilots. The room was shaped like a large horseshoe; with a massive screen in front of them that was the backdrop for the podium and several groups of comfortable chairs. The pilots were mingling along the rows of seats and along the walls where refreshments had been spread out on half a dozen tables. The pilots were talking amongst themselves in regards to why they were here, the rumors running wild and free, especially with the mentality of a fighter pilot. The inbred arrogance was there among all of them. Who else but the best could pilot eighteen metric tons of steel as if it was an extension of their own bodies? The majority of them had been flying for less than ten years, and roughly a quarter of them had actually seen any combat in the Evolli War. Those pilots were easy to spot as they sat in small groups away from the untested pilots, conversing in softer tones and with far more reserved voices.


A group of half a dozen pilots, all of them elves, stood near the entrance to the briefing room. All of them were ogling the ravishing dark haired elven female that sat talking with one of the senior Nodian engineers.


“Definitely an Earth elf.” The blond haired pilot spoke as he sipped his glass of fruit juice.


“What makes you say that Irhiad?” Another asked.


“Well… look what she is wearing for one.” Irhiad answered. “How many elf females from Elear do you think would wear an outfit like that Seluh?”


“I’m staring at her chest trying to imagine her without clothes.” Seluh answered. “Not what she is wearing.”


The six of them laughed softly. “Odds are she is an aide or something to this high ranking officer that is supposed to meet with us.” Irhiad spoke. “She looks like she would be a wild one in bed.”


“I heard the female elves from Earth are much more open when it comes to their sexual likes and dislikes.” Another pilot spoke. “They do not put as much emphasis on being joined before they jump in bed with you.”


“No one is going to jump in bed with you Rahot.” Irhiad spoke. “They would have to be crazy or seriously drunk on Spartan wine. Thirty seconds and you are done.”


“Perhaps… but it is the best thirty seconds of their lives.” Rahot answered with a grin bringing laughter from the others.


Irhiad looked at the dark haired elf, admiring the way her raven black hair fell well past her shoulders and curled around her large firm breasts. The jumpsuit looked similar to a normal flight suit but without the pockets and added items to go with it. It hugged her long legs and from where he was standing wondrously perfect ass incredibly well. Most of her black hair was pulled over one shoulder, leaving only several locks to fall across her face on that side. She was holding two data pads and speaking with the Nodian almost animatedly.


“So… do you think there is any truth to the rumors?” The fourth elf pilot spoke up.


“Which one Ahtels?” Rahot asked. “I’ve heard like six different ones since arriving yesterday morning.”


“That we are here for a secret assignment.” Ahtels answered quickly. “A top secret ship posting.”


Rahot rolled his eyes. “Ahtels… none of us have been flying for more than five years. We don’t even have any combat experience.”


“There are some among us who do!” Ahtels protested.


“Yes… like twenty. And they view us as children because of it.” Seluh spoke. “Why do you think they sit apart from us?”


“They know we are better than them.” Irhiad spoke now looking at his friends. “We have all received the same training. Just because they have seen battle does not make them better than us.”


“I didn’t say better Irhiad.” Ahtels spoke.


“I’m more interested in the rumor that Captain Lorian is who we are being assigned too.” Seluh spoke. 


“Wait… Captain ‘Mando’ Lorian? From Alba Tau?” Rahot said with wide eyes. “It is said she had over ninety kills during the Evolli War. Why would she be involved in some sort of experimental program?”


“What do you think Irhiad?” Seluh asked.


“What I think…?” Irhiad said setting the glass he was holding on the table. “What I think is that I am going to get that female into my bed.”


“How do you know she is not already spoken for Irhiad?” Ahtels spoke quickly. 


“Tell me Ahtels… what man in his right mind would allow his woman to come here when she looks like that?” Irhiad said. “There is nothing but single fighter pilots all over this station, all of them looking for female company. She’s the finest looking elf I have seen since arriving here, the finest I have seen in several years. Look at how her eyes sweep the room. She’s on the hunt for companionship my friends… I can tell. I have heard that female elves from Earth are not afraid to make it known they want you. She will be in my bed tonight, and I will let all of you know how it was.”


“You think highly of your skills Irhiad.” Rahot said with a grin. 


“That’s because I know what women like.” Irhiad said. “I’ll be right back.”


They watched him start walking towards where the elf female sat.


“Twenty riyal says he scores with her.” Seluh said quickly.


Ahtels shook his head. “This one is different somehow.” He said softly looking at the female. “I’ll take that bet.”


“I want a piece of that as well.” Rahot spoke. 

“…have adjusted allzz the TEMPEST and DEVASTATOR fighters with the modifications just aszz you transmitted to uszz Zaala.” The Nodian spoke. “We will replace the last of the sealszz by tomorrow and all of the new shipszz coming out of the Menkla Manufacturing facility will be fitted with these sealszz before they come here. I must say… it was something we did not think of before and my staff knew immediately it would work.”


“It was a joint project Chuess. Steven and several of his pilots were involved as well.” Zaala spoke with a bright smile. “We had to come up with something to compensate for the small drop in power when they turned radically.”


The Nodian grinned and for his lizard like features it looked as if he was baring his teeth angrily. “That is not what Major Randell your husband sayszz.” He told her. “He said you did most of the work on the design of the sealszz.”


Zaala smiled. “Designing them is one thing.” She stated. “Actually installing and then flying with untested parts is quite another.”


Chuess nodded his head. “Very true.” He said. “If you are able I would like for you to review the Biomechanical generatorszz based on the Mindvoice ship. We believe we have figured out a way to build our own and generate essentially the same power output. They are larger than the test generator, but Avi believeszz they could work with minor adjustments to the Phased Quantum Flux Stream. He is involved in something with King Leonidas and could not speak for very long, but he did know you would be coming here.”


Zaala nodded. “I’d be happy too.” She said. “We will be here for at least six weeks while the remainder of the pilots is brought up to speed on certain new skill sets that they will need to operate off the ARIZONA-Class. I reviewed the specifications on the ship while traveling here Chuess… you and the others did an amazing job putting her together.”


Chuess nodded. “She izz our proud and joy. All of themzz really. Even more sozz than the LEONIDAS IIAs.”


“Will you be…?” Zaala began to ask the question but stop when the voice interrupted her.


“Excuse me?” Irhiad broke into their conversation. Zaala and Chuess turned to look at the very handsome elf pilot of medium height. “I apologize for interrupting you. I am Senior Lieutenant Irhiad and I was standing with my fellow pilots and couldn’t get over how familiar you look to me. Have we met somewhere before?”


Zaala Randall knew exactly what was on this pilot’s mind the moment he opened his mouth. She may have been young by elf standards, but she was no one’s fool. Since becoming Steven’s wife and Earth had become a focal point for travel throughout the Union, Zaala had been approached by many elf pilots from Elear who had not bothered to read pamphlets given out when they first arrived on Earth. While female and male elves from Earth shared many characteristics with their brothers and sisters on Elear, they were regarded as more open and free. There were customs from Earth that many elves from Elear did not know of, one of them being that the human tradition of wearing matching wedding bands now extended to their culture if the male or female elf had married a human. There were many of these marriages on Earth, hers and Steven’s and Leland and Cathy’s being two of the more prominent ones. All of them had taken to wearing wedding bands, and even though this fact was in the pamphlets given out to all who came to Earth, many simply did not read them. And most of those who did not read them were pilots of one sort or another, whose natural arrogance in matters precluded them from doing something informative. Zaala sported a glittering gold wedding band lined with diamonds and a single large one carat diamond ring with that. Diamonds were a rare commodity now, more so than they had ever been on Earth of the past, and they were hideously expensive. What she wore on her finger must have cost Steven a small fortune in riyal, but from the moment she had put the two rings on, she had never taken them off.


Zaala smiled brilliantly at the pilot. “I’m sure you have me mistaken for someone else.” She said calmly. “I have an excellent memory and I don’t know you.”


“You are from Earth aren’t you?” Irhiad said.


Zaala nodded. “Yes I am. Does that make a difference somehow?”


“I’m positive I have seen you before...?” Irhiad pressed. 

“Zaala. Zaala Randall.” She told him putting emphasis on her last name more than she normally did trying to get the point across to him. She just wasn’t that lucky it seemed.

“Zaala… that is a beautiful name. Perhaps I have seen you in Sparta before, or Eden City’s Central Grand. I was there several months ago for a symposium on Flight Operations. You must be an aide for one of the senior officers who spoke there.” Irhiad said.


Zaala rolled her eyes and chuckled softly. Like Tarifa… Zaala had long ago accepted the fact that most men would assume they were something lesser than what they were simply because she had her sister shared an exquisite beauty inherited from their mother. “You have never been to Earth have you Lieutenant?” She asked.


“Of course I have… it is where I know I have seen you before.” Irhiad spoke. “Perhaps in the Market Area then Zaala.”


Zaala looked at Chuess briefly and smiled. “You mean the Market Square?”


“Yes… that’s it! I never could remember the name.” Irhiad spoke with a smile of his own. “So I have met you. I believe you were out with your friends at one of the all night cafés. A little after hours party no doubt.”

Zaala shook her head. “No… I’m afraid not.” She stated. She had to admit that this pilot was very smooth and very handsome. Had she met him before falling in love with Steven, she probably would have allowed him to take her to bed. Now males of this type only made her angry, not only for their actions, but primarily because Zaala had once been the type to be taken in by his smooth and practiced conversation. “I don’t do after hours parties.” Zaala met his eyes. “While your interest is flattering Lieutenant…”

“Senior Lieutenant Irhiad.” He said quickly.

“Senior Lieutenant then.” Zaala stated. “While your interest is flattering… you are not my type at all and I am not in the least bit drawn in by your nature. And its Eden City’s Grand Center Senior Lieutenant… not Central Grand. And they do not hold symposiums on Flight Operations in Eden City’s Grand Center Senior Lieutenant. You should really learn more about Earth before professing you have been there just to pick up a companion to share your bed. And unless you have been to the King’s Royal Estate Villa in Sparta or Gallais’s Retreat, than you would never have seen me in Sparta either. Now… before you switch your story and say that is where you have seen me you should know that Gallais can spot your type from a kilometer away and she would never allow you into her establishment.”

“I don’t understand… my type?” Irhiad asked.

Zaala nodded. “You are a pilot… and probably a very good one no doubt if you have been chosen to come here. However… your arrogance oozes from your pores like sap from a tree. And you in no way compare to what I already have Senior Lieutenant Irhiad.” Zaala held up her left hand and flashed the sparkling rings on her wedding finger. “You should probably go back to your friends now.”

Chuess chuckled now. “This iszz good advice.” He spoke.

“I was only trying to make conversation.” Irhiad said.

Zaala nodded. “Yes… and I’m sure you had no ulterior motives for coming over to speak with a strange female you have never met. You are far from home and you wish to show your fellow pilots you are the epitome of what every elf female desires.” She spoke. “Words of advice Senior Lieutenant… do not assume that every female elf from Earth will be taken in by your charm simply because you are a pilot. We are far more intelligent than you give us credit for and we have pilots on Earth as well. Some of them far better than you.”

Irhiad shifted on the balls of his feet. “I finished at the top of my Flight School Class!” He responded defensively in Zaala’s obvious hit at his skills. “I am in the top five pilots within the Union Fleet I will have you know!”

“Truly?” Zaala asked sweetly while batting her dark eyes. “Does that include by chance Queen For'mya and Star Colonel Endith O’Connor? Or Arrarn and Normya Leonidas perhaps. If it does… then I would be very impressed. Senior Lieutenant Irhiad… with all respect to your skills… I am simply not interested in you. Period. As I said… you could not hope to compare to what I already have. You are plainly not in the same category.”

“How do you know that if you don’t give me the chance?” Irhiad asked. “I might surprise you.”

“You are persistent… I’ll give you that.” She stated shaking her head slowly. “Extremely dense… but very persistent.”

Irhiad smiled. “See… I am growing on you.”

Zaala met his eyes and got to her feet. “No… actually you are beginning to irritate me.” She stated. “I am married Senior Lieutenant. I am married and exquisitely happy. You would do yourself a favor if you went back to your friends now. Before I grow tired with you and rip your face off!” She finished with a snarl.

Irhiad’s eyes went a little wider at her outburst and he opened his mouth to reply but did not have the chance as the claxon within the briefing room rang loudly one time.

“Attention to Orders!” A voice bellowed.

Irhiad turned and watched as the three individuals entered from the back of the room, the Lycavorian male walking to the right of Admiral Ben O’Connor and the human female who wore the rank of Captain. They were whispering to each other as they walked down the center of the room. Janon looked up quickly.

“Take your seats pilots!” He bellowed as Miranda handed him the data pad and they came to the small open area in front of the huge monitor and turned to look at the pilots as they scrambled for their seats.

Zaala grinned as Irhiad darted back to where his friends were moving to their seats and her eyes fell on Steven and E’dira as they moved gracefully along the wall towards her. Her smile grew brighter when he came up to her and leaned over to nuzzle her ear.

“Mela en’ coiamin… you looked pleased with yourself.” He said softly.

Zaala leaned into his nuzzle and placed her hand on his chest. “It is nothing.” She said as her eyes went to where Irhiad’s friend was elbowing him and motioning for him to look. She saw Irhiad’s eyes turn and he saw her leaning into Steven’s nuzzle and one arm embrace and his eyes grew a little wider wondering just who the human pilot was.

Benjamin O’Connor moved to the podium in the center of the room and faced the gathered pilots. There was no one in the room who did not know who the Chief of Union Operations was. Along with Admiral of the Fleet Riall they were the two men most responsible for the overwhelming victory over the Evolli. They were close friends, and always worked and supported one another. Ben had assumed the role of Chief of Union Operations to free up Admiral Riall to do more of what he did so well, and that was lead ships and men in combat. While Ben had his own command, a large SCFG totaling nearly three hundred ships, he rarely left Apo Prime unless it was important. He had small children under the age of sixteen with his two wives Tina and Endith O’Connor, and he spent as much time as possible with them.

“How is everyone today?” Ben asked as his voice carried to the back of the room. He waited for a moment as the many pilots responded to him. Admiral O’Connor was well liked and respected by all pilots within the Union, for he was a pilot himself and knew what they went through. “I suppose you are all wondering why you are here… and now you will find out.” He moved away from the podium after touching the control panel to make the COM implant in his jaw able to project his voice clearly.

“You are the last group of pilots who have been reassigned to a special project by order of King Leonidas.” Ben spoke evenly. “This project is, at the moment, being kept in the utmost secrecy. There are perhaps a dozen individuals outside this room that know the full extent of what you are about to enter into. Those of you in this room will not be able to see or talk with your families once you leave Nodon. This could possibly last anywhere from six months to a year. If this arrangement is not something you can tolerate, simply let me or your commanding officer know immediately and we will see to it that you are returned to your former duty station without so much as a nick against your record.” Ben gave that a moment to sink in and he noted approvingly that not one of them batted an eye from what he could see. “Very well… I believe now would be a good time to introduce your new commanding officer. I doubt all of you want to hear my wrinkled ass rattle on for more than a few minutes.” Ben smiled when he heard the soft laughter come from the gathered pilots. “So without further ridiculous bullshit ladies and gentlemen… pilots all of you… allow me to introduce Captain Miranda Lorian, better known by her callsign Mando. She scored ninety-seven kills during the Evolli War against front line Evolli Penetrator Fighters. She has four FVAs with Clusters and two DFAs with clusters. Do not think you can out fly her because she will plant your ass quite easily.” Ben motioned to the side to where Miranda stood as soft murmurs filled the ranks of pilots. 

Miranda walked up to stand next to Ben as every set of eyes were on her. She had grown accustom to the attention since beginning this project, but she hated that Ben used this time to really build her up. Ben held out his hand and Miranda took it without question.

“Thank you Admiral.” She spoke.

Ben leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Stand tall Manda.” He whispered using the name they had called her when she was growing. “You have earned this.”

Miranda looked at him. “Thank you Benjamin.” She answered gripping his hands. “I won’t let you down.”

“I know you won’t.” He said.

Ben nodded and moved to stand beside Janon as Miranda moved up to the podium and looked at the men and women in front of her. “I will make this short and very clear. I have three rules that I expect my officers to abide by. Rule One… your fellow pilots are your family… and you will treat them as such no matter what species they are. Rule Two… each of you will have your own ground crew and chief… and when we arrive at our final destination I expect all of you to meet them and get to know them. Your ground crew, your aircraft and then yourself, in that order. Those will be your priorities. No exceptions. If this is something you can’t do, you will last at most a week in my command. Rule Three… you are becoming part of the very first ship built for one thing by order of King Leonidas. War. This will require that you change your mentality somewhat and begin to think outside the box. Once we become active, we will be the ones that the King will use to project his will. We have longer legs, better offensive systems and the ability to put a serious hurting on any enemy. We will not negotiate with the enemy, we will not have coffee with them, when King Leonidas sends us somewhere, it will be to tear someone a new asshole and leave them bleeding and busted. Period.

“Now… in order to turn not just you, but the other pilots that have already reported and moved on to our final destination, into the type of pilots that King Leonidas and I expect I went out and got the best CAG in the Union Fleet. He will be your father, your god, and the one you will go to for all things. Some of you may have heard of him, hell most of you have probably heard of him, he’s the crazy ass pilot that rode his Y14 missile into the landing bay of the second Evolli carrier at Alba Tau and then rode the fireball out the other side. He’s about as unorthodox as they come and he will teach you to fly by your instincts as well as using the systems on your fighters. Major Steven Randall… callsign Scar.”

Irhiad sat up in his chair his eyes wide when he heard the two names. He had indeed heard of the human pilot with the callsign of Scar. As with the callsign Mando, there were very few pilots who had not heard those names and the deeds for which they were responsible during the Evolli War. He turned and watched as the tall human leaned over and gave a soft kiss to the elf female Zaala he was hitting on before he started walking towards the podium. He watched Zaala follow him with her eyes for a moment and then she looked at where he sat. She held up her left hand and wiggled her fingers flashing her marriage rings with a smile. Irhiad turned away quickly and let his eyes go to where the human stepped up next to Miranda and it was then he saw the shining gold and diamond band on the same finger of the same hand as Zaala. He felt the nudge in his side and turned to look at Ahtels.

“Good job Irhiad.” He said softly. “Hitting on the wife of the one they call Scar. Very smooth.”

Irhiad really had no come back as he turned back to see Steven shake Miranda’s hand. Steven stepped up to the podium and looked at them. “I don’t have much to add to Mando’s comments because I’m not much of an orator. I prefer to do my talking in the cockpit. Your additional training will begin in two days. We will be here about six weeks, and our Nodian hosts will finish installing some refinements and new gadgets on your TEMPEST fighters by the end of tomorrow. There are pads by the entrances that give you an idea of some of the upgrades and I suggest you study them tonight and tomorrow. In two days we are going to start going hot and heavy operating off the LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser HARBINGER. Enjoy your two days here because we won’t be back.” Steven smiled. “That’s it.” He said turning back to Miranda. “Mando?”

“Your Executive Officer is Colonel Janon standing with Admiral O’Connor.” Miranda told them. “Janon and I have been flying together for the better part of a decade… so if you get on his bad side… it usually means you will be on my bad side automatically. Star Commander E’dira of the Drow is our Strategic Tactical Operations Officer and fourth in command. If it concerns security or defensive systems, she is the guru. Standing next to her is Zaala Randall who will be given an active duty rank of Commander and is assigned as our Assistant Chief Engineer. Her professional title I have learned from her sister Lieutenant Governor Tarifa is Professor Zaala Randell, so you will refer to her as one of these two titles. And last but certainly not at all least, beside her is Star Commander Chuess, our Chief Engineer and the first Nodian to become an active member of the Union military. If there are two people who know more about the systems on our ship they haven’t been found. They helped to design most of them.”

Miranda saw a pilot’s hand go up towards the rear of the room. “Yes?”

All eyes turned to see the elf pilot get to her feet. “Captain… will we be assigned to the HARBINGER?”

Miranda shook her head. “The HARBINGER is part of our Strike Group and has just finished refits here on Nodon. We’ll join with our ship in about seven weeks.”

“Is it a LEONIDAS IIA?” The female asked.

“No.” Miranda answered. “She is a new class ship. The first of twenty scheduled to be built. Your new home when we join with her is the ULU ARIZONA. She is a new class ship, and will officially be referred to as an ARIZONA-Class Strike Carrier. That is all I will say for right now. In seven weeks you will be able to see her for yourself. If there are no further questions, as Major Randall has said… enjoy the next two days as much as you are able. I think you will find your lives will change quite a bit when we leave here.”

APO PRIME

MJOLNIR’S HAND BASE


Tir’ut and Normya entered the large lounge area that they had been using as a command center twenty minutes after her mother had called them. They were holding hands as they were almost all the time now and Normya’s laughter from Tir’ut’s joke just before they entered the room died when they saw the new additions to who they were used to. Normya didn’t recognize the Lycavorian woman or the two male elves but she did recognize L’tian and she flipped the large fruit she and Tir’ut were sharing into his hand once more before moving to where he stood. L’tian embraced her warmly and ran his hand over the top of her head.

“Indyoatar.” She spoke softly in elven. (Grandfather)

L’tian smiled as he embraced her tightly. It had taken some getting used too at first, but if his daughter could regard Normya and all of the Leonidas children as her sons and daughters no matter whom their mother was, then L’tian and his wife could do the same. “Indyorel. You are looking radiant as always.” (Granddaughter)

Normya held his hand with one of hers and turned to hold out her hand for Tir’ut. L’tian watched with wide eyes as the immense Immortal stepped up to them and took Normya’s outstretched hand while looking for a place to put the fruit down. L’tian noticed immediately that this was not any Immortal he had ever seen in his lifetime. While the bone spurs were still there, along with the incredible physical size, Tir’ut had short dark hair on his head and his skin was bronze in color and not the grayish color of most Immortals.

“Indyoatar… this is Tir’ut.” Normya spoke with just a touch of pride in her voice.

Tir’ut bowed his head quickly. “A honor sir.” He spoke.

L’tian held out his hand without hesitation. He had learned one thing among many others in the last quarter century and that was if an individual could stand in a room full of members of the Leonidas family and their friends and hold his own and be respected, then L’tian knew he could be trusted. He watched as Tir’ut looked around and finally Normya chuckled and took the fruit from his hand enabling him to shake L’tian’s outstretched one. The handshake was firm and confident and to L’tian this said quite a bit about the son of Cha’talla. All of it good.

“I understand we have you to thank for saving Normya’s life.” L’tian said calmly.

Tir’ut glanced at Normya quickly and then back to L’tian. “It was the easiest decision I have ever made sir.” He spoke.

L’tian smiled. “Let us hope you do not have to do this often. Normya’s propensity for getting into trouble is well known.”

“Indyoatar!” Normya exclaimed.

“While I live no harm will come to il kal'daka darthirii.” Tir’ut said.

L’tian nodded approvingly. “Allow me to introduce Lokhagos Danarla and Major Ta’lon. They are As’hia’s parents.” Normya and Tir’ut turned to gaze at the older male elf and the calm looking Lycavorian woman. The male elf appeared very stern looking and was taller than the average elf, while the younger one who stood to the side wore an expression that spoke of distaste and distrust. “Dysea felt it better that they are involved in this then made to wait on the sidelines until something happened.” L’tian explained.

Normya stepped up to Danarla and took her hands. “Greetings Lokhagos Danarla.” She spoke.

Danarla nodded her head, her eyes still moving back and forth between Normya and Tir’ut. “Your beauty matches that of your mother Princess.” She spoke. “It is…”

Normya shook her head. “No. Events have brought us together and there is no formality between us. That would be silly. Please.”

Ta’lon looked at her. “Your mother said the same thing.” He spoke. “We are honored.” He motioned to O’lan. “Senior Lieutenant O’lan from my command Princess. O’lan is to be As’hia’s…”

“We will let our daughter decide that!” Danarla hissed softly her dark eyes glaring at O’lan. “He is…”

Tir’ut stepped away quickly moving carefully to stand beside Anton Simpson who stood there with his arms crossed over his chest. Cihera and Las’elh stood to his right holding hands. Anton looked at the towering Immortal that he had come to regard as an equal and almost a friend in just three short days. “Relax Tir’ut.” Anton spoke softly.

“It is better if I remain away.” Tir’ut spoke. “They do not yet trust me and considering how my brother feels for As’hia… I doubt that will improve.”

Anton’s eyes grew a little wider and he opened his mouth to speak but Las’elh beat him to it. “You mean…?” Las’elh gasped from beside Cihera.

Tir’ut nodded slowly. “He is my brother and we are very much like. He would not have risked his position within Phy’iad’s organization unless this As’hia affected him in some way. I could hear it in his voice when he spoke of her.”

Anton looked at him and chuckled. “Boy… Cha’talla’s sons don’t do things half way do you?” He said. “You ever hear of discrete big guy?”

Tir’ut met his eyes and shook his head. “Discrete to an Immortal is making his intentions known. For my brothers and me it is even worse, for we have inherited our mother’s emotional abilities in many respects. My father finds it easier to shield his emotions from others eyes, for he went so long in not displaying them, but even he will bend to my mother’s influence more often than not now. She has made it possible for my people to express what they feel inside. It is just harder for my father and others of his age… but they are learning.”

The main door to the lounge opened once more and Dysea and Esther walked in side by side, Esther holding the small holo disc in her hand as they were speaking to the figure within the transmission. Iriral was moving deftly behind them and she split to the side as they entered fully. Esther saw that everyone was present and looked at the transmission.

“Everyone is here Du'ased m'ranndii.” Esther spoke to the figure of Cha’talla in the transmission. “I will transfer you to the main transmission unit.”

They watched as Esther moved to the large table near the door and plugged the disc into the main COM unit. Dysea waved all of them over as Cha’talla’s imposing figure burst into a life sized image causing Danarla and Las’elh to gasp softly. Cha’talla was in what appeared to be some sort of command center, and they could clearly see two bare chested Spartan engineers working in the background with several shirtless Immortals as they wrestled with moving a large computer bank into place. Cha’talla himself wore only an undershirt that was partially soaked in sweat and he held a towel in one hand.

“Forgive our appearance.” He spoke quickly… his bronze colored skin glistening in the light of the room they were in. It made Esther fidget for she missed her husband. Dysea saw this and took her hand giving it a reassuring squeeze. “We are finishing the installation of the new computer systems to operate the settlement defenses. Two of your engineers are supervising the final activation protocols on the anti-air turrets while Illiad and Erli’ra assist the remaining engineers in schooling my people how to use the new equipment.”

“Cha’talla… how long before you will be fully operational?” Dysea asked.

“At the rate we are working… no more than two days.” Cha’talla spoke. “The systems in the bunker Andro gave us access to may be older to those within the Union, but they are state of the art for us. Your people have been very thorough in making sure that we can operate them efficiently. We learn quickly. The ground based sensor arrays will be online by the end of today, but I am going to activate them slowly over a period of several days to avoid detection.”

“Aricia and Isabella have told me the Kavalians are out among The Wilds in force.” Dysea said.

Cha’talla nodded his head. “Lesede has gotten word to us from Jagaliu that Kavalian ships and men are flooding The Wilds Du’ased ‘ranndi.” He spoke. “They are now on Jagaliu, Nebonese, Ricot Four and several other worlds. They are not following any sort of pattern, but one thing is certain… they are looking for you… Tir’ut and Normya. And conducting scouting missions into the surrounding terrain.”

Esther looked at Dysea. “That confirms it I think.” She said. “Gareld is working for the Kavalians as well as whoever gave him the information on Normya’s ship within the Union.”

Dysea nodded. “I agree.”

Cha’talla nodded his head to his oldest son. “My son.” He said. 

“Father.” Tir’ut answered.

Cha’talla’s dark eyes shifted to Normya and his face softened considerably. “Normya Leonidas… I trust you are keeping my son in line?”


Normya smiled brightly and she looked up at Tir’ut. “I am certainly trying Rinovdro ilharn.” She stated with an adoring glint in her eyes. “It is not an easy task however.”


Cha’talla looked surprised at Normya’s words and this showed in his expression. He glanced quickly to Esther and Dysea and then back to Normya and Tir’ut. His dark eyes bore into Tir’ut sternly. “Bel'la nindol j'nesst xuil jal nindel dos ph'ussta dalharuk. He spoke without hesitation. (Honor this woman with all that you are my son.)


Tir’ut nodded his head. “'Zil dos bel'la udossta ilhar ilharn. Zuch.” (As you honor our mother father. Always.)

Dysea chuckled softly as Normya leaned into Tir’ut and tucked her body close to his her face beaming. Danarla and Ta’lon did not speak the ancient vampire language and could only watch and wonder what was being said. Obviously it had something to do with the way Princess Normya acted with the large Immortal. Or half Immortal as L’tian had told them. Danarla’s eyes were on Tir’ut and she gazed at him intently, watching how he possessively laced his arm around Normya’s waist. Whatever was between them, it was quite apparent that Princess Normya was not being coerced in any way to act in such a manner. She appeared just as possessive of Tir’ut as he was of her. 

This towering half Immortal moved with confidence and deadly grace Danarla saw. It was quite apparent that he was very capable of tearing someone limb from limb, yet he spoke with intelligence and wisdom. Her eyes shifted to the pureblood vampire Esther who was his mother. Danarla could see the similarities between mother and son, and even father and son and it was clear they regarded each other as closely as any family would regard each other. This surprised Danarla, for she did not think Immortals capable of such emotion.

“Cha’talla… now that everyone is here…” Dysea spoke now. “These are As’hia parents Danarla and Ta’lon.”

Cha’talla looked at them in the transmission. “I… I wish we were meeting under better circumstances.” He spoke evenly.

Dysea motioned everyone closer to the large table as they saw Cha’talla move out of the main room he was in. “Tell us of this Phy’iad Cha’talla.” Dysea said. “You know him?”

Cha’talla shook his head. “I know of him.” He replied. “I heard his name mentioned several times when I served Veldruk as his Captain. He was… loose cannon… I believe that is how you describe men of his caliber Dysea. He was reprimanded numerous times for going beyond his orders in putting down the populous of several worlds. Even among our people back then he was shunned and avoided.”

Esther’s eyes were wide now. “And this is the man you sent our son to infiltrate?” She gasped.

 Cha’talla took a deep breath. “We discovered four years ago that he was the one in command of the Immortal mercenaries that have been savaging The Wilds. I asked for volunteers to undertake a mission to infiltrate his organization and attempt to keep tabs on him and make sure our settlement here on Kranek was not discovered. Lynom volunteered. I refused at first Esther… I no more wanted to put our son in such danger than you. You schooled our sons too well my wife. In the end… Lynom used logic to convince me he was the best choice. He was an unknown… no history to be discovered and therefore far safer than someone else from our tribe. He could establish a background far more easily than anyone else. We worked for seven months making that background for him. We used our contacts within the ranks of the High Coven Immortals… those that are working for us and we made him a history. The original Ralmin… a known Immortal within the Coven who was disillusioned with the wench Aikiro’s leadership was removed from the picture when the time was right to act.”

“Cha’talla… your sons with Esther all look like Tir’ut. They are only half Immortal.” Dysea spoke. “How could you possibly get Lynom into this Phy’iad’s organization without him knowing who he was?”

“Cosmetic surgery Darthirii Ilhar.” Tir’ut answered now looking at her. “Six hours of surgery to make his outward appearance match this Ralmin in every way.”

“It worked.” Cha’talla spoke. “I would not have gone through with it had there not been a one hundred percent chance of success. He has been feeding us information on Phy’iad and his doings for two years now.”

Esther looked at Tir’ut. “Through you?”

Tir’ut nodded. “Our Mindvoice bond is very strong thanks to you and your training. We discovered as boys that we could communicate across vast distances if we concentrated hard enough. This private connection allowed us to keep many things from you and father as we were growing.” He spoke embarrassed. “It was his idea to use our bond to pass information to us. It ultimately keeps him safer since he does not need to use normal secure communications equipment. It is how he was able to tell us that Pusintin is the one who engineered and directed Phy’iad to capture As’hia and the other female elves.”

“For what purpose Tir’ut?” Cha’talla asked. “While it is not common knowledge, Phy’iad would know that elf females who are half Lycavorian are not affected by Immortals in the way full elves are.”

Dysea looked at Esther. “Esther?”

Esther nodded. “It’s true. It was being studied by the Coven… but it was very low profile and not considered very important by Veldruk or any of his cronies. Elf females of mixed Lycavorian and elf blood…” She stopped and looked at Danarla and Ta’lon.

“Hold nothing back from us.” Danarla spoke. “No matter what it is. We have gotten past the part where she has been captured and raped. Now all we are concerned with is how do we get her back.”

“You all know of the chemical in an Immortal’s semen that reacts with a certain chemical in the body of an elf female… a chemical that when mixed acts like a drug. A powerful additive drug for the elf female.” Esther spoke. “It is… it is how they… break elf females and enslave them to their will. Because of the natural healing properties of the Lycavorian immune system, how it localizes diseases and viral infections and destroys them within hours or days, elf females who are half Lycavorian will only be affected partially.”

“Partially?” Cihera asked.

Esther nodded. “The initial rape will affect them… but once the Lycavorian properties of their DNA kick in, it will centralize the chemical and utterly wipe it out. Essentially it will then make them immune. Depending on the level of pureness of the Lycavorian blood in the female, the stronger it is the quicker it will happen. And if the female is born half Lycavorian and half elf as your daughter As’hia was, it would make it that much stronger and her system would react much quicker. Dysea for instance would more than likely not be affected at all because of the pureness of Martin Leonidas’s blood. He is the one who turned her and it is well known his blood is as pure as it gets.”

“Could the effects be reversed?” Dysea asked.

“It’s possible yes. If it would actually work I don’t know.” Esther answered. “It is similar in many respects to when someone is turned. Once the change has completed at a molecular level it can’t be reversed. Since this is an addiction to a drug basically… it should be possible to reverse the effects. But like any drug… once it is bonded to your cells it is extremely difficult to get rid of it completely.”

“So turning them would have no effect.” Anton asked.

Esther shook her head. “That might work on those who have recently been captured… as would an antibody. The addiction would not be fully ingrained in the host body’s cells and new Lycavorian DNA might be enough to reverse it. It wouldn’t work for those who have been prisoners for any length of time. They could be turned but then they would be half elf and half wolf and still addicted. It wouldn’t help them. They would need some sort of antibody to destroy the chemical and the dependence on it.”

“And we do not turn individuals arbitrarily Anton. You know this.” Dysea spoke. “No matter the reasons.”

Anton nodded. “It was only a thought Tenna.” He said.

“Would this not be detected in your son Esther?” Las’elh asked now. “That he does not have this chemical in his body.”

Esther shook her head. “Tir’ut and Lynom, as well as their younger brothers were born without this chemical in their bodies. Through the years I devised a unique formula for the males of our tribe and developed a serum that destroys this chemical in their system altogether. It is not something they needed to survive and every male of our tribe lined up to get this serum when I made it known. It is not something that is outwardly detected however. A detailed medical scan would be required to even break down the DNA properties to get to that point.”

Dysea looked at Danarla and Ta’lon. “I have seen this myself.” She spoke. “At their settlement on Kranek. There are marriages of elf females and Immortals. Strong, emotional marriages that have produced children.”

“If what you say is true…?” Danarla asked. “What is to keep them from hurting our daughter? Torturing her? Raping her even more?”

“I don’t know what…” Esther spoke softly.

“Lynom has taken her.” Tir’ut announced meeting his father’s eyes in the transmission. “Taken her in the way of our people.”

Ta’lon came to his feet his face a mask of rage. “So he rapes her to protect her!” He roared clawing for the blade hidden in his uniform. “He is no better than the scum who took her! An animal!”

“Ta’lon no!” Danarla shouted as her husband brought the blade out.

Ta’lon’s snarl of rage was cut off as the large hand closed around his throat and lifted him clean off the floor. Lieutenant O’lan came to his feet reaching for a weapon to help his Air Commander but suddenly found himself on his back on the cold floor, the air rushing from his lungs as Normya dropped her knee into his chest and pressed the K14 to his cheek. The black ring around her emerald eyes announced her change and her wolf fangs burst forth. While she and her sisters had dual front fangs like her father and brothers, they were no where near as pronounced even when fully extended, however they did give Normya a frightening facade. That she was defending the man she loved was quite obvious to everyone in the room.

“That would be the single most unintelligent thing you have ever done in your life fool!” She snarled at O’lan.

Ta’lon grunted as Tir’ut slammed him onto the top of the table, his vampiric fangs fully extended and his own face a countenance of anger. Tir’ut’s fist closed around Ta’lon’s hand that held the knife and slammed it to the table, the knife skittering across the table top where Cihera’s hand snatched it up and made it disappear.

“My brother is no animal!” Tir’ut hissed savagely only inches from Ta’lon’s face as his hand closed around Ta’lon’s throat and his eyes shifted to cobalt blue. “And he is nothing like the vile scum that did this to your daughter! He risks all that he is… he risks our entire tribe to protect As’hia!”

Danarla looked at Esther and Dysea with wide eyes. “What… what does he mean?” She gasped.

Esther looked at her from where she had come to her feet her own face angry. “It is already known to Aikiro that Cha’talla and I live!” Esther snapped. “When we broke from the Coven a quarter century ago she swore to hunt down all of Cha’talla’s tribe and exterminate them. If it becomes widely known that Cha’talla lives then not only will the Coven come for us if she has not already ordered this, but the Kavalians and every scum in the universe will try and claim the bounties on our heads!”

“So he rapes our daughter?” Danarla asked harshly.

Esther looked at her and now her own eyes changed to cobalt blue as her anger got the better of her. “My son would never stoop to the level of the monsters he is among! If he did… I would kill him myself!”

Danarla came to her feet. “Then tell me what it means when your son says he has taken her.”

“He has bitten her. Marked her and tasted her blood.” Cha’talla said softly from within the transmission. “It would be the only possible way to keep the others from passing her among themselves and using her until she went insane.”

Danarla looked at Cha’talla. “What?” She gasped.

“It is a custom among my people from when we first came under the boot heel of the Coven.” Cha’talla spoke. “If we took a slave we marked them. We took their blood and then no others would make a claim to them. It is still practiced among the Immortals within the Coven and apparently by Phy’iad’s group as well. If he has marked her in this manner then she is safe from enduring more mistreatment. At least for a time.”

Dysea looked at Cha’talla confused. “Then why are you and the others acting in such a way Cha’talla?” She asked. “As if this is a bad thing?”

Cha’talla met her eyes. “As you know Dysea this practice among my tribe is now our way to show devout love and commitment. My tribe has adopted the Coven tradition in this regard and it is no different than vampires who share blood to show their love and commitment to one another.”

“Yes.” Dysea spoke.

“It is how I raised my sons.” Cha’talla spoke. “If Lynom has resorted to this in order to protect As’hia then it is just a matter of time before he is discovered as well.”

“Why?” Dysea asked.

“For the answer to that question you need only ask my son.” Cha’talla spoke.

Dysea looked at Tir’ut and then her eyes shifted to Normya who only looked at her with a bright smile. She turned back to Tir’ut. “Ussta Rinovdro dalharuk?” She spoke softly.

Tir’ut lifted his eyes and looked at her. He released his grasp on Ta’lon and watched him push away from the table as he took a deep breath. Danarla gripped her husband’s arm as they both turned to look at Tir’ut.

“Tir’ut you will tell her my son!” Esther spoke.

Tir’ut looked at Dysea as his eyes reverted back to normal. “The why is simple Darthirii Ilhar?” He answered. “I have tasted il kal'daka darthirii’s blood… I have bound my heart to her for all time.”

Normya stood up drawing the K14 back from O’lan’s cheek and she pressed her petite frame against Tir’ut. “As I have.” She spoke confidently.

“If Lynom has done this with As’hia… then like with me… any who seek to harm her or touch her in any manner will die.” Tir’ut spoke. “I told you I would destroy any who attempted to harm il kal'daka darthirii. That is what I will do. It is no different than what your own son Androcles has professed when it comes to his mate and wife Sadi is it not? What King Leonidas would do for any of his Queens Darthirii Ilhar?” Tir’ut looked at Danarla and Ta’lon. “As Lynom will now do with As’hia.”

“This is a problem.” Cha’talla spoke from within the transmission.

“Why?” L’tian asked still somewhat shocked at what had just occurred.

“Because eventually someone will challenge Lynom for As’hia.” Cha’talla said. “They will grow tired with what they have and want something new. As callous as it is. Phy’iad and those who follow him are the epitome of the vile nature of my people that my tribe has rejected. When this occurs… Lynom will defend her. And he will use all his skills to do so. Just as I have taught all my sons.”

“And this is bad why?” Anton asked.

“How many Immortals do you know Anton Simpson that can blur and wrap themselves within the shadows as my sons can?” Esther spoke.

Recognition burst onto Anton’s face. “Oh boy. Now I understand.” He stated. “Not good. Not good.”

“Tir’ut… when is he going to contact you again?” Cha’talla asked.

“Unless something happens… not for another week father.” Tir’ut answered. 

“Dysea… if Phy’iad is now involved with that dog Pusintin and the Kavalians and we have confirmed that Gareld is working with them or for them… then there is much more going on than we first thought.” Cha’talla spoke. “This is no longer simply about an attempt on Normya’s life. The weapons trail that Anton and Cihera follows… the information in regards to the transport that held Las’elh’s sister. Now the Kavalians expanding their presence in The Wilds and the confrontation with Queen Aricia. This is all ties together somehow.”

“I agree.” Dysea said. 

“Send As’hia’s parents here.” Cha’talla spoke. “Let them see for themselves what we have built. And we can begin putting a plan together to get their daughter and my son both out of the scum invested pit they are in.”

Dysea looked at Danarla and Ta’lon. Danarla didn’t hesitate and nodded her head. “Yes.” She spoke.

Ta’lon nodded grudgingly. “Very well.” He spoke.

“Control the young one or leave him behind. His distaste for my people is understandable and evident. However if he is not willing to see beyond what he already thinks he knows then he will only cause trouble here and get himself injured.” Cha’talla spoke motioning to O’lan.

“As’hia is to be my wife!” O’lan spat. “You can not keep me away!”

“Do not say I did not warn you.” Cha’talla spoke. “Dysea… this man… this Chief Engineer that you have been watching. He may only be the tip of the iceberg in this whole scheme of events, but I would not hold out much longer before picking him up and discovering what he knows.”

“He may not know anything husband.” Esther said.

“He knows something and he is involved.” Cha’talla answered. “To what end we do not know… but he is involved deeply. At the very least he is getting his direction from someone else and that is who we need to find next.”

“Cha’talla I wish to give Andro your direct communications channel.” Dysea said. “It is highly secure and encrypted. He is aware of everything we are working on… more so than his father. Nauta Melme is dealing with another issue that has recently come to light concerning the High Coven.” This caught the attention of everyone in the room. “I will put everything into a secure pad that As’hia’s parents will give to you when they arrive. At the moment… we in this room are all that is working on this end of what is happening. Esther… I wish to send Melyanna a complete transcript of your work. Between the two of you… it may be possible for us to help those female elves that this Phy’iad has with him.”

Esther nodded without hesitation. “Of course.”

“Cha’talla… any information that comes to you, send immediately to us.” Dysea said. “We will do the same. It seems all roads are leading in one direction and since they are… our paths will eventually converge.”

Cha’talla nodded. “To what end Dysea? To what end?”

IRARUZU


Lu’ria stood on the balcony of her room watching the shooting star as it rocketed across the night sky and listening to her mother speak from the small holo transmission disc on the small table near the door. The fresh night air fanned her slender sepia colored body, the nipples of her breasts stiff from the cool breeze that caressed her naked flesh. Her long shimmering white hair flowed around her face and shoulders as she turned back to the small projection of her mother.


“I know it is not what you wanted to hear Lu’ria.” Her mother spoke softly. “When you return to Earth we can discuss it more.”


“Why?” Lu’ria asked.


“You are the youngest of our daughters Lu’ria.” Her mother said. “This is our way. At least meet him. He is a fine young warrior and could be an excellent husband.”


“Mother… you know how I feel about that.” Lu’ria spoke. “I am meant for others.”


Daba nodded her head. “Yes… as I have heard you say for years now.” She spoke gently. “When will you see that what you aspire to will never come to pass daughter. Prince Androcles has already claimed his woman. His soulmate. You could never be more than a second choice to him.”


“That is not what you say about the King.” Lu’ria said. “You have always said the King loves all of his Queens with equal passion. That no one of them is regarded above the other except for Queen Aricia.”


“Our King is a unique man Lu’ria.” Daba said. “The chances that this trait has been passed to his son are astronomical. You must accept that! The sooner you do… the sooner you can begin to find happiness.”


Lu’ria shook her head. “No. I do not believe that. I am meant for him… for her. For them. I am meant for larger things than what you envision for me mother. I will never give up on that. Father believes this will happen… why can’t you?”


Daba sighed heavily. “Your father loves you. That is what he is supposed to tell you. I am the Matron Mother of our Family and our Clan. I must think practically. The Prince’s path leads him down a different road Lu’ria. He is destined to follow in the footsteps of his father and his grandfather. You have never met him Lu’ria… or the women you say will share your life. How can you believe these things?”


“I feel him mother!” Lu’ria said. “I can feel them! In here!” She touched her fingers to her temple. “And in my heart. Why is that so hard for you to believe?”


“Lu’ria… with the exception of Queen Aihola, General Lynwe and Colonel Nayeca none of our people have the ability to Mindvoice, certainly not on as grand a scale as you speak of. Even Queen Aihola is limited in what she can do.”


“I am not Queen Aihola.” Lu’ria said. 


Daba shook her head. “You have always been the most stubborn of my children and I have adored that in you Lu’ria. Now however, now it is beginning to grow tiresome. You must put aside this fantasy of yours and move on with your life. You are returning to Earth in three months and we will talk more of this. And I will arrange for you to meet Betat. I think you will find him acceptable.”


“Will you force me to marry him mother?” Lu’ria asked.


Daba’s eyes grew wide at this. “Lu’ria! You know that is not something I will do! We left those ways behind us when we joined with Queen Aihola! I only want you to be happy and move on with your life.”


Lu’ria turned at the soft female voice calling out her name and she saw Jennifer’s blond head lift from the pillow of her bed. She turned back to the transmission. “I… I will do as you say mother.” She spoke. “But I will never let go of what I know I am meant for mother. I am meant to be part of Androcles’s life. Of Sadi’s and Carisia’s and Ne'Veha’s. All of us. We are the pieces of a puzzle and we will find each other one day and we will be whole.”


Daba looked at her surprised. “You… where did you hear those names? How do you know those are the names of the women he will take as his mates as Sadi has said? She spoke no names.”


“I hear them every night in my dreams mother.” Lu’ria stated. “And the voice of my Bonded One. It is like a whisper on the wind and it fills me… it fills us with emotion and power.”


“Bonded One?” Daba gasped wide eyed. “Now you say you will be bonded to a dragon Lu’ria? Will your stories ever cease?”


“They are not stories!” Lu’ria snapped angrily.


“Of all the hundreds of bonded riders in the Union there is not a single Drow among them Lu’ria.” Daba spoke. “We may be elves… but we do not have the ability to Mindvoice on the level of a dragon. What makes you think that you do child? Now you say things that make me wonder about you daughter. You are twenty-five years old now and I expect these outrageous stories to cease Lu’ria! You are too old for children’s fantasies.”


“They are not fantasies mother!” Lu’ria barked.


“Enough!” Daba snapped. “You will do as I say Lu’ria!”


“And if I don’t?” Lu’ria hissed. 


Daba looked at her stunned. “Be silent with your words Lu’ria!” Daba spoke quickly. “You are my daughter… and I only wish to see you happy.”


“Then why can’t you believe in me mother?” Lu’ria asked. “I have come further within the Krypteria than any of my sisters. I have scored higher in all my classes and training. I am out here among the stars engaging in my duties four years before my sisters were allowed to go into the field. I am different mother. Why can’t you believe in me?”


“I do believe in you Lu’ria.” Daba spoke. “Just not in your insistence on maintaining these childhood fantasies of yours.” She turned as someone was speaking in the background and then looked back to her. “We are returning to session and I must go. We will speak of this when you return Lu’ria. I promise you.”


“I will show you mother.” Lu’ria spoke. “I will show you I am right.”


“I will see you in three months daughter.” Daba spoke before the transmission ended.


“Lu’ria?” The soft voice spoke. 

Lu’ria turned and saw Jennifer in the doorway. Her blond hair was tousled and she held the sheet over her voluptuous body. Lu’ria smiled at her. Jennifer had become a very good friend and listener. She encouraged Lu’ria to pursue whatever she felt her heart was calling her towards. Jennifer was the very committed lover of Ixara, but Ixara did not mind if she shared Lu’ria’s bed when she and her husband were together for one or two nights when he returned from his patrols in the surrounding mountains. Jennifer was an adequate lover and very submissive, but she was not the women who made Lu’ria shudder and cry out within her dreams.

“Are you ok?” Jennifer asked stepping up to her.

Lu’ria nodded completely unashamed that she was naked. She and Jennifer had explored each other’s bodies many times. “My mother.” She said. “She discourages what I feel. She is arranging for me to meet with a warrior from another Clan that has shown interest in me when I return to Earth in three months for my rest period. She insists I need to leave behind my dreams and move on with my life.”

Jennifer took her arm. “Never let anyone take away your dreams Lu’ria.” She said softly. “They are what make us individuals.” She said. “She does not believe you can feel the Prince and Princess? The dragon you are meant for?”

Lu’ria shook her head. “She is very traditional.” Lu’ria answered. “She does not believe the Drow can aspire to such things. Being a rider I mean.”

“Well… I have always been of the mind that you can do whatever you put your mind too.” Jennifer spoke. “That you can feel… that you can sense this dragon within your mind just as you do the Prince and others… that tells me all I need to know.”

Lu’ria leaned over and kissed her softly. “You are a very good friend Jennifer.” She said. “Thank you.”

“Come back to bed Lu'ria.” Jennifer told her wrapping her hands around Lu'ria’s waist. “We will have a full day in the shop tomorrow and we need our rest.”

“Yes we will.” Lu'ria said as she allowed Jennifer to guide her back into the bedroom.

“What did you say her name was?” Jennifer asked. “The dragon I mean?”

Lu'ria smiled. “Her name is Majeir.”

HADARIA

ARCH MINISTRY CHAMBERS


“…have found there is sufficient evidence to support the charges against Queen Anja and Princess Sivana and we will proceed to the next step Divine One.” Chief Minister Wiktor spoke from her seat at the long table.


The other fourteen Ministers sat on either side of her, all of them with blank expressions on their faces. Anja and Sivana stood on either side of Eurin, both of them dressed far more conservatively than they usually did.


“According to the Constitution Chief Minister… there must be a hearing to determine the validity of the charges.” Eurin spoke calmly.


“We have had a hearing Divine One.” Wiktor answered.


Eurin shook her head. “No… a public hearing Chief Minister.”


Wiktor looked at her with a surprised expression. “You wish to make what has happened here public knowledge?”


“What has happened here Chief Minister…” Eurin spoke. “…is that the Arch Ministry began an illegal investigation directed at Queen Anja and Princess Sivana based on hearsay and unfounded speculation. None of the initial information put forth to this Ministry by Pcillany was grounded in fact. She…”


“Divine One she…”


“I have seen and read the initial report taken from her Chief Minister!” Eurin snapped. “None of what she says is based on fact. It is based on her own personal feelings and fabricated ideas implanted within her by others. This Ministry chose to ignore the obvious tampering and outside influence of others involved in Pcillany’s initial interview. Namely this Rinard and Umbra. Others that she openly names in her interview and this Ministry chose to disregard that and proceed regardless.”


“The investigation that was begun uncovered everything we are here in regards too!” Wiktor snapped.


“What have you uncovered?” Eurin demanded. “This Ministry says Anja and Sivana acted improperly in deciding political matters that fell well within their realm of control as 

Queen and Princess. In fact… the entire Hadarian Ministry was aware of every decision made by Anja and Sivana in the time since they assumed their rightful places. Those decisions were not opposed at the time. Why is that Chief Minister?”


“Not all the information was provided to us that is why!” Wiktor spat. “I know what you are trying to do here Eurin… you will attempt to shift blame for Anja’s despicable actions onto us!”


“Is that what you think I am doing Wiktor?” Eurin stated calmly. “Whose actions are despicable here? According to our constitution we have a right to a public hearing. That is what we want.”

“You would have her actions put before our people?” One of the other Ministers spoke now. 

“What actions are those Minister Grona?” Eurin asked.

“Her complacency in the death of Mage Warrior Seanna? She stands accused of letting Seanna die to hide her actions.” The man snapped quickly. “Her sexually… her sexually deviant behavior outside of her marriage to the King. Forcing Seanna to partake in this lifestyle and…”

“I forced nothing on Seanna!” Anja spat angrily. “Whatever we did was by her choice as well as mine!”

“So you stand there and admit the security videos we have all seen are true?” Grona asked stunned.

“Those security videos are many things… but truthful is certainly not one of them!” Anja barked. 

“The King did not seem to agree with you Anja.” Wiktor commented cruelly. “Or did he leave Hadaria as a show of support for you?”

“Fuck you Wiktor!” Anja shouted.

Eurin turned quickly. “Anja… let me handle this!” She stated.

“Her actions right now lend credence to what this investigation revealed to us.” Wiktor barked. “And we will act on it!”

“No.” Eurin spoke. “We have demanded a public hearing and that is what you will give us.”

“Do you threaten this Ministry Eurin?” Wiktor hissed.

“We will not return to the old ways of doing things secretly.” Eurin spoke shaking her head. “I will not allow you to use deceit and closed hearings to decide what you will do. Anja Leonidas is Queen of Hadaria and one of five Queens of the Union… and if you wish to charge her with something you will do so publicly and that is where it will be addressed. As our very own constitution states.”

“You will not allow?” Wiktor demanded.

Eurin nodded. “Yes… I will not allow. If you refuse this, which according to our laws you can not, if you refuse this… then when I leave here I will make a public announcement to that very effect. It will be broadcast not only here on Hadaria but across the Union. How far do you think you will get then Wiktor?”

“We… we do this to maintain the credibility of our Royal Family!” Wiktor spat.

“No… you are doing this so that the Hadarian Elders can regain some small measure of the power and influence they have lost through the years. I will not allow it to go unchecked. You will give us a public hearing. We want access to every report you have that even mentions Anja’s name. We want access to these men in these supposed videos so that we can question them. We…” Eurin stated.

“We have transcripts of their statements to our investigators!” Wiktor spoke. “That is sufficient!”

“No it is not!” Eurin snapped. “We want their names. Their units. Their commanding officers! And their connection to Rinard.”

“Why don’t you ask your Queen?” Grona growled. “She is the one who took part in the acts of depravity we saw with these men!”

“I don’t need to ask Anja.” Eurin spoke. “She does not know them with the exception of Rinard. She certainly has never met them in any sort of environment like what has been seen. The security videos you have viewed are all forged.”

This caused many heads to turn in amazement. Wiktor laughed at Eurin’s words and shook her head. “This will be your defense?” She asked arrogantly. “These videos are forged? They have been reviewed by over a dozen expert technicians who…”

“Yes… technicians that you had view them.” Eurin spoke. “Not us.”

“And what of her actions in regards to Seanna?” Grona spat. “For all intents and purposes she killed her!”

Anja opened her mouth to speak and Eurin held up her hand quickly. “If that is what you claim… then provide us with the statements and names of the witnesses that saw this.”

“It is what Pcillany and Rinard state!” Grona barked.

“Pcillany and Rinard were not there!” Anja snarled at him. “And neither were any of you the last time I checked!”

“We have statements.” Wiktor spoke.

“Then produce them for us to review. As well as the names of those who made these statements.” Eurin declared.

Wiktor sat back in her chair. “If that is the defense you will use… of course we will provide this to you.” She stated. “And you Anja will provide…”

“Queen Anja Wiktor!” Anja spat at her. “You will address me as Queen until the time that I no longer hold that title for I have no intention of giving it up freely and allowing you to send our people back into the middle ages.”

Wiktor glared at her with hatred in her eyes. “Very well Queen Anja… you will provide all security codes for every bit of research you and Princess Sivana are currently involved in. You will provide your personal and Union computers for inspection and review by this Ministry immediately. And you will immediately order Princess Eliani home to Hadaria so that she can also present herself before this Ministry and the Council of Elders. If her duties do not allow her to depart from her location, then we require her whereabouts so that she can be interviewed. We did not recognize or approve of her marriage to this Malic… and we certainly do not recognize or approve of her relationship with Nyla Sinthe. She will come before us and hear us. Retta and Calyb will return to Hadaria as well as Siara. They will be placed in the custody of your Aunt Umbra until such time as…”

Anja shook her head. “No way! Eliani is well past the age of consent for a female within the Union. She makes her own decisions. She certainly is not going to return here and listen to you blither and blather about her mates.”

“She is a member of the Royal Hadarian Family!” Wiktor spat.

“She is first and foremost a Leonidas and Princess of the Union.” Anja spoke. “At the moment she is conducting her duties as part of my son’s overall command. I do not know where they are or what they are doing, and even if I did I would not tell you. Her duties with Andro take precedence over your fool actions here. Retta and Calyb have only just returned to Earth and I will not allow you to uproot them again. You sent Buonau’s bitch daughter to school them in regards to whatever you think you can teach them. You will have to be satisfied with that.”

“It is no matter… we will issue official edicts for these things to take place immediately.” Wiktor stated. “Our voice will be heard and obeyed! If we have to send Elder Guard Militia to Earth to do this we will!”

Anja shrugged. “Suit yourself. It’s their funeral. You can have every computer I have in the house. I’ll even help you load them. I am, however, still a Queen of the Union and you will not be allowed access to Union computers. I will not give you my security codes or passwords for them. And if you attempt to have them removed from the palace I’ll have my Durcunusaan detachment shoot the person who does.”

“You are the criminal here!” Grona shouted. “How dare you speak to this body in such a way!”

“Anja has not been convicted of any crime.” Eurin spoke now. “And she is still a Queen of the Union. You have no authority over any computer cores or equipment belonging to the Union military or Medical Corp.”

Wiktor smiled arrogantly. “If King Leonidas’s reaction to what you have done is any indication… you will not be a Queen of the Union for very long.”

“You will pay for that.” Anja spoke harshly. “I promise you.”

“Do not blame me or this Ministry for your pathetic lack of self control Queen Anja. Or your sick perversions. You will remain confined to the Royal Estate grounds unless you are transiting to come before this body.” Wiktor stated. “Any offworld transmission you make will need to be approved by this body. We will block any outbound communications and any attempt to get around these restrictions will only add additional charges to those we have already filed.”

“You will need to provide a clear list of what it is you will be charging her with.” Eurin stated. “I expect to have that before the end of this day.”

Wiktor nodded. “As you wish Divine One.” She answered.

“If there is nothing else...?” Eurin asked.

Wiktor shook her head. “We are finished for now.” She said.

“Then we will return to the Estate and prepare our defense.” Eurin told them. “You will inform us of when the hearing is to be scheduled and please provide all the information I have asked for.”

“Of course.” Wiktor retorted.

Eurin looked at Anja who was glaring at Wiktor with unrelenting anger and hatred. She took her arm and waited until Anja’s eyes turned to her. “Come.” Eurin said. “Before you say something they can use against us.”

Anja took one last look at Wiktor’s smug smile before turning and allowing Eurin to lead her and Sivana out of the chambers.

GYTHEIO

CRANAE ISLAND

ANDRO AND SADI’S VILLA


“…not tell me to calm down!” Eliani screamed as she heaved the mug across the patio of Andro and Sadi’s villa with all of her wolf strength. 

Denali and Lisisa ducked from where they sat as the mug soared over their heads and disappeared into the late afternoon sun before splashing into the ocean some two hundred meters away. Eliani had returned here with her brothers and sisters and their wives and husbands when it was discovered what was happening on Hadaria. This was where the children of Martin Leonidas came when they were troubled or distraught. It was one of the main reasons Andro had chosen this villa to purchase when it was nearly complete. He cared not that it was far larger than he or Sadi and Carisia would ever need. Even when Ne'Veha and Lu’ria joined them, it would still be too large for them. Andro had bought it so that he and his brothers and sisters would always have a place to come away from the Royal Villa Estate in Sparta. A place away from their parents, where they could simply be who they were at their core. It was also a place where their dragons could come and relax with them and share in the emotions and feelings of family. Elynth and Anthar sat close behind Andro, Sadi and Carisia, their midsections touching and Anthar slowly stroking Elynth’s tail with his own. Tharua and Jeth sat in a similar position slightly behind where Denali was stretched out on the sand, his upper body resting on Lisisa’s lap. Malic and Nyla sat beside them, Arydun and Vincix sitting beside one another. Aradace sat on Jeth’s opposite side gnawing a large bone. Cemath rested behind where Resumar and Athani sat on the two person chair that rested low in the sand. Athani was pressed tightly up against his side, her long tail absently stroking the back of his neck. 

Arrarn leaned against the chair Toria sat in, Narice casually sitting between his legs while Toria stroked her hair and Arrarn’s cheek. Deneth was happily munching on one of the treats that Andro had made for them shortly after arriving. Moneus, Carina and Zarah all sat in the sand, the two sisters leaning up against Moneus. The table behind them was crowded with food that all of them had picked at for most of the afternoon. Now they simply gathered around the fire, some of them drinking coffee, others sipping Spartan Wine.

“Anse Andro…” Deni spoke with a grin. “You better hide the rest of your mugs. She keeps heaving them into the ocean. That’s the third one so far today.”

“Deni hush!” Lisisa retorted at him.

“Eliani park your ass or I will have Malic and Nyla hold you down!” Andro snapped from where he sat.

Eliani whirled on her older brother. “Don’t you tell me what to do!” She barked at him. Her fern green eyes glared at Andro but he sat there with a small smile on his face. Sadi sat between his legs in the sand, Carisia lying on her side on the lounge chair behind him. “This is what I think of your nubous mugs!”

Andro looked at his sister with that ridiculous overprotective gaze he had used on her as they were growing up. He twisted his face horribly to one side and crossed his eyes at her when she did something that totally befuddled him. He watched her pick up Malic’s mug from the sand just as he was reaching for it. His face took on a surprised expression when it wasn’t where he put it and he looked up to see Eliani about to throw it. He bolted to his feet just as Eliani turned to heave the mug into the ocean two hundred meters away. Eliani’s arm impacted his jaw and shoulder as she turned causing him to stagger and her face took on a mask of horror as everyone broke into laughter.

Eliani! Tharua exclaimed.

“Malic!” She gasped dropping the mug and reaching for him. Malic shook his head and looked at her. “Oh my love I am so sorry!”

Malic didn’t hesitate and drew her quickly into his embrace before she could throw something else. Nyla smiled and got to her feet joining them in their embrace as Malic pulsed Eliani with his aura, allowing her to take solace in his love for her and Nyla. She sighed deeply and passed these sensations to Nyla without conscious thought through their bond and then slid her arms around Malic’s waist. They both stepped into his embrace and relished in the feelings.

“Quick!” Arrarn snipped. “Hide your utensils and cups while she is occupied!”

Narice sent an elbow back into Arrarn’s washboard hard abdomen and heard him grunt. “It is not funny Arrarn Leonidas!” She spat.

Six months ago Narice, Princess of the High Coven, would never have imagined she would be in this position. It never ceased to amaze Narice, the path her life had taken since coming to Earth and discovering both her love for Toria Dellion and Arrarn Leonidas, but her rapidly growing abilities with Deneth. She had always been different, but now Narice knew why. This is where she had belonged all along. Among these men and women, a different generation than their parents and grandparents, and a generation that went even further to discover new and exciting things. Narice’s acceptance of Athani was the largest sign so far that coming here had been the best thing she could have ever done. Narice’s acceptance of Athani Leonidas, indeed her growing like of the young woman, it only confirmed to her that she was on a different path than her mother and sister. One only needed to see the passion she kissed Toria and Arrarn with, the unadulterated desire that burned in her for Arrarn and Toria both, one only needed to see that to know Narice was not her mother and never would be.

“She has been doing this for years Narice.” Carina spoke now with a smile. “Whenever she gets angry she starts hurling things.”

“And it is usually other people’s things.” Zarah stated. “I lost my entire collection of Grotorian Lava rocks because of her. Lisisa had to replace her collection of romance novels too.” 

Eliani pulled her head from Malic’s chest. “I replaced them!” She protested.

“Six years later!” Zarah quipped. “And they weren’t even the same style!”

Zarah is correct sister. Tharua stated.

“A rock is a rock! And you are supposed to be on my side Tharua!” Eliani declared turning slowly and looking at Andro who still wore that same expression. She couldn’t hold it in anymore and burst out laughing herself as Andro got to his feet and held out his arms for her. Eliani crossed the distance quickly and hugged her brother. “You are a goofy bastard you know that.” She said. “I didn’t think you could still make that face.”

Andro chuckled and kissed the top of her head. “It hurts to make it now.” He stated. “You know why mother has told you to remain here Eliani. You would go to Hadaria… you would unleash your anger on them at what they are doing… and it would only make matters worse. And in many ways… you surpass our mother when you are angry. At least she knows how to channel it.”

“They’ve really sunk to new levels of low down and dirty by doing this.” Eliani said softly.

Why don’t we just all go there and burn them? Jeth asked. It would solve the problem easy enough.

Jeth… how would that solve the problem? Tharua asked calmly.

Jeth looked at her. They would be nothing but ash. No muss… no fuss. 

Andro laughed at Jeth’s words as he nodded. “Yes they have sunk to new lows. I’m sure mother with show them the error of their ways in the end however. Remember… she and father have been doing things like this since before they knew who they really were. This was the only way they could draw out all mother’s enemies on Hadaria at once. Now that they are doing this… when the time is right… she will act.”

“I just hope it’s not too late.” Eliani spoke. “Father said they were far more organized this time in their actions and what they hope to accomplish.”

“Do you wish to return to Hadaria and explain to those robe wearing idiots how you feel about Malic and Nyla?” Lisisa asked now. “They wouldn’t know love and commitment if it jumped up and bit them in the mida! And it’s not so much the fact that you choose this life that bothers them Eliani… it’s the fact you did not ask them for their permission or go there to obtain their approval.”

Resumar laughed now. “Now that would be fun to watch!” He said. “Eliani asking those stuffy bastards for their approval to marry Malic and Nyla.”

Will you allow us to watch Eliani? Aradace asked. I have never liked them. Or the way they treated you as we were growing.

“Which is why you need to maintain your temper.” Andro spoke looking at their bonded brothers and sisters. “And we will not attempt to burn them or watch Eliani beat them silly. We are too far along in the training for you to leave anyway.”

Brother you are such a curmudgeon. Elynth told him extending out her head and butting him in the back of his shoulder with her snout.

Eliani looked into his blue eyes. “I can’t even go to Sparta and hit Duewa once? Just one time… that’s all I want.”

Andro shook his head. “Sorry.” He said.

“Midaeus.” Eliani spat but with a smile. (Asshole)

Andro chuckled and leaned over to kiss her cheek before she pushed him away and moved back to where Malic and Nyla were.

“Andro… are you going to tell us why you got us all here?” Deni asked. “Cause I know it ain’t to smooth over little miss ruffled here and her out of control temper.” He spoke motioning to Eliani. 

Eliani looked at Lisisa. “Lisi…?”

Lisisa grinned devilishly and ran her hand down inside Denali’s shirt to pinch his nipple between her fingers.

“Whoa!” Denali jumped and rolled away from her. “I give up! I give up!”

Lisisa laughed and pulled his upper body back into his arms, her long black hair falling across his chest as she leaned over. “His nipples are very sensitive.” She said nuzzling Deni’s cheek.

“That’s not fair.” Denali protested. “I am your mate. You’re not suppose to give away the secrets from our bed.”

“And Eliani is my sister and a woman.” Lisisa spoke. 

“You’ll pay for that.” Deni said rubbing his nipple.

Lisisa leaned over his head and kissed him tenderly. “I was hoping you would say that and I look forward to it.” She whispered. Deni reached around with his hand and pulled her head down, their lips coming together passionately. 

“Oh please!” Zarah exclaimed. “Get a villa will you!”

Andro smiled and bent over to retrieve his mug of coffee. “There is another reason why I had us all come together. Some information that father passed to me earlier today just before he went into the meeting with Aikiro and Yuri.” Andro saw Narice and Carisia look at him. “The intelligence that was given to us when you first arrived? Did either of you ever see it?”

Narice and Carisia shook their heads. “No.” Narice answered. “It was tagged far beyond the security clearances Carisia and I had. Toria?” She asked turning her head.

Toria also shook her head. “No.” She answered immediately. “My duties on the way here were to gather all the random intelligence we could find on you and the others Andro, and try to make some sense of it. I have… I have already told you and Arrarn what the Venorik Elghinn was expecting of me.” She finished in a subdued tone of voice.

Andro nodded. “Yes… they’ll be surprised I suspect when they discover that their plan in that regard will not work out as they had hoped.”

“You have no idea.” Toria answered. 

Dante and Javier may have seen it. Anthar spoke up. I saw them with their mother on many occasions acting as if they were trying to hide something.

Vollenth may know something as well. Deneth chimed in. He was her bonded one, forced though the bond was.

“Well it appears this intelligence has to do with…” Andro stopped when Athani began to get to her feet. “Athani?”

“Aryschanne?” Resumar asked looking at her. “What is wrong?” 

“I shouldn’t be here.” Athani said. “I am…”

“You are now a Leonidas.” Moneus spoke for the first time. He waited for Athani to turn and look at him. “You are no less important than any one of us.” He said. “We do not keep secrets from one another.”

“Well spoken Moneus.” Lisisa echoed. “Sit down Athani. You are just as much a part of this family now as any one of us, as Moneus has said. Your voice carries just as much weight as any of ours, never doubt that. For you to have captured Resumar’s riad aulved for gai speaks more than you will ever know trust me.” She said with a smile.

Resumar grinned. “Thank you sister.” He exclaimed.

Lisisa smiled at him. “Always brother.” She said.

Athani felt the gentle nudge in her back and she turned to look at Cemath’s huge snout. You are one of us now little one. As Resumar told you recently… one of our blood.  

“My brothers and sisters speak the truth Athani.” Andro said. “Besides… I was hoping you may be able to provide possible insight to what they found. Or at least where they found it.”

Athani looked at him and once more the sensations of acceptance and total commitment washed over her. She felt Resumar squeeze her hand and she looked at him gazing into his beautiful dark eyes. “Sit down Aryschanne.” He said.

“Yes please! Sit down!” Arrarn spoke as he waved his arm around his head and shoulder where Athani’s tail was twitching nervously. “We can not send away the only Leonidas woman with a tail!”

Athani turned her head and looked at him before snapping out with that same tail and striking him in the side of the head gently before settling back to her seat beside Resumar and tucking her body close to him. “Igord!” She snapped at Arrarn.

This brought laughter from all of them including Arrarn and eventually they all turned back to Andro. “So what did this intelligence reveal Andro?” Moneus asked finally, still chuckling to himself.

“It revealed about eight million Kavalian troops and upwards of three thousand ships massing on a planet called Uirmeik.” Andro said watching their faces change to one of shock. “It is a garrison of some sort it seems.”

“Saoi sibfla!” Denali exclaimed. (Holy shit)

“It gets better.” Andro said. “The intelligence also led us to a previously unknown power source on a nearby planet. Ritaah. The Omen ship knew what it was the moment they detected the power readings.”

“Ok… so what is it?” Arrarn finally asked.

“A completely intact and functioning MV ship buried in a mountain much like City Ship 41 was buried on Lycavore.” Andro answered.

This caused all of them to look at him with something akin to them thinking he had lost his mind. Only Athani didn’t know what he was talking about, but she knew the names of her people’s planets well enough. Moneus was the first to speak.

“Man… Andro… that ain’t even a little bit funny.” He said.

No it is not! Jeth spoke lifting his huge head from caressing Tharua’s wings. You are joking aren’t you Andro?

No… he is not. Elynth said.
Andro shook his head. “It wasn’t meant to be funny I’m afraid.” He said. He looked at Narice. “Narice your mother knew it existed before she came here. Well… she says she suspected it existed. She didn’t tell us when you first arrived because she thought it would be better if we discovered it ourselves.”

“Andro… Androcles… we knew nothing about this!” Narice said quickly sitting forward between Arrarn’s legs. “Neither… neither Carisia or I were ever involved in the intelligence meetings outside of those concerning Deneth and Anthar and the rest of the riders. I swear this to you!”

Andro nodded his head. “I know that Narice.” He told her quickly. “You have nothing to be worried or concerned about. Your actions have never been in question. Your mother actually admitted as much to my father when he confronted her earlier today about it.”

“What… what happened Andro?” Carisia asked softly.

Andro chuckled. “They came to an agreement surprisingly.” He stated. “Your mother has suspected that this ship might exist for over a year it would appear. She says she was not able to actually confirm this information because the Kavalians only recently turned this planet into a fortified garrison. Once they did that she was unable to get a reconnaissance ship into the area. She apparently has had a small team of commandos training for the last year.”

“Commandos? Training for what?” Narice asked.

“Training to destroy the MV ship.” Andro told her. “She has proposed a joint undertaking with us to conduct such a mission.”

“To keep it from falling into the hands of the Kavalians?” Lisisa asked. 

Andro nodded. “That is what she says.” He answered turning to Athani. “This type of ship is the basis for many of the advanced technology gains we have made in the last quarter century Athani.” He stated evenly. “The improvements in our propulsion, our power generation, shielding, LSD drives… pretty much everything. It is all based off our own MV ship. What we call CS 41.”

“It has advanced our medical technology light years ahead of what it was… even for the Hadarian people.” Eliani chimed in as well. “We know more now than we ever did because of the vast database and library on CS 41. It’s part of the reason why my mother was able to find out so much about you Athani. Your DNA and such.”

“Your mother has a right to fear my father and Pusintin getting their hands on this ship Narice. As does your father Androcles.” Athani said honestly. “My father and Pusintin… they are always looking for ways to make new weapons and better power generators. They have always coveted the technology the Union has. If what you say is true about this ship they have found… it must be destroyed Andro. Without question. If my father discovers this ship… there will be no chance for my people to pull themselves out of the oppression they live under. None of them will have the opportunity I have been given.” She took Resumar’s hand in both of hers and squeezed it to her chest. “He will only cement his power base more and devise new ways to suppress my people.”

“Well… they haven’t found it just yet.” Andro spoke. “And this mission is going to take place so that they don’t.”

“It will be tricky Andro.” Moneus spoke. “Getting a Strike Team into Kavalian space is bad enough. Blowing up a ship as large as this one must be won’t be easy to cover up.”

“Are we sure they don’t know it’s there Andro?” Deni asked.

“Omen One’s sensor team picked up what appeared to be several small settlements on the surface around the ship… all within four kilometers… but they were masking their locations using the magnetic core of the equator and the natural disruptive properties of the surrounding mountains to hide them.” Andro answered.

“Masking their locations?” Carina asked as her keen mind kicked in. “Why would they do that? If they have discovered the MV ship and those are Kavalian settlements I would think the area would be flooded with scientists and ships from all over.”

Andro nodded. “You would think.” He stated. “However… there were no signs of ships in the area of Ritaah, or any signs of ground based troops. And Ritaah is off the main jump gate corridor in that system.”

Athani’s blue/green eyes grew wide. “Rebels.” She gasped.

Andro and all of them turned to look at her. “Come again?” Andro said.

Athani looked at him. “Rebels.” She replied. “It is not something my father or Pusintin have allowed to become common knowledge… but there are biogenic clones who reached the end of their usefulness according to our scientists. They were scheduled to be put down but they staged a rebellion just as this was happening. I only saw a brief clip of the intelligence report after it happened. Apparently a first generation clone was somehow able to survive past his termination date. No one seems to know how but he lived. He led the other clones in an escape of the execution facility.” Athani shook her head slowly. “I know it made my father crazy with anger when this happened. He kept saying it had to Mican. It had to be Mican. I never knew what he meant. After that… after that I heard nothing else.”

“Would they stay within Kavalian space Athani?” Sadi asked. “That seems… that seems rather… well ignorant. To remain in Kavalian space as fugitives when they could have gone anywhere if they had a ship.”

“Ritaah is a large planet.” Athani spoke. “Mountains, jungles, all the types of terrain and environments that my people avoid whenever they can. While we enjoy excessive heat at times… we do not go out of our way to remain longer than necessary. It is possible my father and Pusintin deemed they would not remain in Kavalian space when they escaped. They had a ship, it is how they escaped the prison planet… but I don’t know what type or what kind of range the ship may have had.”

“How long ago was this?” Andro asked.

“Ten years ago perhaps.” Athani answered. “Jalersi would know more. She was there for the initial report when it came in.”

“Athani…” Lisisa spoke now. “What is… what is Karun doing?”

Athani met her eyes. “I can not answer that Lisisa.” She said. “Whatever directives he got came from Pusintin himself. He worships his father, but he is not like him in many respects. He is more like Jalersi. He dotes over his younger sister Nikkei even though it is frowned upon in our culture to do this. He tries to act like his father, but I don’t believe his heart is in it. Nikkei looks like my sister in almost every way. And coming here… coming here I think is changing Jalersi as well. My father told her she would be in charge… that she would be the one to make the decisions.” She shook her head. “He lied to her. To me. He has never openly lied to her like this and I believe… I believe she feels as if he betrayed her. And she has seen for herself the freedom that females have here in the Union. I have known for sometime that he is not the man he wants us to believe he is. It is one of the reasons I made the decision to defect when we began the war with the Coven. That and the schooling I received from our Wise One. My time… my time to act did not come until we came here.” She looked at Resumar. “Until I met you.”

“Your Wise One?” Zarah asked.

Athani nodded. “She is like your First Oracle. She is the oldest female of our kind and the Prefect before my father deemed she would be granted certain status that our females do not normally receive. She was the one who encouraged me to pursue my dream of being free.”

“Lisi… is Karun coming alone to the meetings with you?” Andro asked. 

Lisisa nodded. “As far as Jeth and I can tell.” She answered. “Ardis escorts him to Eden City and then she picks him up. I think she is taking a fancy to him Andro. He seems to respond to her as well. She has passed to me within Mindvoice that they talk on the flights over the ocean.”

I do not like that and neither will Roluth. Jeth spoke. 

If anything inappropriate happens, Ardis will tell one of her mothers and they will deal with it Jeth. Tharua said. 

I agree with Jeth. Aradace said. If she is taken by this Karun, and she knows how others feel about him, how do we know she will tell us if he does something he should not.
“What do they talk about Lisi?” Andro asked.

Lisisa shrugged. “I don’t know. She wouldn’t tell me.”

“Andro… why does it seem that there is an awful lot of sibfla all happening at the same time?” Malic asked now. “This attempt to bring down your mother on Hadaria. The attempt on Normya. And now discovering this MV ship. It all seems very convenient if you ask me.” 

“I tend to agree with you Malic.” Andro stated. “I would imagine that father will be here either tomorrow or the next day to talk with all of us about that very thing. Arrarn… as much as we hate it brother… I believe we will need to hide our relationships. If he was to discover that I have claimed Carisia and you have claimed Narice and Toria… considering who they are… I don’t think he would react well.”

“Neither would our mothers I’m quite sure.” Narice answered knowingly.

“Father is the one who has always told us to never fear the unknown or what it could bring us Andro.” Arrarn spoke. “Why do we have to hide what we have found because we have followed his words to us?”

“I don’t like it anymore than you do.” Andro said. “There is something different about him lately though. Something I can’t place my finger on. Given what has just been discovered, telling him we have taken the daughters of Yuri and Aikiro as our wives would probably not go over very well as I said.”

“About as well as dropping a mountain on him.” Eliani said with a grin. “He doesn’t like that very much.”

“I guarantee that mother would pull Toria and I out of here so fast we would not know what happened.” Narice spoke. “She is already beginning to push me into a relationship with the son of a man who is loyal to her.”

“Really?” Arrarn said drawing Narice tighter into his embrace. “I do believe Toria and I would have something to say about that.”

“Indeed we would.” Toria echoed.

Narice smiled wistfully when he nuzzled the side of her neck and back of her ear. Having his powerful arms wrapped around her always seemed to make her melt, and this time was no different.

“Thast and I will come to blows as well.” Andro spoke looking at Carisia. “I have no intention of allowing him to ever touch you again, let alone come near you.”

“Nor do I.” Sadi spoke turning to look at her.

Carisia leaned forward and kissed Sadi softly. “Good.” She said.

“We have a task and that is to train the Coven riders. That is the task we must focus on.” Andro spoke. He leaned over and took Sadi’s hand pulling her to her feet. He pulled Carisia from her chair and pulled them close to him. “I don’t know about the rest of you… but I have eight hours that I am going to use wisely.”

Sadi tilted her head seductively as she looked at him. “And what exactly did you have in mind Andro?” She asked. “Carisia and I were not aware of any special plans you may have had.”

Andro grinned. “I believe it involves many nibbles.” He said. “To different portions of both your bodies.”

Sadi’s jungle green eyes began to smolder. “Well… I suppose Carisia and I could tolerate a few nibbles here and there.”

“Yes… it will be difficult… but I think we can tolerate it.” Carisia said with a dazzling smile.

Zarah rolled her eyes now. “Son vada carians.” She gasped. “It has infected all of my siblings.”

“So there are no other secrets that you are keeping from the rest of us Andro?” Denali asked with a smile.

Andro turned to meet his brother’s eyes. “Me? I don’t keep secrets Deni, you know that.” They watched him look over at Elynth and she opened and closed her golden eyes several times.

Tell them Andro. She spoke with gentle humor. It has been too long.

Lisisa perked up now. “Tell us what?” She spoke.

Andro’s eyes lifted behind Lisisa and Deni who sat with their backs to the beach. He saw them walking along the shore and smiled. “Yes it has.” He said softly. “Yes it has.”

“Andro what the hell are you talking about?” Eliani exclaimed as she saw where his eyes were looking. She turned to follow his gaze and slowly got to her feet, her fern green eyes getting bigger by the second and her wolf nose suddenly very active with the familiar scent. A scent she had not detected in almost four years. “Yuriko?” She gasped.

“What?” Lisisa, Carina and Zarah all spoke at once scrambling to their feet. All of them came to their feet now, turning to watch their adopted sister kiss Filrian and then begin to run towards them through the sand.

“Yuriko!” Lisisa was the first to break from the patio in a sprint, followed quickly by the rest of her sisters.

Sadi and Carisia pressed close to Andro on either side of him and looked up into his face. They saw happiness in his azure colored eyes as his arms drew them tighter and they watched Arrarn and Resumar pull Narice, Toria and Athani toward the petite dark haired woman. “This is Yuriko I take it.” Sadi said softly.

Andro nodded his head and smiled. “Come… let me introduce you to my sister.” He said. “She has been gone a long time and now she has come home.”

Andro held their hands tightly as he led them off the patio onto the beach. Sadi and Carisia watched as Eliani was embracing the young woman, Lisisa and Carina hanging off each other while Zarah clung to Yuriko’s arm. As soon as Eliani released her, Denali was next to scoop his older sister into his arms, followed by Resumar and then Arrarn. Lisisa had tears in her eyes, Carina was openly weeping holding tightly to Moneus’s arm, Zarah and Eliani holding to one another. Yuriko’s moist eyes watched as Andro walked up holding the hands of the two stunning young women. She squeezed Arrarn one last time before whispering for him to put her down. Arrarn stepped away and drew Narice and Toria into his arms with an animated smile as Yuriko looked at Andro when he stopped in front of her and she wiped her eyes.

“Ol uriu tlus ichl verve yol dos inbal tlus delmah dalninil.” Andro spoke softly. (It has been too long since you have been home sister.)

Yuriko nodded her head. “Delmah vel'klar Usstan wund'akh.” Yuriko said. (Home where I belong)

“'Udtila ilharn zhaun dos inbal raq'tus?” Andro asked. (Does father know you have arrived?) 

Yuriko nodded. “He was the first one I contacted.” She smiled warmly. “He would not shut up Andro. Our mothers had to pull him away so that I could dock my ship!”

“Wait!” Lisisa spoke shocked. “Father… father knows you are here?”

Andro burst out laughing and embraced Yuriko, lifting her into his arm sand crushing her to him. The woman, the sister that had taught him even more than Lisisa, she was finally home and no longer would she have to remain away from home under the guise of some ridiculous façade. Yuriko basked in the feelings of Andro’s arms around her as Filrian walked up and was greeted by Deni and Arrarn. She had succeeded in her mission. The mission both she and her father knew was important. Now she was back home and now new things would require her attention, but at least she would be back among her family.

The final Leonidas child was once more home.

None of them noticed the small six inch diameter sphere floating several hundred feet above them. It resided just outside the cone of Mindvoice dampeners that Andro had established around the island and it was recording everything that was happening.

GYTHEIO

PIER SIDE APARTMENTS

It was a small apartment and crowded with electronic equipment and two computer stations. The large bay windows faced the gulf across the street and Cranae Island was easily seen in the distance. The two men, one human and one elf, sat at the computer stations side by side and manipulated their controls. Empty food containers were strewn about the main room and the apartment appeared as if no one had cleaned it for some time. They turned from their stations when the door beeped and slid open to reveal the elf female with dark hair. She walked in confidently carrying the large bag over her shoulder and the jacket in one hand. She walked into the main room of the apartment and her eyes took in the state of the apartment and grimaced.

“I got here as soon as I could.” She spoke walking up behind them. “Don’t you guys ever clean this place?”

“We aren’t paid to clean Dilaen.” The human man replied with a grin.

“Yes… I can see that Thomas.” She replied. “So why did you call? I was busy trying to arrange something with the royal family for an interview with Athani Leonidas.”

Thomas motioned to the three computer screens in front of him. “Take a look. Hatol picked up on it first and then he called me. We got here six hours ago.”

“Picked up on what?” Dilaen asked as she looked at the center monitor.

“Seven STRIKER DTs made an unannounced landing on Prince Androcles’s island late this morning.” The elf man spoke. “They came in low out of the gulf and were not picked up on radar.”

Dilaen nodded. “So… that happens all the time.” She stated.

Hatol nodded. “I know… but what made it different was not the ships landing themselves but who got off the ships.”

“How were you able to determine who got off them?” Dilaen asked. “The Mindvoice bubble that surrounds the island also does an excellent job of rendering any and all surveillance drones inert. And there is a law that says we can not use any type of military grade equipment to obtain footage of the Royal family.”

“What we are using is not military.” Thomas said. “I built it from parts I purchased in Sparta and Eden City. I was going to use it to spy on you at your home Dilaen…”

Dilaen looked at him and her eyes narrowed as she shoved him in the back of his shoulder. “Very funny.” She snapped.

“It’s essentially a remote drone.” Thomas explained. “I left out anything that might be considered military in nature. All it has are two small thrusters, and an onboard camera system. My brother’s son needed something to use for a school project so I built him this. He wanted to get footage of falcons nesting in a mountain range.”

“It can not be detected?” Dilaen asked.

“Not easily… and not because it’s stealthy.” Thomas answered. “I used a thin nickel coating on the shell to protect against the harshness of the mountains in winter. It just so happens that it reflects the heat back just as easily as it insulates from the cold. It can’t be picked up on radar, and there’s nothing illegal about it. I parked it just outside the range of the Mindvoice dampeners and we’ve been taking pictures all day. It’s only six inches in diameter so you could be looking right at it and not see it if it doesn’t move.”

Dilaen smiled. “Thomas… I am impressed.” She stated placing her warm hand on his shoulder now. “So what do we have?”

“What we have Dilaen is all of the Leonidas children and their dragons, minus Normya Leonidas and the five smaller ones.” Hatol answered as he adjusted the screen in front of him.

“We are still trying to find out where Normya And Queen Dysea are?” Dilaen spoke as she gazed at the monitor. “They appear to have completely dropped off the network since it was announced Normya hit the Jump Gate upon exit.” She pointed to the screen her eyes wide. “Is that…?”

Hatol nodded. “The new Princess of the Union.” He stated. “One Athani Leonidas.”

Dilaen watched as the golden blond hair of the young woman caught the breeze as she walked off the back of the STRIKER with Resumar. They were hand in hand and followed quickly by Prince Resumar’s dragon Cemath and a dragon she had never seen before. The dragon had coal black scales on his upper body and a dull white underbelly. She continued to watch as two women exited the STRIKER, one with long black hair and another with flame red hair. They held hands as they walked down the ramp, until Dilaen saw Arrarn Leonidas bolt down the ramp to catch up with them and pull them both into a very intimate embrace while kissing the dark haired women.

“It looks like Arrarn Leonidas has discovered some company.” Thomas spoke.

“Who are they?” Dilaen asked. “I’ve never seen them before.”

“I took close up images of them, well as close as I could get the cameras.” He answered. “They are a little grainy, but useable. I’m running them through several different databases. As well as this one.”

Dilaen watched as he adjusted the monitor to show another woman with black hair, equally as long and lustrous as the first, and riding on the back of the cerise red scaled body of another dragon she did not recognize as being so close to the Leonidas family. Dilaen immediately recognized Elynth as she guided her muscular body down the ramp and then she saw Prince Androcles walk down the ramp running his hands along the red dragon’s hind quarter. He moved up to where the woman sat in the saddle and she practically leaped into his arms where they shared what could only be described as a blistering kiss of passion. Dilaen’s eyes grew even wider when she saw Princess Sadi walk down the ramp in her flight suit and the prince lowered this strange woman to the ground as Sadi walked up to them. Then she saw the two of them share an equally passionate kiss before they began walking towards the villa.

“Wow!” Dilaen spoke softly. “Any idea who that is?”

“Thomas already told you we’re working on it.” Hatol said with a grin. “Could she be the one from the café?”

Dilaen shook her head. “No… we are pretty sure that one is an elf female. We were able to extrapolate her features even from under the helmet she had on. We have a solid picture of her and we’re washing it through the public military database. I’m almost one hundred percent positive she is a pilot on the SCIMITAR. I’m trying to find out her name and other information. This one is different though.”

“Well… judging from how Princess Sadi is acting… she approves.” Thomas spoke.

“And if I know anything… that red dragon is hers.” Hatol said. “We’ve been monitoring them all day and she has been the one taking care of him. The second dark haired woman takes care of the other new dragon.”

Dilaen pointed to the monitor. “Wow… this is Malic and Vincix.” She stated. “Princess Eliani’s and Star Commander Sinthe’s new husband and mate. Carina and Zarah Leonidas… Moneus Simpson. All of them are here.”

Thomas nodded. “looks like a regular family get together.” He said. “With the exception of these three new women and Athani Leonidas… we know who all of them are.”

“They aren’t Lycavorian or elf.” Dilaen spoke. “If I had to guess I’d say they were vampires.”

“How can you tell?” Hatol asked looking at the monitor. 

“Even though they are tanned… their skin tone is lighter.” Dilaen said.

“Every vampire rider in the Union is known to us Dilaen.” Thomas said. “Hell… there are only twelve of them. Nyla Sinthe is one… but these three aren’t part of the other eleven. King Leonidas made it a point to show that even vampires can become riders when they graduated and they were popular news for a time.”

Dilaen nodded. “Yes I know.”

“So who are they?” Hatol asked looking at her.

“I guess we’ll just have to find out won’t we?” Dilaen said as she watched the monitor. “We… wait… is this happening now?” She asked pointing to the monitor.

Thomas nodded. “Yeah. Real time… neat huh?”

“That’s Yuriko Leonidas!” Dilaen gasped as she pointed to the woman who was now being embraced by the Leonidas children.

“What? I thought she was… I thought she was like banished or something.” Thomas said.

“Her and the King had a very public falling out if that is what you are referring to.” Dilaen answered. “She hasn’t been seen or heard from in nearly four years. And now she shows up on Cranae Island out of the blue. That is very interesting.”

“No one ever said following the life of the Royal family would be dull.” Thomas chipped in with a smile.

“Keep working at it.” Dilaen spoke softly. “Pull your remote back Thomas. I don’t want to lose this source of information for us.” She looked at him with bright blue eyes. “I am very impressed.” She leaned over and kissed his cheek. “Let me know the moment you are able to find out who these women are.”

Thomas nodded. “Will do.” He answered.

“I need to head back to the main office and do some research of my own.” Dilaen said now. “I want to know where Yuriko Leonidas has been for the last four years and why she is suddenly no longer persona non grata within the Royal Family.”

Thomas looked at her. “Watch your tail Dilaen.”

Dilaen looked at him. “Thomas… I didn’t know you cared?” She spoke huskily.

“I do. I love this kind of work… but with the Royal Family you don’t know want to make too many waves. They aren’t particularly fond of people trying to dig into their private lives if you know what I mean.” Thomas said as he rose to his feet.

“They are public figures.” Dilaen spoke watching him as he came closer. He was nearing six feet in height and towered over her five foot frame easily. He was also very handsome in his own right Dilaen noticed for the first time. She had never viewed him in such a way for the entire five years they had worked together. “It is part of the way things are.”

“Just so long as we don’t end up out of work or in prison.” Thomas said stopping right in front of her and looking down into her face. “We keep things truthful and accurate just like we always have.”

Dilaen nodded. “That is without question Thomas.” She stated. She stepped closer to him now feeling something very different between them in all the excitement of what they were discovering. “Stay in touch Thomas.” She whispered to him. “I mean that.”

Thomas Gunner nodded his head slowly surprised at Dilaen’s sudden concerned tone. “I will.” He answered her.

Dilaen nodded and moved to the door of the apartment. She glanced back at him quickly as the door opened and smiled before stepping into the corridor. Thomas shook his head as the door closed and he turned back to Hatol.

“She finds you attractive Thomas.” Hatol spoke now.

Gunner looked at him. “Yeah… right. What have you been smoking?” He asked moving back to his chair.

“Trust me my friend. I’m an elf… I know these things.” Hatol said.

Gunner waved his hand in dismissal. “You are seeing things. She’s got no interest in me at all. I’m human. C’mon… let’s try and pan the remote out wider before we pull it all the way in.”

SPARTA

KAVALIAN EMBASSY

Jalersi’Puat moved slowly down the corridor on the third floor of the embassy lost in her own thoughts. This was the floor that would house the majority of the embassy staff once they were allowed to have a full staff. It was empty for the most part now as those members already assigned were being kept on the second floor. Jalersi had been pacing the corridors of this floor since the day Athani had left. Her younger sister’s words and actions had thrown Jalersi for a loop. The first day she had been angry with Athani. Angry because Athani had left her to deal with their father’s fury at what she had done. Their father blamed Jalersi for not keeping more of a leash on Athani, he blamed her because Athani had made all of them look the fool. Timur, Qurot, Jiss and Matuarr would not even speak to her after that incident at the café when Jalersi simply stood there and did nothing. They said she should have done more, that she should have physically restrained her sister and kept her from leaving. It was well known that no Lycavorian male would strike a woman for any reason, or at least that is what they believed, and they felt it was Jalersi’s position to restrain Athani and keep her from defecting. The truth of the matter was that Jalersi was in a state of shock at the strength of will which her sister had displayed. The determined firmness of her voice and demeanor when she announced proudly she was defecting. How she told Qurot in that mocking tone how he would never have her purity. That she had given it to a man that she loved. A man who loved and worshiped her. And then to see Androcles Leonidas smash Qurot to the ground with such ease and even less hesitation as he had stood up and defended his brother and Athani without question.

It was something that Jalersi should have done she knew. She should have defended her sister. She should have defended her for all those years, but in her own twisted way she had allowed Pusintin to rape her sister for that time, thinking that this more than anything protected her. In the ways of her people Jalersi thought, what she pushed her sister into was defending and protecting her. In reality Jalersi saw now, it had done more to push Athani away than anything else. Jalersi thought back on how Resumar Leonidas had held Athani tightly to him, shielding her with his own body from Qurot as if she was some precious gem. How beautiful Athani had looked in the arms of the muscular young Prince. And then she had witnessed the sizzling kiss of love that they had shared before launching into the sky on the back of his dragon. These were the scenes that had played out countless times on the Netnews channels, further incensing Qurot and the others. These were the scenes that Pusintin had thrown back in her face when she had talked to him. Jalersi was not a fool nor was she unintelligent, and she knew immediately that her husband was lying to her. He no more cared about Athani defecting than he did the color of the sky. He was concerned more with the ramifications of her actions and of his position within the Kavalian hierarchy. Jalersi had questioned him several times on what he was doing and where he was, and each time he deftly avoided the subject and always returned to what she should have done to stop Athani. How it made the Kavalian people look foolish, and the shame it would bring to her father’s Pride and their own. What hurt the most, and what possibly was the catalyst for how she felt now, when she asked him if he missed her. If he missed her in his arms, the smell of her in his nose. Jalersi felt like someone had struck her with a large metal bar when his only answer to her was how she should have done more to stop Athani. Pusintin’s own words to her had done more to confirm to Jalersi where she stood in his life than what Athani had told her in the minutes before she had taken control of her life and defected. She…

Jalersi stopped in the corridor when she saw the door to the room open and low voices coming from inside. She looked around quickly trying to determine if there was a cleaning crew on this floor, or if they had begun moving some of the staff up here. Nothing reached out to her and she moved closer to the open doorway, peering into the main room of the small apartment. These embassies had been built so that each individual room was a mini apartment. It had a main living room with a small bedroom and kitchen attached. The apartments weren’t overly large or glamorous, but they were comfortably furnished. The main room was only partially lit by a single lamp globe, the small desk with the computer monitor on it active with the face of the Kavalian male in a fleet uniform. A man she vaguely recognized. Then she saw him step into the dim light and Jalersi had to suppress her gasp of surprise. 

Pian’s towering muscular form Jalersi would never forget.

He wore only a pair of fleet pants and his boots, his dark brown fur still damp from what could only be a shower. He was using a thick brush to comb out the hair on his head, the thinner and shorter fur on his face already impeccably groomed. Even under his coat of fur Jalersi could see the steel hard muscles and extreme definition. This was a different Pian than the one who had shared her bed that single night after Pusintin’s return. His six foot four frame was without question much more defined in its muscularity, his entire coat of fur was now much shorter and smoothly groomed. She remembered it had been wild and tangled when she had given herself to him all those years ago. 

Pusintin had returned from Earth, his brother almost killing him in a ferocious and barbaric duel between two wolves of equal size and lethal ability that hated one another. A battle of brothers. Pusintin had shunned her upon his return as he healed, unwilling to allow her to care for him or many times to even see him. He remained at his Kavalian father’s home for weeks on end and ignored her. Jalersi didn’t remember what brought her to Pian’s home that night. It may have been loneliness or the beginnings of what she felt was happening now. All she knew was that it had been the most erotic and passionate night of wild sex she had had in her lifetime. The times with her husband were nothing compared to what Pian had done to her. He was several inches larger than Pusintin, and much thicker as was the norm with Kavalian men. Jalersi could not remember how many times he had taken her that night, only that she was deliciously sore for two full days afterwards.

Her horror and anger at what she had done had hit her the next afternoon. Horror because she had allowed another man besides her mate to have her. The anger because throughout it all, Pian had never once locked groins with her while he spilled his seed into her. She was angry at herself for succumbing to the overwhelming desire for him, and the immense pleasure she had gotten out of it, but also angry with Pian because he feared Pusintin enough to not take the chance of impregnating Jalersi with his child. Looking at him now, so superbly groomed and defined, Jalersi once more felt the tug in her own loins for him. A tug that had been there for as long as she could remember. A desire that Athani had seen in her far clearer than Jalersi had seen herself. She remained quiet as she realized the Kavalian male on the monitor was Pian’s younger brother Galisk. 

“…fears a purge of some sort will start because of what Athani has done Pian.” Galisk spoke from the monitor. 

Pian shook his head. “They will not act in this way Galisk.” He spoke confidently. “If they begin to oppress the people more there is too much of a chance of this type of activity leaking out. That is not something they will risk now that they have established diplomatic ties with the Union. The Union would no doubt protest this vehemently.”

“You sound very sure of that Pian.” Galisk spoke.

“I am. I saw this coming in Athani many years ago. Her spirit… I knew they would never be able to break her spirit.” He replied. “This plan they have Galisk… they did not give us all of the parts to it. There is far more to it than what the Prefect gave to Jiss and Matuarr. They will undoubtedly review it and tell the Prefect it is a fine plan and without fault. Qurot and Timur as well. And they will do this without having all the information.”  

“You don’t believe this plan will work Pian?” Galisk asked.

“No plan is without some fault.” Pain spoke. “Qurot and the others will fall behind it with no questions because all of them wish to gain more. They will not care about what they have not seen and that is what ultimately leads to failure. I have no interest in gaining more than I have within our military Galisk… you know this brother. I do not aspire to command huge fleets. I have my ship and our Pride’s ships and that is enough. We have always defended what our people have and that will never change. I want only one thing now, you know that.”

“Pian… I do not understand that part of you.” Galisk said. “She changed you.”

“She did not change me Galisk.” Pian spoke.

“No? Look at you brother. You have become leaner and far stronger. You have become educated! You are the most finely groomed of our entire Pride, and we are all well groomed. Our mother could not be happier about that. Our Pride has become stronger than ever under your leadership since father passed on and you keep us out of the ridiculous and petty infighting between the Prides. You need children Pian. Strong children to carry on what you have begun for the Nruarani Pride.”

“I want only her Galisk.” Pian spoke. “I will succeed one day.”

“Is she worth it brother?”

“As Athani’Puat never lost her desire and spirit to be free, I will never lose my desire and spirit for her sister. Yes… she is more than worth it.” Pian answered. “Now tell me… what have you discovered?”

“It is as you thought.” Galisk replied. “There have been four times that I can name for certain and probably more… but I did not want to delve too deeply. The questions I asked were well within my level of security and not out of place. They drew no suspicion. Will you tell her Pian?”

Pian shook his head. “No. If I did this… it will only make it appear as if I am being vindictive. I do not want her to love me because of what her husband has done. I want her to love me for who I am. He is a idiot Galisk… and she will discover it eventually all by herself. Jalersi’Puat is no fool.”

“What will she do if she discovers it Pian?” Galisk asked. “Technically he has done nothing wrong according to our laws. The Prefect no doubt knows about these instances as well Pain.” Galisk said. “Are you sure this connection is secure?”

Pian smiled as he settled into the chair. “It is secure Galisk. I would not put you at risk if it wasn’t brother. To answer your question… I don’t know what she would do.”

“Do you think she would ask for an Edict of Dissolution if she discovered this? It is one of the things that our females have the right to do.” Galisk asked.

Pian shook his head. “I don’t know. I know I will protect her from harm for as long as I am with her. I do not trust Qurot or Timur to protect her. Not while we are here.”

“You don’t think the Union would do something do you?” Galisk asked.

Pian shook his head. “It is not the Union I am worried about. If it is within their power to prevent, then no harm will come to Jalersi. It is that which is not within their realm of control that concerns Karun and I both.”

“I will continue to keep my eyes and ears open brother.” Galisk spoke. “If I feel you should know something I will contact you in this manner.”


Pian nodded. “Remain safe Galisk. I will talk to you soon.” 

Pian waited until the secure transmission had faded before he stood up and deactivated the monitor. He took a deep breath and looked towards the window in his apartment.

“You can come out now Jalersi.” He stated as he turned to the door. “I know you are there.”

Jalersi stepped into the doorway slowly her beautiful blue eyes wide. “How did you…?”

Pian stepped closer to her his eyes never wavering from her gaze. “We may have shared only one night together Jalersi’Puat… but I will never forget how you smell. I don’t need to be Lycavorian to use my sense of smell more than our people do.”

“Pian… Pian I…”

“How much did you hear?” Pain asked gently.

Jalersi met her eyes. “Pian… what has your brother discovered about my husband?” She asked.

“Jalersi you…”

Jalersi took his hand in hers and squeezed. “Pian’Nruarani… if you care anything for me… you will tell me what it is your brother discovered about Pusintin.”

“Care for you?” Pian gasped. “Look at me Jalersi! Look at me! I am this way for you! I have changed who I am for you! I like who I am now… but I changed for you! Because I wanted you! I have known since that night I have wanted you and no other! I have changed who I am in the hopes that one day I would be able to win your affection. Informing on your vile husband and his activities is not the way I wanted to do it! You should not have listened to a private conversation.” He spoke turning away and moving to the window, passing his hand over the sensor so that the blinds slid open the rest of the way and lights of the city of Sparta poured into his near dark room.

Jalersi stared at his broad back finding herself admiring the exquisite definition of his powerful shoulders and back and the way his short hair flowed over his skin. She stepped closer to him fighting back the urge to touch him and run his fingers through the soft hair. Silhouetted against the skyline as he now was caused tremors of desire to sweep through her as she remembered their night together once more. 

“How is it that you… how is that you have secure communications outside the normal one provided to the embassy?” She asked. “And how is it that you get around the Union’s ability to jam anything outside of the main terminal?”

Pian turned only his head and looked at her from over his shoulder. “I am a Pride leader Jalersi.” He said softly.

“Qurot is also a Pride leader and he does not have this ability.” Jalersi said moving closer to him.

“Qurot is an idiot who craves only power.” Pian hissed. “His Pride members follow him because they fear him. I do not crave power and the Nruarani Pride follow me because they respect me. I will not throw their lives away needlessly and they know that.”

“Tell me Pian.” Jalersi asked him watching him turn to look at her once more. “Please tell me.”

“I asked my brother to discover if Pusintin has exercised his right under the Senior Pride Leader’s Act to take others into his bed.” Pian spoke finally.

“He has… hasn’t he?” Jalersi asked suddenly feeling her anger towards Pusintin begin to grow into hatred. Pure unadulterated hatred.

“You heard my brother’s answer Jalersi.” Pian said. “It is no different than what you have already begun to suspect.” 

“Why would you do this?” Jalersi asked softly after a moment and looking at him.

“What does it matter Jalersi?” Pian asked quietly. “You have told me yourself that I do not know how to love. That the night we shared would never be repeated. Why do you care why I did it?”

“Yet you told your brother you would never lose your desire or spirit for me.” Jalersi said as she felt something else begin to make its trek across her body. 

Pian looked at her as if she had gone crazy. “Any man would be fool to desire more than you!” He hissed softly. “If they desire more than what you provide to them, then they do not deserve you to begin with!”

Jalersi stared into his dark eyes, Athani’s words that day coming back to her now.

“Pian has changed Jalersi. He has changed for you.” Athani spoke softly. “Why do you think he is so well groomed now? Why do you think he returned to his schooling even as a fleet officer and got a Decree of Education? Why do you think he has never taken a mate in all the years since that day?”
“Athani stop it!” Jalersi spoke. 


“He loves you Jalersi.” Athani spoke. “Even Karun sees it. You do too… you just won’t admit to yourself your own feelings. And do not sit there and tell me you feel nothing for him because you would be lying to me.”

Jalersi thought back to when she had seen the Durcunusaan soldiers pull him from the back of the transport on the King’s ship. He had been beaten so severely they did not think he would survive. She had felt the concern for him nearly consume her then and she did not know why. Yet he had survive, only for her to discover he had volunteered to come here and be with her.

“Pian… I…”

Pian lifted his hand and with far more tenderness than Jalersi ever expected from him, he placed two fingers on her lips silencing her words. “I am not afraid anymore Jalersi’Puat.” He stated. “I am not afraid anymore… but I will not take advantage of your anger with Pusintin because he is blind to the treasure he has in front of him.”

Jalersi lifted her blue eyes and met his gaze taking in features that could be horribly frightening if he wanted them to be, but were now soft and warm as they looked at her. “You… you consider me a treasure Pian’Nruarani ?” She asked softly. 

“To me… to me Jalersi’Puat you are the most valuable treasure in the universe.” He replied. “If I had you… if I had your love, I would need nothing else in my life. Not power. Not position. Not wealth. You are all of these things and so much more all wrapped into one.” He drew his fingers back along her cheek. “Go now Jalersi. Please do not make this any harder for me than it already is.”

Jalersi nodded slowly and let  his fingers fall away as she turned and began moving towards the door. She stopped just before reaching the door as Athani’s words once more resonated in her mind.

“Jalersi… have you ever thought about what it would be like to live like they do? Do you never wish for something more than what you have?”

Jalersi then did something she had never consciously done before in her four hundred and thirty-three year old life. Jalersi’Puat made a decision because she wanted to. She made a decision based on something she wanted and desired. She lifted her hand and passed it over the sensor on the side of the door and watched as the door responded instantly and closed. When she heard it click into a locked position she felt the swell of desire in her begin to bubble forth. Without turning around she reached up and began unfastening the ivory white jumpsuit she was wearing.

“Show me Pian.” She said softly.

“Jalersi… you…”

Jalersi pulled the top of the jumpsuit from her shoulders and in a single graceful motion peeled it down her legs and off her body until she was standing in front of Pian completely naked, her back to him. She stepped to the side and pressed her body against the cool wall in the customary position of submissiveness for a Kavalian female, her blond hair falling to the middle of her firm ass cheeks like spun silk.

“Show me Pian’Nruarani.” She whispered once more, feeling the fire in her body beginning to grow hotter.

Jalersi heard the snarl of want and tearing of fabric and then he was upon her. He pushed her against the cold wall and she gasped when his immensely powerful body pressed up against her back. She hissed in sudden delight as his hands touched her thighs flaming her desire even more. Instead of the rough pawing she expected Jalersi’s eyes grew wide when his hands began to explore her flesh intimately and ever so gently. His fingers dragged across the flesh of her legs and hips, his stroke so hot that no matter where he touched she felt electric currents pulsing through her. This she did not expect and she could not stop the overwhelming surge of passion that was rapidly smashing aside any doubts she may have had. If the exploration of his hands did not convince her that Pian meant every word he had said to her, his next action persuaded her beyond any reasonable or basis of thought. 

Pian gripped her waist and he spun her around within his arms before lifting her off the floor and crushing her body between his broad chest and the wall behind her. His hands cupped her firm ass and he looked at her with an inferno in his dark eyes and a craving that Jalersi had never seen in Pusintin’s eyes. A craving for her.

“You… you will never be submissive Jalersi’Puat! Not to me! Not to any man!” Pain hissed out the words before plunging his lips down on hers and stealing her breath away with a kiss that burned away all that Jalersi had been.

As the conflagration within her heart and soul erupted, Jalersi’Puat wrapped her arms around Pian’s massive shoulders, her large breasts crushed almost painfully to his fur covered chest and she kissed him back with every ounce of her living being. She felt the flared head of his huge cock press against her already soaked opening and the memories of his size and girth came rushing back to her in that instant.

I am not afraid anymore Jalersi’Puat.

Pian’s words echoed in her mind like a horn and her lips tore away from his as he pulled her down on his massive cock. Her stunning blue eyes opened wide in blissful, agonizing pleasure as Pian speared her with his entire fourteen inch cock in one dominating plunge. As every thick wonderful inch of his pulsing shaft pummeled its way into her body, it smashed aside the old Jalersi'Puat and made room for the new. When she ended her glorious plummet onto Pian’s throbbing shaft and felt his enormous balls press tightly against her ass cheeks, Jalersi erupted in the most soul shattering orgasm of her life.
And her rebirth began.

BELID

IMMORTAL BASE


As’hia reached up and allowed her fingers to gently touch where Lynom’s fangs had sunk deeply into her flesh as she watched him busy himself near the door. The two small marks were almost fully healed and would disappear from her skin by the end of the day tomorrow. She had foolishly attempted to attack who she thought was Lynom when he had come into her cell two nights ago. She was completely healed she knew and she felt as if all of her normal power and speed had returned. As’hia was of the mind that if he had left her a knife it was for a purpose. There was only one problem with her actions.


The Immortal that had entered her cell was not Lynom.


She had not wanted to kill Lynom and she was poised only to injure him so that she could question him. Her downward slash with the knife only managed to produce a four inch long slice in the skin of the Immortal before As’hia realized it wasn’t Lynom. By then it was too late. Fueled by anger and alcohol, this Immortal had come to rape her. He had followed Lynom to her cell and knocked him unconscious before entering. His first blow set her head to ringing and sent her flying across the cell, the knife skittering useless across the floor in the opposite direction. Laughing hysterically to himself about how he had taken Ralmin out of the picture and now he would have her, he began advancing across the cell toward her dazed form while unbuckling his pants. As’hia’s eyes were darting back and forth, trying to focus and find a weapon she could use to defend herself. A single blow from this Immortal had knocked her almost senseless and without a weapon she would not be able to fight him. He would have his way with her and because of her own selfish attitude there was nothing she would be able to do about it. Unable to find anything to fight with As’hia rolled back over on the floor to see him directly above her. She prepared to scratch and claw him to death if that would help but as she lifted her hands to do this, the point of a sword blade burst from the front of the Immortal’s chest. As’hia could only watch as it appeared to happen in slow motion. She saw Lynom appear from behind the Immortal, his features twisted into a mask of rage unlike anything she had ever seen in her lifetime. She watched as he twisted the arm of the Immortal savagely upwards and back. She could hear the popping of his shoulder sounding like a P190 as if went off. She watched him open his mouth to scream out his agony but no sound came forth as Lynom buried the blade of his Immortal fighting knife into the soft tissue under his jaw. The blade sliced through his tongue and the roof of his mouth and buried itself deeply into the Immortal’s brain. Lynom twisted the blade viciously, no doubt tearing hundreds of brain cells to pieces as the Immortal’s body rose on its tiptoes trying to escape the agonizing pain. As’hia watched the body twitch grotesquely twice and then Lynom tore the blade free and sent a crippling front side kick smashing into the Immortal’s head. She had never seen such a tall individual, such a muscular individual able to kick as high as Lynom did. His heavy boot crushed the side of the Immortal’s head, the sound of his skull cracking like a gunshot in the enclosed room. The force of the kick lifted him off the floor and sent his body rocketing across the cell before crunching against the opposite wall of the cell.


And then Lynom’s crazy eyes fell upon her.


They had changed to cobalt blue now, and As'hia realized then that when he allowed his vampire blood to come forth from where it remained always hidden and mix with his Immortal blood, Lynom became a near unstoppable master of destruction and death.


“I told you to not attempt anything foolish!” He had screamed at her. “Now there is only one way I can protect you!”


As’hia didn’t even see him move, and before she could draw another breath into her body his vampire fangs had sunk deeply into her neck and he fed. As’hia tried to beat him off, but found her arms had no strength in them as he held her body crushed against his. She felt no pain, only incredible pleasure and an indescribable warmth flood through her. Within moments she was clutching his shoulders tightly, holding onto him as he drank her blood. She couldn’t remember when he released her, only that he kept apologizing and lowered her like a newborn baby to the mat. She felt extremely tired then, her eyelids heavy, and the last thing she could remember before blackness claimed her was him covering her body with the blanket.

Watching him now As’hia took notice that the back of his head was still soaked with dried blood as if the wound he had suffered had not healed. He had not spoken to her, he had barely looked at her when he had entered bringing her food and water. He brought another bundle with the food, setting that beside the tray as he opened two small packages and placed four pills on the tray next to her food.


“They have nothing resembling the juice you need to replenish what I took from you two nights ago.” His voice carried to her softly. “These pills are the best I can come up with. Take them or not… it is up to you.”


“I need nothing from you!” As'hia hissed at him.


Lynom’s head snapped around and he glared at her. “If you wish to survive you need to listen to me!” He spat angrily. “If you wish to see your parents again you need to do as I tell you! I am trying to protect you!”


As'hia rubbed her neck where he had bitten her. “If that is your idea of protecting me… I will do without it thank you.”


As'hia gasped when he blurred and was instantly beside her, leaning over her and causing her to push back against the wall. His eyes had once more changed to cobalt blue and they stared at her angrily.


“If I had not done what I did, then right now you would be getting gang raped by every Immortal on this base As'hia of the elves!” Lynom spoke the words cruelly. “You are not fully healed from what you have endured, no matter how much you believe you are! You can not shift to wolf form to heal the internal injuries that they inflicted on you. They will only heal as fast as your elven metabolism can cure them! Attacking that Immortal was one of the stupidest things you have no doubt ever done!”


“I… I thought he was you!” As'hia stammered.


“If it had been me… I would not have had to do what I did!” Lynom nearly screamed. “By having to kill that pig of my people, you forced me to prove to Phy’iad I had taken you as my property! You forced me into a position where I had to bite you to keep you safe! It was the only way to justify killing that idiot! Why do you think I have almost never left the door of your cell? Do you think it was because I wanted to remain here and ogle you while you slept? I stayed because it was the only way for me to keep the others from raping you! Because I had not marked you in the way of our people! It was… it was not something I wanted to do!”


“It sure seemed like you were enjoying it when you were feeding on my blood!” As'hia snarled at him.


Lynom leaned even closer to her, his forehead touching hers. “Your blood tastes like foul stagnant water!” He growled at her. “Do not flatter yourself she elf!”


“How… how does feeding on my blood protect me you bastard!” As'hia snapped. “It is just a different kind of rape!”

Lynom’s face suddenly softened considerably and his eyes changed back to their normal dark brown almost instantly. This transformation shocked As'hia and for a fleeting moment she saw compassion and concern in his dark eyes. Then those eyes became the emotionless orbs she had seen since she had been here.


“If that… if that Immortal had raped you… if he had seen that I had not bitten you…” Lynom took a deep breath and leaned back several inches from her face. His willow flower scent filled her senses then and almost made her head spin. “If he had reported back to Phy’iad that you were not bitten, that I had not marked you, Phy’iad would have become suspicious. And while his men were having their way with you, he would have been interrogating me. You left me no option! I had to bite you. Now they will smell me in your blood and they will leave you alone. At least as long as you do nothing stupid as you did two nights ago. No matter what you believe or think about me or my people, I am trying to keep you safe. I… I told my brother to tell your parents I would keep you safe.”

As’hia’s eyes grew wider as he moved away from her and returned to the bundle. She scrambled to get her feet under her and moved closer to him. “My parents?” She gasped. “What do you mean? You have… you have talked to my parents? How?”


“Not your parents.” Lynom replied softly. “My brother Tir’ut. He is on Apo Prime with Queen Dysea, my mother and his il kal'daka darthirii.”

“His what?” As'hia asked.


Lynom looked at her. “You do not speak our language? I thought all Spartans warriors were instructed in the ancient vampire language?”


As'hia could not meet his eyes. “It is… it is a course I barely passed during my schooling. I did not feel the need to learn it.” She answered. “My… my mother and father can speak it fluently but I have no vampire friends. I did not see how it was necessary.”


“Il kal'daka darthirii means she-wolf elf.” Lynom told her. “It is the name my brother has given to the one he loves and will one day take as his Du’ased ‘ranndi. His Blessed Wife. Your parents would have arrived on Apo Prime sometime today their time.”

“You expect me to believe an elf is in love with your brother?” As'hia spoke.


“She is like you.” Lynom answered. “Half elf and half wolf. And you will believe what you will. I no longer care.”


“How can you talk to your brother if he is on Apo Prime?” As'hia snapped harshly. “Wouldn’t your friends detect you using secure communications to speak with your brother in Union space?”


Lynom glared at her. “They are not my friends!” He growled the words.


“You are an Immortal!” As'hia quipped.


“I am only half Immortal!” Lynom snapped turning to face her now. “My mother is a pureblood vampire!”


“You sure… you sure look like an Immortal to me.” As'hia spoke.


“This is not how I look!” Lynom barked. “Do you think I like having to look like this? To wear the skin of the man I replaced? He was a mindless brute of an Immortal! Uneducated and unskilled. My twelve year old brother has more intelligence than he did. He fell out of favor with the High Coven and was going to come here! We intercepted him and I took his place!”


“Twelve year old brother?” As'hia asked surprised.


“Tir’ut is older than me by a year. I have two younger brothers. Twelve and nine. My mother and father will try for a daughter next.” Lynom replied.


“So how can you talk to your brother if you are not using communications?” As'hia asked.


Lynom tapped his forehead lightly. “We communicate regularly within Mindvoice.” He answered. “My mother is a powerful Mindvoicer, trained by the witch Empress Aikiro herself. Combined with the natural strength of Immortals to shield Tir’ut and I developed advanced skills. We have a connection we use to give reports. We do not use it often or for very long. It is very difficult to maintain the connection.” Lynom’s face grew softer. “Well… it was until Normya and Iriral began helping us. They are stronger than us.”


“Normya?” As'hia gasped. “Normya Leonidas?”


Lynom met her eyes. “Yes. Do you know her?”


“Know her… she is a Princess of the Union!” As'hia exclaimed. “I suppose you are going to tell me she is the one who will marry your brother? I’m supposed to believe that? You must think I am a fool Lynom. You have done nothing but lie to me since I got here!”


“I have never lied to you!” Lynom spoke. “I will never lie to you!”


“I don’t believe you!” As'hia snarled. “How can you come and go here and no one knows what we are talking about? You must think I am a complete fool to…”


Lynom lost his temper then and he snatched her by her hair, yanking her to her feet in a single blink. She cried out softly, her hands going to where he had hold of her hair. As'hia had no choice but to follow him as he walked out into the corridor, practically dragging her along with his long strides. Fear began to wash over her then, her heart racing nearly out of control. She heard soft cries and harsh grunting and then Lynom pulled her in front of him and her dark eyes went wide when she looked down into the huge room from far above. In the room below were dozens of female elves, close to forty if she counted accurately, and at the moment all of them were sexually servicing Immortals in every conceivable way and position. Their cries of delight filtered to As'hia’s ears, even those female elves that were handling two and sometimes three Immortals. As'hia found herself backing up against Lynom, trying to get away, his huge body blocking any exit for her.

“Once a day they come here.” His voice spoke softly from behind her. “For three… and sometimes four hours this perversion goes on. These are the female elves who have been broken by these vile scum of my father’s people. Unlike you… they are not half wolf and their bodies can not reject the addicting properties of those vithu creatures below. They want to submit… they must submit or they risk going insane and dying. This is the time I come to see you… because even Phy’iad must participate in this orgy of decadence and dishonor. For most of the elves below… they do not know which Immortal broke them… and because of that they must fuck all of them or risk death.

Lynom released his hold on her hair but As'hia was frozen in her spot unable to tear her eyes from the horror that was happening below. She felt his arm slip around her waist and pull her tightly against his powerful frame. “You may believe me or not As'hia of the elves… but this is the fate that awaited you if I had not done what I did. If it had been discovered I had not marked you, if I had not taken your blood, this is where you would have spent the rest of your days. And since you would have fought them, they would have taken great pleasure in beating you into submission before they raped you for hours.” As'hia heard and felt him take a deep breath before continuing. “I came here to send information to my father on this group of putrid parasites. They had been making inquires of my father’s tribe and we needed to discover what they knew. My father’s tribe deserted the High Coven when they tried to kill him As'hia. They succeeded in destroying my father’s sons and daughter from his pure Akruxian wife. My older brother Fash’ka was the only one of his nine children to live. They tried to kill him and failed. The High Lord Veldruk smashed him through a window some forty stories above the ground. My father felt sure he was plunging to his death. My mother Esther saved him. She allowed him to feed on her blood and she saved him. When she fell in love with him the Empress tried to kill her. She ordered her associates to rape and kill my mother for giving herself to an Immortal willingly. They escaped together and their love has only grown through the years. My father’s tribe escaped High Coven space and we settled in secret on Kranek. This group of Immortals you see below you deserted the High Coven when the Kavalian dogs began kicking their asses. The few inquires they made of us were passed on to my parents by friends we have made in The Wilds.

“My tribe is no longer what you have been schooled to expect from Immortals As'hia. My mother is a genius scientist and she eradicated the chemical in Immortal blood that addicts female elves. The men in my tribe worship her for this and so much more. She is a pureblood vampire and my people revere her as the Matron mother of our tribe. Some of the men have taken elven wives in the time since we have been free. Elves that we rescued from bounty hunters or mercenaries. Our tribe now has elves and several others we count among our number. Including children.”

As'hia turned her head slowly looking at him, detecting the pride in his voice when he spoke of his father and his tribe. “The time is approaching when my father will order this nest of vermin destroyed and I will take immense pleasure as I stand beside him and my brother Tir’ut and we hand out retribution for all the vileness they have performed on others. We will leave none alive… that I promise you.”
As'hia turned back to the scene below and closed her eyes unable to watch any longer. She felt him pull her away now and he led her back to the cell within moments. He released her arm once in side her cell and bent next to the bundle, picking something up. As'hia’s eyes went wide when he turned around and she saw the same knife he had left with her before.

“I have marked you. Taken your blood. Even these scum will honor that. You are deemed my property and none of the others will attempt anything.” Lynom spoke holding out the knife. “I can not remain outside your cell any longer for that would draw attention. Take this… and if you must use it do not stab behind the left ear As'hia. That will not work on an Immortal no matter how much you have been trained to believe. Stab under their jaw as I did… directly into their brain and twist as hard as you can.” As'hia looked at him stunned. “Take it woman!”
“How… how do you know I won’t use it on you?” She stammered as she took the blade.

“I have tasted your blood As'hia. As Lycavorians can track prey across whole planets by their scent… I can do the same just by the smell of your blood.” Lynom spoke. “And I am hoping perhaps now you will see that without me… your life will be over. I told Tir’ut to inform your parents I would protect you and I will. With all that I am I will protect you. I can not do that if you kill me however.” He bent to pick up the rest of the bundle and held that out to her. “Besides… I don’t die as easily as normal Immortals. I am half vampire.”

“How… how do I know I can trust you?” As'hia asked softly. “You… you are…”

Lynom met her eyes. “I am half Immortal yes. I am half of the species of criminal that brought you here. That did horrible things to you. I know all this. I understand why you feel as you do As'hia of the elves. I do. But it was not I who did these things… and I give you my sacred word, before we leave this place, every one of the scum who touched you in any way will die by my hand. I know who they are… all of them. None of them will survive.”
“Why… why would you do this?” As'hia asked.

Lynom stared at her for a long moment before motioning with his head to the tray. “Take the pills. They will replace the nutrients in your blood that I took. The drug they injected you with to keep you from shifting will dissipate enough for you to change in a week or so. Then you will be able to transform to heal your wounds completely. I must get back to my post before they begin returning. Our Mindvoice connection will remain open for you to contact me if you need me. I know you won’t do this for you want nothing to do with me… but it is there.”

As'hia watched him turn slowly and move to the doorway. “Lynom?” She spoke waiting for him to turn back around. “Who is your father? You said the High Lord tried to kill him so that must mean he was high up within the ranks of the Immortals.”

“Why would this matter to you?” Lynom asked.

“You want me to trust you?” As'hia asked. “This is a start.”

“My father was the Immortal Captain for the High Lord Veldruk.” Lynom answered seeing her eyes grow wide. “My father’s name is Cha’talla.”

SPARTA

PIAN’S APARTMENT


“…Pian’Nruaraniiiii!!” 
Jalersi’Puat’s Columbia blue eyes rolled into the back of her head as another crushing orgasm swept through her for yet the fourth time in less than two hours. She could do nothing but clutch at Pian’s powerful shoulders, her fingers laced within the soft hair covering his body, as her entire body shuddered almost violently in release. Her lips were parted in a breathless cry of passion, her cheek pressed tightly against his neck. She felt his large hands squeeze her ass cheeks tightly, almost painfully and pull her spasming pussy even tighter around his pulsating fourteen inch shaft. Her sweet come poured forth from her body, coating his already soaked cock and drenching their lower bodies even more than they already were. The smooth tapered head of his cock was touching her in places Pusintin could never hope to reach, places he cared nothing for. Jalersi could only lay there with Pian’s massive body on top of her as she writhered in unabashed enchantment, her ankles locked at the small of his back and her hips undulating of their own accord, as she tried to draw more of his incredible length deeply inside her.
It had started the moment he pulled her down on his cock. Jalersi’Puat had forgotten how wonderfully endowed he was. She had forgotten how he had stretched her beyond what Pusintin ever could achieve. She had forgotten how the heat and pulsing of his thick cock had her hissing his name in blissful passion thirty seconds after he had rammed home fully into her depths. She had forgotten all that until the moment she felt his huge balls come to rest tightly against her ass and then it all had come rushing back. Only this time… this time what she had forgotten didn’t matter in the least. This was not the same Pian’Nruarani from so long ago. She recognized that the moment his large hand closed on the back of her head and he crushed her lips against his in a kiss that stole away her ability to breath. With his enormous cock stuffing her unlike anything she could remember feeling and his thick tongue dancing with her own in a musical duet, Pian had carried her to the bed. The slick juices of her first overwhelming orgasm dripped from around his deeply buried cock, leaking from her still constricting pussy. She thought briefly this would deter him in some way, make him stop what he was doing. Jalersi had been so delectably wrong. She clung to his powerful body with her arms and legs as he lowered her to the soft mattress, never once breaking their kiss. Her large breasts were crushed against the soft fur of his muscled chest, the heat of his skin sending her into a heat of passion unlike anything she had ever experienced. This was so unlike what they had shared twenty years ago Jalersi thought for a moment that this was not Pian at all. Those thoughts left her mind when he gently took her ankles in his hands and pulled away from their kiss. He brought both her legs in front of him and positioned them over his right shoulder before looking down into her wide eyes and blissful face.
“Now I will make you mine Jalersi’Puat!” He had said.

And make her his Pian’Nruarani had done. He began slowly, pulling his huge cock from her almost completely before driving it back in with deliberate slowness. It was almost as if he wanted her to beg him to fuck her faster and harder. After eight mind numbing strokes into her extremely wet pussy Jalersi was begging him. She was screaming his name with abandon, thanking the stars that the rooms in the embassy were soundproof. Within minutes Pian had her whimpering in uncontrollable glee as she tore at the sheets of the bed in another mind numbing orgasm. All thoughts of her bastard husband Pusintin were shredded and tossed to the wind as this man claimed all that she was.
The quivers of that orgasm had barely left her before Pian was shifting his position once more. He pulled her up into his arms and lap, her golden hair splaying wildly around both of them as his lips dropped to her throat and he began his ministrations again. Jalersi’s mind could barely comprehend that this was Pian. His fur covered cheeks brushed across her flesh, his lips and tongue dancing across the skin of her shoulders and neck as she rocked back and forth on his still burning hot cock. When his lips found the nipples of her large breasts, that is where they stayed for what seemed like forever, sucking and nibbling the sensitive nipples while his large hands stroked her back and the area at her tailbone where her tail would have been. The moment his fingers touched that superbly sensitive area, a spot that Pusintin had long ago stopped giving attention too, Jalersi cooed out her contentment and shuddered wonderfully in a softer, gentler orgasm. She could not clutch Pian tightly enough to her as the throes of that orgasm rippled outward from her belly. His hands and fingers did not stop their work even as she clutched his head in her hands and adorned his face with soft kisses and professions of love. They were professions that Jalersi knew without doubt were truthful and spoken from her heart.
The next hour had brought them to this point. An exquisite hour of Pian exploring every crevice of her body, even while his massive cock remained firmly anchored within her depths. No matter how she moved, tiny jolts of riveting pleasure would stream across her body. Oh yes… this was not the Pian’Nruarani that had found a crack in her heart a soul and infected her. This was a different Pian… a Pian that worshiped her in every way. A Pian that had so easily shattered every wall she had built through the years. He had been so true to his word and though she wanted to, he had not allowed her to be submissive to him. He had worshiped her as one would worship a goddess, refusing to let her give him pleasure in any form. Every kiss he gave her, every stroke of his dominating cock, and Jalersi felt her life altering. She felt the old slipping away to be replaced by the new.

Athani had been so right. Her younger sister had discovered what it meant to love and be loved, and she had begged Jalersi to open herself to this. Had it not been her discovery that Pusintin was not the man she thought he was, not the man who she envisioned changing the future of her people, had she not discovered all this Jalersi would have missed all that she was feeling at this moment. Feelings and emotions and sensations Jalersi’Puat had no intention of ever letting slip away. 

“…Pian’Nruaraniiiii!!” Jalersi cried out, clutching to him as he lowered her to the bed once more.

Pian lifted his upper body up and simply gazed at this lovely woman beneath him. Her golden hair splashed across the pillows of his bed, her Columbia blue eyes gazing at him with newfound love and adoration. How could any man want more than what this creature could give to them. He had made a promise to himself many years ago. Two promises actually as he had watched Jalersi walk from his home in the early morning sun twenty years ago. Even then Pian knew Pusintin was a whore for Jalersi’s father. He was a Lycavorian who played at being a Kavalian. He would not bring the change the Jalersi thought he would, and through the years after, the change Pian’Nruarani embraced and knew his people needed if they were to survive as a species. 

Jalersi’Puat had changed him. He had never cared for rank or power before that night with this woman, but once she was in his blood, all he cared about was reclaiming her in every way he could. He vowed to change. Even as Pusintin flaunted the fact he had Jalersi in front of him, Pian never veered from his course. He acted as any well respected Kavalian Pride Leader should, leading his men in battle. And while it seemed he followed Qurot’s way of carelessly throwing away the lives of his men to gain status, Pian in fact went far out of his way to insure he was successful and the men of his Pride survived. He had led his Pride in many vicious a battle, but unlike Qurot he struggled to bring his men home and keep his Pride strong. This fact, while not talked about outside of the Nruarani Pride, this fact sealed the loyalty of his men for all time. When it appeared he was acting recklessly, Pian’Nruarani was in fact, following a carefully orchestrated road that would earn him what he desired most of all. And the object of that desire and want was now beneath him. The first promise he had made was to change who he was at his core. To improve himself and his Pride so that if the day came, Jalersi could hold her head high when she was a member of his Pride and his wife.
Pian’Nruarani’s second promise, and the one he had imagined from that very first day watching her walk out of his life the first time, that promise was to worship the very ground Jalersi walked upon. In and out of his bed. That promise meant he had to treat her as an equal in all things. That meant he had to smash aside the inbred dominance of the males of their species and treat Jalersi as a precious gem. That meant he had to pleasure her so completely, so utterly in his bed, that she would never desire another. He had to show her that her future resided in his arms and in his life, and not the arms of a man who could dismiss her beauty with barely a thought.

Pian lowered himself upon her glorious body once more, feeling her delicious breasts press firmly into his chest and her long legs curl wantonly around his hips. Her arms went around his shoulders with barely a pause and Pian knew she was his. He brought his hand up slowly, using his clawed fingers to caressed her unmarred cheek and stroke her jaw and lips. Her eyes were half closed in heavy lidded passion as she hummed her happiness at his touch.

“Jalersi?” He spoke softly. The heat off her tight pussy was too much to bear now, and he could feel the familiar ache in his loins. An ache that had not been there for over twenty years.

Jalersi opened her eyes more and focused them on his handsome, fur covered face. “Pian?” She whispered to him with a beautiful smile.

“I am… I am not afraid anymore Jalersi’Puat.” He said. Jalersi’s eyes grew larger as she understood the connotation of his words. “I am not afraid anymore my beautiful Jalersi.”

Jalersi’s head flew back, the veins in her neck straining as she felt Pian ram his full length into her with startling power. She felt the thick veins adorning his cock against the walls of her pussy burning with need. She felt him tuck his face into the crock of her shoulder and neck, his hands sliding down to cup her asscheeks and then Pian’Nruarani began to pummel her tight body. Jalersi screamed in devastating pleasure, her hands clutching his shoulders as his massive cock drove into her with domineering fourteen inch strokes. Whatever resistance to what was happening that remained, and there was far less than even Jalersi knew, whatever remained of this resistance was swept aside in the wave of the pure all consuming emotion of love. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh! Pian… Pian…. yeessssssss!” She howled. The raging tidal wave of her orgasm trampled the old Jalersi into dust and made room for the new. Her hands dropped to Pian’s tight, muscular ass and she dug her nails into the hard flesh even as she felt his cock smash into her depths one last time.

“Do it! Do it my love! Fill… fill me with your come.” Jalersi screamed as her head was thrashing from side to side. “Ohhhhhhhh Pian…. Do it! Make… make me yours! Pleaseeeeee!”

Jalersi’s eyes exploded open when she felt the base of his cock engorge abundantly, the huge bulb expanding to seal them together, locking their groins as one. She felt the length of his huge cock grow even hotter and then swell within the confines of her tight pussy. She felt his body go rigid, she could feel the hammering of his heart against her bare skin and then all conscious thought left her as the first eruption of his searing hot come exploded from his cock head and sent her spinning into a plane of pleasure she had never visited before.
Jalersi’Puat’s only action was to ram her hips upward, trying to swallow even more of the enormous cock buried within her. She held Pian’s intoxicating asscheeks even tighter, trying to draw this man into her very being. Pian’s powerful arms crushed her to him with a ferocious need that Pusintin could never hope to duplicate. All thoughts of the man who was her mate and husband, the father of her children, all thoughts of Pusintin vanished from her mind and heart to be replaced by the man who now held her. Held her in such a way that the very thought of losing her would be the end of him. The man Jalersi suddenly knew would be her future.
In that endearing moment, Jalersi’Puat knew what her sister now felt. And like her sister, it was a feeling Jalersi was unwilling to ever let go of.


No matter what the future held in store for her.
