“I’ve seen horrors beyond the pale my love and I have done far worse since this war began. 

The Feravomir was right. 
I have stared into the abyss, and it has become a part of me. That is how I know we can win!”
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

SPARTA

HOME OF CHIEF MAGE THR’WON


Dilaen watched as the Durcunusaan soldier exited the door of the large sitting room and left her alone. Thr'won’s home was of medium size, certainly nothing lavish, and it rested in the small neighborhood below the mountain road heading up to the King’s Villa. The home was a single story structure, with large rooms and windows to allow the sun into the villa. She briefly wondered how they retained heat in the winter months until she realized the glass was triple paned in many cases and there appeared to be steel shudders ready to drop into place on all the windows. Dilaen knew Thr'won was also wolf, her Lycavorian husband was a senior instructor for the Agoge program, and even before King Leonidas had returned to claim his throne she was a Chief Mage for Sparta. It was a title she had retained even after Helen had become the First Oracle of the Lycavorian people during the Tuarvomir, a title Helen had encouraged her to keep. Thr’won had studied for nearly six years at the School of the Oracles on Apo Prime, her husband following her there and living there until she had completed fully the regiment of classes and such that the Feravomir had devised. Like Helen, she was said to be considered part of the King’s extended family, and the Durcunusaan guards outside gave much weight to that. She had counted four Durcunusaan alertly moving about the front of the property and Dilaen guessed that the King thought very highly of Thr'won for such protection. 

The home was very comfortably furnished with many chairs and couches and several large fireplaces spread throughout from what she saw as she was led here to this sitting room. The furniture was anything but extravagant, much of it hundreds of years old, but in pristine condition from what she could see. Dilaen moved to the wall where she saw the mural. It depicted a battle of some kind, with spear wielding Spartans in full body armor against an equally armored foe she didn’t recognize. They wore some kind of black armor with multiple light green openings in their helmets. Shi-Viskas could be seen in the mural, 
Spartans fighting with 190s and Nehtes, the flame and superheated breaths of dragons dotting the sky and the ground. It was incredibly detailed and as she gazed at it, she thought she saw the single figure who could only be King Leonidas with the mammoth obsidian dragon Torma at his side.

“It took them a full year to finish that.” The female voice said from behind her. 

Dilaen turned quickly, her blue eyes going wide when she saw Chief Mage Thr'won entering the room with the Feravomir right next to her. Thr'won was the taller of the two but only by perhaps two inches.

“Chief Mage Thr’won!” Dilaen gasped bowing her head quickly. “Feravomir! I am honored!”

Helen chuckled. “Why would you be honored young lady?” She asked calmly.

Dilaen lifted her head and looked at them. “It is not often that one is in the company of the Feravomir of the Lycavorian people and the Chief Mage of Sparta at the same time. I did not realize you would be here as well Feravomir.”

“No I suppose we don’t spend as much time together as we should.” Helen answered as she settled into one of the chairs. “I imagine we will have to change that Thr’won.”

“I imagine we will.” Thr’won stated moving to the table that held several different mugs and two large carafes. She set the data pad from her hand on the counter as she poured two mugs of steaming liquid and then looked at Dilaen. “Dysea had that as one of her first visions when her Mindvoice powers were beginning to fully manifest themselves. She had an artist draw it for her and I liked it so much I had them put it on my wall.”

“It’s… beautiful.” Dilaen spoke looking back to the mural. “And somewhat dark.”

“Yes I know. But my husband enjoys that part of it.” Thr'won spoke. “You prefer tea don’t you Dilaen?”

Dilaen looked at Thr’won surprised. “Yes… yes I do. How… how did you know that?”

“You might be surprised at what we know.” Thr'won said with a smile as she poured the tea from the second carafe. “Cream or sweetener?”

Dilaen shook her head slowly, alarms in her reporter brain starting to sound loudly. “No… thank you.”

Thr'won nodded and picked up the mug, carrying it over to where Dilaen stood. “It’s a green herbal mix. I hope you don’t mind.”

Dilaen shook her head and took the mug, watching as Thr'won handed Helen the mug of coffee and then she retrieved her own mug and the pad. Thr'won looked back to Dilaen as she moved to the couch and settled her willowy frame onto the cushions. She motioned for Dilaen to sit in the chair across from her and Helen. “Please Dilaen… sit.”

Dilaen looked at the two women as she moved to the chair and lowered herself onto the soft pillow like seat warily. “Thank you for seeing me so quickly… I know it was very short notice.”

Thr'won leaned forward and placed the pad on the table between them seeing Dilaen’s eyes watch her movements. “Yes it was.” Thr'won answered. “So what can we do for you Dilaen?”

“You… you have the pad that your Durcunusaan Detail leader gave to you.” Dilaen spoke.

Thr'won nodded. “Yes. It is a picture of a young woman with what appears to be a dragon behind her. Does this have some meaning that I am unaware of?”

Dilaen looked from Thr'won to Helen and then back to Thr'won. “Who is she?” Dilaen asked.

“Why would I know who she is?” Thr'won asked.

Dilaen tilted her head slightly as she looked at them. “The picture I sent you was taken four years ago on the High Coven home world of Usu Ozeib 7.” She set her tea down and took another data pad from her large tote bag and keyed in several commands before setting the pad down on the table next to the identical one already there.

“I ask again… why would this matter to us?” Thr'won spoke as she sipped her tea.

Dilaen touched the new pad on the table and the image of Carisia from Cranae Island only two weeks earlier. “This was taken on Cranae Island two weeks ago. Prince Androcles’s island. It’s the same woman and the same dragon.”

Helen leaned forward now and picked up the new pad and looked at the image of a smiling Carisia. “It could be.” She said with a noncommittal shrug. “Or it could not be. How did you get this image?”

“Does it matter?” Dilaen asked.

“It will when I give this to Androcles. It will matter to you then when he comes asking how you obtained it.” Helen answered matter of factly.

“So you do know who she is?” Dilaen prompted.

“I never said that young lady.” Helen said. “You work for Channel 76 I understand. You are the Dilaen that just hosted the interview with Athani Leonidas last week.”

“Yes.” Dilaen said.

“You did a superb job with that. I commend you.” Helen spoke. “However… going from interviewing a Princess of the Union to spying on the Crown Prince? That is quite another thing altogether don’t you think?”

“I wasn’t spying!” Dilaen spoke quickly.

“What would you call it? There is a standard No Fly area around Cranae Island Dilaen, as well as every home of a Leonidas.” Helen spoke calmly. “I am intelligent enough to know that this image came from the sky. How exactly did you obtain it?”

“The… the drone we were using was outside the zone with a powerful lens.” Dilaen spoke. 

Helen set the pad down on the table once more. “And why did you find it necessary to do this? Are the comings and goings of the Leonidas family so interesting to you that you must invade every aspect of their lives?”

“Feravomir… they are… they are the Royal family.” Dilaen spoke. “Everything they do is news. Especially Prince Androcles.”

“Putting aside who this young woman might be for a moment…” Thr'won asked. “Why would it interest you?”

Dilaen looked at them with her blue eyes. “You know who she is, don’t you?” She said. “Both of you.”

“And again… I ask why it matters to you?” Thr'won spoke.

“Princess Sadi said there would be three others who would share their lives.” Dilaen said quickly. “I’ve already discovered who one of them is.”

“Have you now?” Helen said.

Dilaen looked at her. “Commander Ne'Veha of the SCIMITAR. She’s a pilot… and from all accounts a very good one. She is the one who was riding on Elynth when Prince Androcles confronted the Kavalians in the café.”

“And why would this fact lead you to believe she is one of them?” Helen asked. “There are many who ride dragons in the Union Dilaen.”

Dilaen shook her head. “Not Elynth. I know Elynth and the Prince have allowed only two people other than himself to ride Elynth in her entire life. It is no secret she is the most reticent of the children of Torma and Isheeni.” Dilaen spoke. “Princess Sadi and this elven female are the only ones besides the Prince to have ridden her. I think that says all I need to know about that.” Dilaen picked up the pad. “Now this woman is a vampire, and she is bonded to a dragon. There are only twelve vampires within the Union who are bonded to dragons, and we have all of their names and pictures. She is not one of them. She is not within the UMD, or an employee of IES. Now… I could release this image without trying to find out who she is, but something tells me from the way you both are acting that whoever she is, it is not something that you want known. I would guess it is something that Prince Androcles doesn’t want known either… and that is why I want to speak with him. And her. Personally.”

“Child… you must be joking?” Thr'won spoke calmly. “Do you think coming here and threatening us is the way to get what you want?”

“I’m not threatening Chief Mage Thr'won… I’m simply making a statement.” Dilaen said knowing that she was walking a very fine line. She thought with Chief Mage Thr'won being an elven female like herself she would have an advantage. That apparently was not the case Dilaen was discovering.

“It definitely sounds like a threat to me.” Helen spoke evenly. “Young lady… have you ever visited the prison here in Sparta?”

“Certainly not Feravomir!” Dilaen exclaimed.

“Would you care to spend some time there?” Helen asked bluntly.

“Feravomir… I…”

Thr'won got to her feet slowly. “Thomas found this didn’t he?” She said as she turned to walk to the counter.

Dilaen’s blue eyes cut to her with a definite look of shock. “How…?”

Thr'won smiled. “It took me all of three minutes to find out all about you and Thomas Roan once this was placed in my hand. I am not without my resources Dilaen.” She said. “The Administrator at Channel 76 said you were his brightest star, and that Thomas Roan is a genius when it comes to electronics and such. He also says that Thomas has somewhat of a crush on you, and he suspects you have one on him since he has offered to give you three different support personnel and you have refused all of them and remained with this Thomas Roan.”

Dilaen’s face took on a slight blush to it and she looked down. “He is… he is very good at his job.” She said. “And he is a genius when it comes to electronics. And he is a wonderful father as well! He has nothing to do with this. I made him make the drone that took the pictures. I put him up to it.”

Helen chuckled from her spot. “She protects him.” She said looking at Thr'won.

“Tell us why you want to know this information Dilaen.” Thr'won asked her. “And do not attempt to lie to us. If you were truly only interested in a story and you did not care who your information hurt, you would have already released this photo, and the information on Ne'Veha. I suspect that you would release it if we told you no… but we want to know why you desire it so much. Why do you want to know so much about Androcles and his family?”

Dilaen moved her blue eyes back and forth between Thr'won and Helen for a moment before settling them on Thr'won. “I am a reporter.” She spoke. “This is what I have always wanted to do Chief Mage… Feravomir. I’m good at my job. A large part of the credit goes to Thomas… but I am tenacious and I will pursue a story until the end. It matters not where Prince Androcles goes, stories always follow him.”

“That is not all that follows him Dilaen.” Helen spoke. “He is far too much like his father, and trouble seems to go out of its way to find him wherever he is.”

“Then that is where I want to be.” Dilaen spoke without hesitation.

“Be careful what you wish for Dilaen.” Thr'won spoke. “With the Leonidas family you just may get it.”

“Someone will discover who she is Feravomir.” Dilaen spoke quickly. “Someone who may not come to you first and just release her images not caring who she is.”

Helen looked at her. “Your Thomas Roan and yourself? You are the only ones who know of this?”

Dilaen nodded. “Yes. It is a program Thomas developed. Images he has gathered from hundreds of sources. We did not know it would discover anything. It was a last ditch effort on our part.” She said.

“He is resourceful… this Thomas Roan.” Thr'won said looking at her. “You care for him don’t you?”

Dilaen nodded her head once more, this time without a second’s pause. “Yes I do. Very much so. He is human but he does not treat me as some sort of sex object simply because I am an elf female from Earth.”

Thr'won rolled her eyes. “I have yet to discover how that belief came about, but it is very taxing on my nerves as well.”

“Thomas… he is one of the most honorable men I have ever met, and I hope to pursue our relationship further if he does as well. And he caresses my ears so very well.” Dilaen spoke honestly knowing that it was needed above all else now if she wanted to be able to achieve her goals. She looked up quickly, her face blushing as she realized what she had just said and she saw both Helen and Thr'won smiling. “Forgive me.” She said.

“Do not be afraid of your feelings and never apologize for them.” Helen spoke. “Charles Turner has turned the corner on humans and their history and he is leading them into the future with conviction and values. It seems your Thomas Roan learned his lessons well.”

Dilaen looked at Thr'won and then cut her eyes to Helen. “Who is she Feravomir? If she was an agent of the Krypteria… you would not be acting like this, trying to protect her identity. I would already be on my way to be interrogated by Armetus himself. Who is she? Who are the others?”

Helen got to her feet. “Meet us here tomorrow at ten hundred hours sharp Dilaen.” She spoke. “They arrive early and sleep for a few hours but are usually up by then. I am going to Cranae Island anyway. Bring your Thomas Roan and you can discover for yourself.” Helen’s dark eyes bore into her as she came to her feet. “I will speak honestly now Dilaen. What you will see must not become public knowledge. Not yet. If it does child…” Helen shook her head. “If it does, I will warn you now… you and Thomas Roan will not live out the remainder of the day it becomes public knowledge before Androcles is ready.”

Dilaen looked at her with wide eyes. “Feravomir?” She asked.

“Be sure of what you want Dilaen.” Thr'won continued. “Androcles Leonidas is like his father in many ways, but he is also far more dangerous in many ways. If you betray him… put those he cares for in peril… there will be no place you can hide.”

Dilaen could tell they were not joking with her in any way and she nodded her head. “I do understand.” She spoke finally.

“Then meet us here tomorrow and you will have the answers to your questions.” Thr'won spoke.

BELID

IMMORTAL BASE


As she pushed her long, two-toned hair out of her face and broke the surface of the hot spring, she immediately detected Lynom’s Amarian Willow Flower scent perhaps three meters away. She turned her body in the neck deep spring, her dark eyes coming to rest on his wide back as he squatted on the large boulder facing in the other direction. As'hia realized then that he must have heard her mumble under her breath the comment on how she badly needed a hot bath several days ago. Hot springs like this had always relaxed her and made her mind clear and focused, and considering what she had been through in the last weeks, it was just what the doctor ordered. At least until she looked at Lynom and realized that she was living a perilous, day-to-day life, and the only thing she was sure of was an Immortal who said he would protect her.  

As'hia stood there in the water watching him for a moment. He was shirtless now, the Immortal SA80 resting across his thighs as he squatted and ate the large Tulsian Date. As'hia could clearly see the scars her wolf claws had left on his upper back and across his shoulder. It must have happened when she first arrived, before they had injected her with the drug to keep her from changing. He had said nothing about this to her, he had not even mentioned it in passing, but looking at the pink scars on his grayish colored skin As'hia knew it had to have been painful. The drug was now gone from her system, as was the capsule in the back of her head just under the scalp that prevented her from using her MV abilities. She had been able to shift several times over the course of the last three weeks, each time her Lycavorian genes becoming stronger and healing the injuries that her elven metabolism was still working on. She was completely healed according to Lynom, his medical sensors unable to detect any of the internal injuries that had hindered her for so long. As'hia had no choice but to trust him, not if she wanted to live, but the only problem with that was that she was beginning to trust him too much. Since the day he had shown her the perverted orgy that the rest of the Immortals took part in every day, he had been blocking all of her Mindvoice probes. However it had happened, As'hia discovered that her MV powers had increased by a substantial amount, even greater than her mother and father. Like any good Spartan soldier, she tried to use her new abilities on the most likely target and that was Lynom. He had batted aside her probes as if they were nothing more than a nuisance, refusing to talk to her unless he needed too. As'hia was beginning to think she had hurt his feelings in some way. He would come to her cell everyday, bringing her food and clean clothes, never speaking to her unless he needed to. The first few days, before she knew what he was, As'hia had talked to him easily. Discovering he was an Immortal had changed all that.

Or so she thought.

As'hia wasn’t so sure what he had told her wasn’t true in some way. He could do things that As'hia knew no Immortal could do. He could blur in motion like a vampire, and she had seen him wrap the shadows around himself twice until it was like he wasn’t even there. As'hia was not a fool, and she knew that no Immortal could do that. He had told her his mother was a pureblood vampire, but As'hia found that hard to believe. She knew that was impossible. No pureblood vampire would willingly bed with an Immortal. He said his father was Cha’talla, the most feared Immortal to ever live, even to Union Spartans. Yet As'hia knew that was impossible also for the many Union reports all said Cha’talla was dead. Looking at Lynom, all As'hia saw was the image of Immortals she had seen in all her training classes. Immensely proportioned hulks with grayish colored skin and frightening bone spurs along the jaw lines extending down from their ear lobes to the cleft of their square jaws. That is what she saw when she looked at Lynom, but as she saw this As'hia also saw something else.

As'hia saw an Immortal who had butchered one of his own kind to protect her. He had killed that Immortal without so much as a pause in his mind, and killed him in a particularly brutal way for attempting to rape her. Even in that rage of action As'hia had seen intelligence. Cold and calculating intelligence. Her actions had caused him to bite her and feed on her blood, telling her it was now the only way to protect her. She had hated him for that… hated him until she realized he had been right. Since he had fed on her blood, not a single Immortal had looked at her in a threatening manner. The incredible thing was that he had taken her blood four times since to reinforce the scent of himself in her veins. Each time he had apologized profusely to her for having to do something so vile. The second time she had tried to fight him, but she was still too weak. The third time she had accepted it stoically, but the last time… the last time she had clutched at his broad shoulders as fire ignited within her veins. A flare of incredible desire, and this had shamed her. 

Lynom possessed strength that normal Immortals should not have had As'hia was sure. The kick that had crushed her attacker’s head was delivered with lethal precision and incredible power. His reflexes were just as fast as her combined elven and wolf speed, yet he moved with measured confidence in everything. He neither acted nor moved like an Immortal should according to her instructors and this more than anything made her not trust him. He was lying to her about something, but As'hia couldn’t decide what that was, and she couldn’t trust him because of that.

So you will not talk to me again? As'hia reached out easily within Mindvoice, probing his shields gently. She had quickly mastered her new MV abilities and had discovered she was very good at it. It did not occur to her that the reason for this increase in her MV abilities was Lynom establishing the initial connection between them, and his taking of her blood only made that connection stronger and more intertwined.

What would be the point? Lynom answered not seeing her eyes go wide at the first words he had spoken to her within Mindvoice since her first week as a prisoner here. You will believe nothing I tell you going forward, just as you don’t believe anything I have told you in the past.

You could start with the truth. As'hia spoke. The truth about who and what you are? You haven’t exactly been forthcoming.

My mother told me once that like trust… truth is a relative term. Lynom told her softly not turning his head to look at her as she thought he would. There can be no trust if there is no truth. There can be no truth without trust. There can be neither truth nor trust if you do not believe.

Believe what? As'hia asked him.

That there is more than what you have been taught. Lynom answered. Your mother and father are finding this out even as we speak.

As'hia’s eyes grew wide. What do you mean? What are they learning? Where are they? If you have hurt them I will…

They have been with my father and among my tribe for almost two months now. Your father, your mother and another elf male. An O’lan. A pilot. Lynom told her as he took another bite out of the date in his hand.

O’lan? As'hia gasped. He is the reason I went to that damn moon to begin with! Her words were laced with anger.

You know him then?

As'hia whipped her head angrily to the side in the hot water. I know him! I was… I was in a relationship with him for almost a year. He is a pilot in my father’s command and he wanted to marry me. He wanted me to stop being a Spartan and become his trophy wife so that he could parade me around.

And this is not what you wanted? Lynom asked.

I have too much of my mother in me. As'hia stated. I like what I do… and I am good at it. O'lan… he told me if I wanted him that is what I would have to do. I was angry and upset. I want a husband and children, but I do not feel I have to give up what I want to achieve that. I went on that trip to try and sort everything out.

You cared for him?

Yes. As'hia answered softly.

You should not be made to do something you do not want Ssin’urn ‘Anon. Lynom spoke. Any man who would attempt to confine you is not a man who truly wishes you for the woman you are.

As'hia turned her head and looked at Lynom’s back once more. He most certainly will not want me now regardless. She said more harshly than she had intended. Not after I have been raped by Immortals!

As'hia watched his eyes close slowly and he took a deep breath. Then he… then he does not deserve you if this changes how he feels for you.

What would you know about it? She snapped. You are an Immortal! Or a vampire! Both! I don’t know! You have no idea what I’m talking about! You have never loved anyone!

Lynom turned his head slowly to look into her dark eyes, now alive with a myriad of emotions as she glared at him. All emotions that he understood. Emotions that she had every right to have. Possibly had they crossed paths in the future and met under a different set of circumstances, maybe if he had been able to stop her rape when she first arrived, conceivably if he had been able to save her as his brother had saved Normya. Perhaps… maybe… conceivably. They were all words that mattered not now. Even if As'hia saw whom he was inside, what he felt for her even when he wasn’t in the same room, Lynom doubted if it would change her view of his people. Of him.

You are right of course As'hia. He spoke softly, his words filled with pain and sadness. I do not have the ability to love. I am nothing more than a mindless brute.

As'hia’s eyes grew wider when she heard his words. It was because they were spoken within her mind and not out loud, but As'hia could almost feel the sorrow in Lynom’s words. The sorrow and the hurt. She looked at his face, his eyes focused on her, and As'hia saw in his eyes what her words had done.

Lynom…     

I talk with my brother once a week now Ssin’urn ‘Anon. Lynom spoke quickly cutting off her words before she could continue. It is much easier to communicate with him now that he and his il kal'daka darthirii have come together. His Mindvoice abilities have increased by a factor of three now and it makes it much easier for me. He is meant for great things my brother Tir’ut. He has told me everything that is happening. Your parents have gone to Kranek, the planet in The Wilds that my tribe calls home. He and Normya will return to Kranek with our darthirii ilhar Queen Dysea and my mother soon. Your xinanath, your parents… they are working with my father and uncle T’lolt on a plan that will enable them to come here and rescue you and the other elven females who are here. And finally bring an end to Phy’iad and his foul regime. 

As'hia watched him get to his feet and reach for the shirt he had removed. As he set the SA80 aside, As'hia’s dark eyes followed the line of his powerful body, the way his muscles were so exquisitely defined and rippled under his skin like bands of steel. Her eyes also took in the scars she had inflicted on him, the jaggedness of the tears her claws had rendered in his flesh easily seen. He turned to face her as he pulled the shirt on.

We must go before Phy’iad and his men finish with their vile entertainment. He spoke softly. I brought you some fresh clothes. They are beside the spring. I will wait for you by the cave opening.

Lynom… you said they were coming for me and the other elven females. As'hia said looking at him from the pool.

Yes.

What about… what about you?

My well being is not your concern Ssin’urn ‘Anon. Lynom answered. You have made that very clear. Just worry about rejoining your parents and perhaps moving on from this portion of your life as best you are able. I will wait for you by the cave opening.

SODRAG


Sadi stood on the end of the ramp of her STRIKER, her jungle green eyes resting on where Andro and Elynth relaxed on the tarmac a hundred meters away. She felt Carisia move up next to her and she turned her head seeing Carisia’s beautiful Maya blue eyes watching them as well, the setting sun reflecting deliciously on her face and skin.


“He is still angry with us isn’t he D'anthe xukuth?” Carisia asked softly. (Dear heart)


“Not us.” Sadi answered feeling warmth flow through her at the name Carisia had begun calling her. “With himself.”


Carisia looked at her. “Himself? But why? Arrarn was not upset with Deneth. He was very happy Deneth did what he did.”


Sadi smiled warmly. “Andro is considerably more traditional than Arrarn. Even more than his father in many ways. If I had to guess… I would say he is upset with himself for not being the one to deal with Thast.”


“If he had been the one… we would not have been able to hide our relationship any longer.” Carisia said. “He is not the most subtle of individuals D'anthe xukuth.”


Sadi chuckled. “No he is not. At least not when it comes to protecting what he sees as belonging to him. Namely us.”


“Then why… why not do the same for Ne'Veha Sadi?” Carisia asked. “Allowing Tarren to remain on the SCIMITAR and continuing to influence Ne'Veha? He used her confusion to make her do what she did. Tarren manipulated her, knowing she was torn between worlds, and he broke her down enough to where she succumbed to his advances when deep within herself she did not want to.”


Sadi nodded. “Yes he did.” Sadi looked at her. “It is as I told Ne'Veha. She did not have what we have always had Carisia. She never understood why she acted like she did. Why she questioned her parents and what they taught her. We have always known we would be Andro’s. We have always seen him in our dreams. Seen each other and what we would share. Ne'Veha has not had that because of the distance between us, and until Andro, you and I came together we were not strong enough to feel her or for her to feel us.”


“Isn’t that enough reason to pursue her?” Carisia asked. “To show her that she belongs with us?”


“If she doesn’t accept or understand it, how can she give totally of herself as we have?” Sadi asked the question. “She will always question the purpose of what we share. I am like you Enylarcopri… take her and make her see we are what she desires. But we are women Carisia, and that is what we feel. I understand why Andro has not done this even though his blood burns for her just as intensely as it does for us. As it does for Lu’ria. It needs to be her choice. It needs to be what she wants.”


“Lu’ria… she does not question what she feels.” Carisia said. “At least I don’t think she does. I have sensed no indecision in her. Have you?” 


Sadi shook her head. “No… but I think that has more to do with her being a Drow than anything else. They do not question something when it feels right to them. It is not in their nature.”


“She is very intriguing.” Carisia said.


Sadi smiled alluringly. “Intriguing… a neutral word to describe the fact that we have never had a Drow Mistress before.”


Carisia shrugged. “Being a slave to her sounds very zhas.” She said with a similar smile. “It might turn out to be very pleasurable for all concerned.” (Wild, kinky)


Sadi looked at her with mock horror. “Enylarcopri… your time with us has turned you into a pomai!”


Carisia laughed and pressed her body intimately against Sadi’s. “But think of the fun we have had! Can you imagine yourself feeling what Andro makes us feel with any other male D'anthe xukuth?”


“Hah!” Sadi declared. “Never! Even without his aura burning around my senses, his size alone would leave me gasping for breath because he actually knows how to use it. As well as the fact that he nibbles so well with his fangs I melt in seconds.”


“Ohhhhh!” Carisia cooed. “Did you have to say that? Now I won’t be able to get that out of my head!”


Ahem! Anthar’s voice from within the STRIKER broke into their minds. I realize that you and Sadi are planning your evening with Andro sister. But you have not finished securing me in this ridiculous harness, and I do not wish to fall out.


Carisia looked at Sadi and they both burst out laughing as they moved back into the STRIKER.

[…Should not have done that!] Andro said.

[And what would you have done?] Elynth spoke as she rested on the tarmac near the end of the ramp and looked at Andro as he checked the equipment pouches on her saddle, his hands roaming along the edges of the saddle and along her underbelly to make sure it was secure. Androcles Leonidas was the only person who Elynth allowed to touch her in this manner. In all her twenty-seven years, outside of Androcles, only Sadi and Ne'Veha had ever ridden her. It was not something she had allowed. Very few individuals would dare touch her without hers or Andro’s permission. It was not something she did on purpose; it was just something that she had always done. They had bonded while Andro was still within his mother’s womb, and though she joked with him about it, the closeness they shared was in fact reserved for many lovers and couples. They would share things with each other that not even their mates knew, and that would never change. Elynth cared for no other hands on her and most definitely only the caress of Anthar’s tail upon hers or the stroke of his wings on her own. She was not known as the most introverted child of Torma and Isheeni for nothing.

[I don’t know.] Andro answered.


[Bah! You know exactly what you would have done!] Elynth exclaimed using the tip of her tail to tap Andro lightly on the back. [Thast would be a cooling piece of vampire flesh in the morgue at Reylan and what you and Carisia share… what Anthar and I now share… it would no longer be secret. That is something neither you nor I want to happen just yet my bonded brother.]


[I know.] Andro spoke softly.


[Then what is the problem?] Elynth asked pointedly.


Andro looked at her and moved up to where she had lowered her head to shoulder level. He placed his hands on either side of her huge snout and caressed the scales just under her golden eyes, watching as they closed in happiness. Elynth could not deny the pleasure she got from this action. It had been this way since he was very small, he always scratched her scales in the same spot and it was a sensation she had grown to cherish and look forward too.


[It should have been me.] His voice answered in almost a whisper.


Elynth opened her eyes and looked at him as he lowered his forehead to her snout. [Have we not always spoken and acted as one mind and voice Andro?]


[Yes.] He answered immediately. [There is not me without you Elynth.]


[And there is not me without you Andro.] Elynth answered. [I did what you could not because of who you are and what we are trying to hide for a time longer. Just as you would do for me without question.]


[Yes.] Andro told her.


[It would not do for you to approach King Anon and ask of him what I did.] Elynth said. [He would have looked at you differently. I knew it would come to this sooner or later. Once the witch Aikiro began to suspect, I knew she would bring Thast here to confirm her suspicions. I doubt this did anything to convince her otherwise, but at least Enylarcopri will no longer have to deal with that foul man. At least until you kill him.]


Andro chuckled and looked at her golden eyes. [Probably. I still can’t believe Anon’s daughter actually agreed to it.]


Elynth laughed softly as well. [Rlina’s prospective husband is one of Vengal’s half vampire Drow scouts. Anon can not speak enough of him. She told me he has bitten her before and she knew just how to act. It accomplished what we needed it too. When she appeared in Thast’s room clad in only a sheet, and then accused him of biting her the previous night, it kept Carisia from disemboweling him. The witch Aikiro knows Thast is a vile creature… and it did not surprise her in the least that he may have done this. She only seemed to be angered that he had gotten caught.]


[Why doesn’t that surprise me? And it only confirms for me she is planning something else.] Andro said. [What did Yuri do?]


[Before or after Carisia told her that if she was going to arrange a marriage with a man, to at least arrange one with someone who was actually pleasant to look at and had something larger than a morning sausage for a cock!] Elynth answered.


Andro looked at her with wide eyes. [Carisia said that?] He gasped.


Elynth nodded quickly. [Oh yes! Anthar and I watched from outside the window and it was hysterical to see the look on her face when Carisia stormed out. The glare Yuri gave Thast after that would have melted Dragon armor!] Elynth’s voice was full of mischievous humor and it was very noticeable. 

  [Anon released him though?] Andro asked.


Elynth nodded. [The object was never to keep him there. It was to give Carisia a reason to return to SODRAG and you much sooner. It accomplished that.]


[You are devious sister.] Andro spoke.


[Well… I am a female.] Elynth spoke smugly. [And just as I wish to feel only Anthar caressing my wings and tail, Carisia and Sadi wish to feel only your hands upon them.] Elynth butted him gently in the shoulder. [Now tell me why you are letting this fool Tarren remain on our ship and have your woman?]


Androcles looked at her. [She must find her own way sister… you know that.] He said. [I do not wish her to be with us in a manner not of her complete choosing. She is strong Elynth… she may not seem that way now… but she is strong.]


[I don’t question that Andro. You only attract strong women.] Elynth said.


Andro smiled. [Even Ulana?]

Elynth tilted her huge head and batted her golden eyes. [Ok… perhaps not her.] She said. [She was more of a whiner. And her voice grated on my hearing.]


Andro laughed and nodded his head. [It grated on mine too.] He said. [Ne'Veha has discovered the messages that we sent to her.] Andro told her. [Perhaps now she will begin to discover she belongs with us.]


Elynth looked at Andro for a long moment in silence. There was very little they could hide from each other and she pressed on. [What else troubles you Andro?]


[Elynth… Elynth we may have to leave when our fathers discover our secret.] Andro said. [At least for a time.]


Elynth nodded her huge head slowly. [I know.]


[It almost seems as if their roles have become reversed.] Andro spoke. [Our mothers have become the more accepting of the unknown, while our fathers have not. They are much more cautious now.]


[I have felt this for some time now as well. And it has gotten stronger since the Coven has been here.] Elynth said. [What do you think it means?]

Andro shook his head. [I don’t know. It is very strange… I can’t really describe it, but it is something that has occupied my mind for the last few months.]


[We will face it as we have faced everything else in our lives my Bonded brother.] Elynth spoke confidently. [Head on without hesitation. And we will face it together. Just as our fathers have taught us.]


[I remember what the Feravomir said to me on this tarmac sister. That I would need to make decisions that will alter the future. She asked if I was ready for that. Do you think that includes my father?] Andro said.


[The Feravomir has a way of speaking in riddles Andro… you know this.] Elynth said. [There are times when I question if even she knows what she is saying.]

Andro met her golden eyes and stroked her scales once more. [Enough of this sister.] He said confidently. [We are going to Cranae Island to relax and be with those we love. Let’s do that shall we?]


[You must make me a promise though.] Elynth spoke as they began to walk towards the STRIKER. [When you have your mates in your arms… do try to shield better. Last week you dropped all pretense of shielding and it affected Anthar and me as well.]


[I didn’t think that bothered you.] Andro spoke.


[It doesn’t… a divine time was had by all, but we need to eat more than you my brother. You interrupted our meal and we could not help ourselves.] Elynth said her voice soft and embarrassed. [When we finally returned to the beach, the ocean had claimed our meal and we had not the strength to go hunting again.]


Andro chuckled. [I will try to be more mindful.] He said.


Elynth flicked her wing forward on this occasion and shoved Andro harder this time making him stumble forward. [Liar!]

REYLAN

Her name was Libala. She was an elven female. And never before had Libala felt such agonizing pleasure. Every nerve in her body was alive and singing out with delightful abandon. It had been like this for four weeks now, ever since she had discovered them.


Or more correctly, they had discovered her. 

They had discovered her about to be savagely attacked and eaten by a wild Grizz Beast. The monster was a rare one now, leftover from the High Coven experiments on the animals of Earth. It stood nearly ten foot tall and easily four feet wide, yet they had descended upon it without hesitation, swords flashing in the setting sun. She heard the animal roar in pain as those swords bit deeply into its flesh, and then they would dance away as it swung its massive paws, the four inch long teeth snapping viciously at air. One of them had snatched her arm and physically tossed her up into the branches of a tree, well out of reach of the Grizz Beast and allowing her an unobstructed view of the life or death battle beneath her. They moved in perfect unison they did, swords flashing out with incredible power and precision, and the Grizz Beast dying the death of a thousand cuts. It ended when both of them stepped in and drove their swords into the head and neck of the staggering creature. It struck out once more in its death throes, catching both of its attackers a glancing blow before it finally fell to the jungle ground dead.

Libala watched as they withdrew their swords from the dead creature and inspected each other for wounds. One of them had four long, deep tears in his lower abdomen while the second had four slashes in his shoulder and arm. She watched them begin to strip out of their now torn and shredded clothes only to stare at them in even further horror. She had only heard of their species before, stories told by adults who had fought in the Battle for Earth with King Leonidas. Never did Libala imagine she would see them, but standing before her had been two very large and wounded Immortals. And they had saved her life. They had saved her life by risking their own and now they were both wounded horribly for their actions. Libala had dropped from the tree cat like and poised herself to run as fast as her legs could carry her. She didn’t know what made her stop, but she hadn’t moved and she watched them turn to look at her. Not with blood or lust in their eyes, but what seemed to be relief that she was safe. They made no threatening moves toward her; they did not try and chase her. They simply dropped to the jungle floor and took out small vials of blood and drank them quickly. What she had seen flashed into her mind as the pleasure overwhelmed her senses in waves.

“We will not hurt you Lotha Uss.” The first had said.

“You… you are Immortals!” Libala gasped.


The second one had nodded then. “I am Am’rul … this is my brother As’pin. And we are not like any Immortals you may have heard about Lotha Uss. You should not have been out here alone.” (Little One)


“My… my name is Libala.” She stammered.


“You risk much coming out into the jungle at this time Libala.” Am'rul told her as he began applying a green balm to the tears in his shoulder. “We have been tracking this creature for three days now. We did not know why it was circling back towards the city until we saw you.”


“You were hunting it!” Libala gasped.

As’pin chuckled as he applied the green ointment to his grayish colored skin. “These beasts do not provide the challenge we are used too Lotha Uss.” He said. “Nind ph'izznarg lu'waele.” Libala’s ice blue eyes scrunched up in confusion and As’pin looked at his brother. “Am'rul… what are the words?”


“They are large and stupid.” Am'rul spoke. “Our brother has told you As'pin, you need to concentrate more on your studies.”


“Around these fool Immortals it is better to act dumb so that we fit in.” As'pin answered. “You always were more interested in learning different languages.”


“That is why the Matriarch Mother praises me more.” Am'rul stated.


“Bunjiro!” As'pin hissed. (Asshole)


“Ak'nenn'nehr wael!” (Brainless fool)


Libala found herself moving closer to these hulking Immortals who seemed to be more interested in the Grizz Beast and insulting each other than her. At least she thought they were insulting each other. Libala had always been the more adventurous of her parent’s children, often going into the jungle at night. She was the youngest of nine children at only twenty-three years old, but she was definitely the one who gave them the most fits. When Am'rul dropped the tube of ointment, Libala was close enough to reach out and snatch it from the ground. She lifted it to her nose as Am'rul and As'pin watched her closely. Her nose wrinkled in disgust.


“This smells horrible!” She exclaimed.


“Be that as it may… it works.” Am'rul spoke holding out his hand for the tube.


Libala was close enough now to smell them and her nose wrinkled even more. “You both smell horrible!” Libala’s eyes had gone wide then, realizing she may have just ended her own life by insulting them as she did. She looked on in shock as they both began to bellow in laughter.


“Yes!” As'pin exclaimed. “Yes we certainly do!”


Libala watched as Am'rul got to his feet and looked down into her face. The blond color of her hair could still be detected even in the fading sunlight through the jungle canopy and he could not keep his heart from jumping in his chest. She was only five feet five inches, if that tall, yet she had a typically perfect elven body. Long legs for her height, a small waist and above average breasts that pushed proudly against the tan shirt she wore. Her hair fell well below her shoulders and her ice blue eyes seemed to almost glow in the growing darkness.


“We… we will dispose of this creature Libala.” Am'rul spoke softly. “You should make your way back to your home now.”


Libala looked at him stunned. “You are going… you are going to let me go?” She asked.


“Why would we not?” As'pin asked her.


“I am… I am a female elf.” She stammered. “You… you are not going to break me to your will?”


Am'rul hissed softly in anger. “That is a vile practice of our people and not something we take part in!” He spoke harshly though Libala could tell it was not directed at her, but more at the mention of what Immortals were know for throughout the Union. “My brother and I can not do this, even if we chose to. Which we don’t!”


“You… you can’t?” Libala asked shocked. “You are… you are Immortals.”


“It is a long story Lotha Uss.” As'pin spoke now. “And it will be full dark in a few minutes. You can use your elven speed to return to your city before this happens. Go now. All we ask is that you do not speak of us within the jungle here.”


“Yes. Our presence is not known but for one… and that is how we need to keep it for now.” Am'rul agreed.


“You are… you are Immortals serving the High Coven.” Libala said. “Aren’t you?”


“My brother and I do not serve that witch of an Empress.” As'pin told her calmly. “And if she discovered we were here, our lives would be forfeit.”


“You should go Lotha Uss.” Am'rul told her.

Libala looked at them as they turned to the carcass of the Grizz Beast. And she made a decision that would change her life forever. “I know… I know of a place nearby.” Libala spoke up. “It is a cave with a hot spring inside. It would allow you to… it would allow you to bathe at least.”

Libala had never been more pleased with a decision she had made then she was with that decision that night. Over the course of the next five weeks she would bring them different foods from the city. They would not tell her why they were here only than it was their duty to protect someone who was close by. They did not tell her who that was, and she did not ask. She would sit for hours with them, discovering just how intelligent they truly were. They were nothing like the Immortals she had heard about growing up. As she grew more accustomed to their features, Libala was easily able to discern that they were indeed brothers. Am'rul was older by a year, though both of them were over two hundred years old, and still very young by Immortal standards. Am'rul was the more reserved and businesslike of them, always touching her when he was showing her something, while As’pin was the more comical of them. As’pin completely blew apart the stern tacturian picture of Immortals that so many had.  


Libala did not remember the exact moment it happened; only that she had come to the cave one morning and found both of them leaving the hot spring in the back completely naked and dripping with water. Whatever she had learned of Immortals and their ability to break female elves quickly fell by the wayside seeing them that way. This was the main reason she had resisted so long, but after their first night together, she had not seen them for almost four days. There was no physical need to be with them, no addiction that controlled her actions. She was the same individual she was before they had fucked her senseless. She was sure it was Am'rul’s arms she had thrown herself into that first time as she found herself gravitating to him most of all, but over the course of those first nine hours Libala of the Moon Elves had been the focus of their complete and very carnal attentions. And Libala had fallen head over heels in love with both of them. 


As it was that first night, it was the same now. They devoured her body completely, their hands and fingers, their thin lips and tongues, all dragging across her lush young body and setting fire to her flesh wherever they touched. Am'rul was the more methodic of the brothers, always taking extra time to explore her succulent body. Even after As’pin had spent himself, Am'rul would take longer and completely drive Libala insane with his ministrations. They pulled crushing orgasm after crushing orgasm from her until she could no longer stand it and was begging them to take her. 

Her long blond hair was damp with sweat now, her lightly tanned skin glistening with the intensity of her pleasure, As'pin’s hugely thick Immortal cock buried deeply in her bowels. She was stretched out on top of his rock hard body, her head whipping back and forth as her hands clutched at his wrists. He was constantly using his nose to firmly brush the backs of her four-inch high elven ears, driving her to heights of gratification she had never known could exist while his hands stroked the sides of her breasts. They were heights of gratification that were quickly surpassed, as they always were, when Am'rul drove his own deliciously huge Immortal cock back into her spasming pussy with heavenly slowness.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh… yes Am'rul!” She shrieked out as another orgasm smashed through her. 
She released As’pin’s wrists, her arms flying around Am'rul’s broad shoulders as every sinfully marvelous inch of his cock stretched her pussy in a way nothing ever would. When they had first taken her, she blessed her elven genes endlessly, the genes that allowed her body to accept both of them at once. Elven bodies were much more adaptable and pliable and it was this that made the females so valuable to slavers and such. Libala had been sore the first morning after, but it was a luscious soreness that she had welcomed for it continued to remind her of what she had found. Am'rul’s thin lips came down on hers as the whole of his fifteen inch cock finally finished it’s devastating plunge back into her depths. Libala felt his huge balls press tightly to her upturned ass cheeks, so hot and ready to explode and she screamed out into his kiss as another staggering orgasm ripped through her mind. She could feel her juices spilling from around Am'rul’s huge cock, coating their lower bodies. She could feel their two massive tools pulsing inside her supple form, stretching her in a way that she had never imagined. Her ankles locked around Am'rul’s powerful asscheeks as she kissed him back with a fervor. He responded without hesitation, and his ability to steal her breath away with just his kisses is what caused Libala to love him just that tad bit more. That and the fact that when he fucked her singly, he would perch her in his lap and simply flex his huge cock inside her while his lips suckled her nipples. He would not allow himself to come until she had experienced at least three orgasms of her own and was hissing in his ears to love her completely.

You could not see her body, sandwiched as it was between the brothers, and only her long legs were visible locked around Am'rul’s hips. They were both nearing release now Libala knew, As’pin’s breathing becoming faster in her ear as they sawed their massive cocks back and forth within her openings. With Am'rul’s divinely powerful two hundred and sixty pound body on top of them, her shapely ass had swallowed every millimeter of As’pin’s cock and she began clenching her inner muscles instinctively, wanting them to fill her with their seed. 

Libala heard As’pin roar out his release, his face burying in the back of her neck as his cock swelled inside her. Libala could only squeal out her own delight as the upward push of his hips impaled her deeper on Am'rul’s immense cock. She felt As’pin’s hot come flooding her bowels, Am'rul’s hands moving to hold her asscheeks in his grip while she shuddered in climax. It was the third time As’pin had exploded within her this night, and this release was not as large, but it mattered not to her. Libala’s ice blue eyes lifted from where she had buried her face into Am’rul’s shoulder and she stared into his dark orbs. He understood what she wanted and with hardly any effort, he began to lift her from his brother’s body slowly. Libala hissed delightfully as As’pin’s cock began leaving her ass, the tightness of her opening milking every bit of the come from his cock before Am'rul had lifted her completely free. He lowered her back to the bed, covered her lips with his once more, and began to pummel her lush body with his fifteen inch cock. Libala sang out in shameless delight, her arms clutching him, trying to pull him tighter into her body even as his fifteen inches finally drove her up to the edge of the pleasure abyss and then over it. The moment he tucked his face against her neck she knew what was going to happen next, what she had wanted for some time now, and the fleeting prick of pain from his vampire fangs was instantly washed away as she exploded in the most soul shattering orgasm she had yet experienced in her life with them. Her wail of bliss was muffled as she bit down on his shoulder and felt his enormous cock swell even larger within her and then erupt with scorching hot, life giving seed deeply into her womb as he fed on her blood.

The wave of celestial pleasure swept over her, her ice blue eyes rolling up into the back of her head, as blast after blast of Am'rul’s come filled her.

“I love you!” She gasped into his ear. “I love you! I love you!”

Then it became too much and Libala let the divine sensations sweep her away and she descended into heavenly contentment.

The eyes behind the mask gazed on the sight before them and the anger grew.


The Immortal known as Am'rul lay between the elf female’s legs, his hairless head resting on her chest, one of her arms draped almost possessively over his shoulders. The second one lay beside her on his back, her other arm tossed lazily across his broad chest, one of his hands resting on the flesh of her forearm. Her long blond hair was splayed across the pillows of the bed, and she wore a peaceful expression on her face. The twin puncture marks in her neck were easily discernable, but they would disappear completely in a few hours.


The figure was only of medium height, and clad entirely in black. The black cape and cowl were wrapped around the figure tightly, the cowl hiding the angular helmet that the figure wore. Only two small eye slits were visible, and behind those slits were cobalt blue orbs that held intense anger. The mask, helmet really, wrapped around the head hiding everything from sight. The uniform looked similar to the Union Mark IV ArmorPly, conforming to the body and providing substantial protection against projectile weapons and even bladed weapons.


The figure moved silently up beside the bed like a shadow. The home was sitting on the outskirts of Reylan and providing ample opportunity to eliminate these vile Immortals without fear of discovery. The figure silently slipped the gleaming, slightly curved blade from under the cloak. The gloved hand closed tightly around the hilt of the knife, the matte black finger guard with four half-inch long spikes protruding from it. The figure stepped closer, intending to drive the blade into the soft tissue under the exposed jaw of the Immortal lying beside the elven female and killing him instantly. Dealing with the second Immortal would not be difficult. It would have worked out quite well had the elven female not taken that time to cluck out her enchantment, stretch her arms and open her ice blue eyes. To her credit… the elf female did react incredibly fast and invariably saved the first Immortal from dying without knowing what had killed him.


“NO!”


The figure drove the knife forward with blinding speed, only to see it sink into the now empty pillow as the Immortal rolled to the side faster than the figure had seen any Immortal ever move. The helmeted head tracked him easily however, as the second Immortal rolled off the bed on the other side pulling the female elf with him protectively. The figure hissed their disgust at the typical Immortal behavior, protecting the elven females that they broke to their will so they would not have to find another.


“You were assigned follow the Empress’s orders!” The mechanical voice sprang from the helmeted figure, harsh and unforgiving. “Not to prey on helpless elven females! Now you will die for both actions!”


Am'rul came to his feet, his Immortal sword appearing in his hands far quicker than the figure believed possible. “It is not as it appears!” He snarled.

The figure lifted their hand and with a flick of the wrist Am'rul found himself hurtling through the air to smash painfully into the far wall as Libala scrambled to her feet, trying to hold the sheet over her naked body.

“Stop it!” She screamed.

The figure turned to the Immortal who had rolled off the bed and was scrambling to grip his sword. The figure stepped back as As’pin’s hand closed around the pommel and he brought it whistling forward with deadly velocity to cut through the air where the figure had been standing only an instant before. This fact did not go unnoticed by the figure as they lifted their hand once more, but extended it out to the side. As’pin’s eyes watched in desperate awe as the soft white color flared around the figure’s hand and suddenly what appeared to be some sort of whip materialized in that same hand. It seemed to come directly from the figure’s wrist, and though not as long as some of the whips he had seen, it was easily a meter long if not a little more. The hand snapped forward and the tip of that whip crashed into his sword hand, white hot pain lancing up the back of his right hand and his fingers becoming instantly numb.

“Ughhhhh!” As’pin howled rolling to the side even further as blood blossomed from the torn skin. He looked at the figure once more, his dark eyes now changing to cobalt blue in anger and pain.

“You force yourselves upon this female!” That mechanical voice hissed out now. “You break her to your will by addicting her to your foul essence! I will not allow you to live for one second longer than necessary for what you have done!”

As’pin surged off the floor intending to smash his left fist into the smaller figure, but that whip came lashing out once more, the tip of it not just opening another deep gash on the flesh of his leg but also hitting him with the force of a large rock and knocking his leg out from under him. He grunted in pain as he fell onto his side, and he could only watch as the end of that whip like weapon became a small ball studded with needle like spikes whistling through the air.

Am'rul groaned in his own pain, the slices of the shattered glass from the table stinging his shoulder and back as he rolled to his feet and saw the figure standing over his brother. His eyes were now also changed and they grew wide when he realized he was watching this figure wield some sort of psychic weapon. The soft white color of the whip made it appear to not even be real, but the damage it had already done to his brother was without doubt. It must have been a psychic weapon of some sort, it was the only explanation. Am'rul rushed forward as fast as his Immortal body would carry him, which was considerably faster than any Immortal that served the High Coven. Fear of more injury to his brother and injury to the elf female who meant so much to them now driving his actions.

For all his training and speed among the finest weapons masters of his tribe, Am'rul was far too slow. This was the person they were sent here to protect and that person was going to kill them for something they did not understand. Am'rul swung his heavy Immortal sword over his head, intending to bring it down on the figure’s arm that was wielding the whip like psychic projection. The blow never landed as that whip end appeared to have a life of its own and it snapped away from As'pin to smash into the side of his shoulder. Am'rul thought an adolescent Bancorik had hit him, and his body rocketed across the room to crash into the opposite wall, his sword skittering across the floor. The figure turned his head and glared at him from under the helmet. 

“You can not sneak up on me Immortal dog!” The mechanical voice hissed out. “Now I will kill you!” The left hand came up now and without even touching him Am'rul was lifted off the floor and smashed savagely into the wall with such force his body left an indentation in the granite and brick the wall was made from.

“We did not force her!” Am'rul screamed.

The figure snapped their left hand forward this time, another whip like psychic projection appearing from that hand, the tip viciously slapping into his face and cutting his cheek down to the bone. Am'rul’s blood splashed on the wall behind him as the figure stepped closer to him, ignoring As'pin, who was still on the floor attempting to gather his senses.

“You lie!” The figure growled moving closer, the psychic whip zipping out once more and opening a three inch long slash across the front of his shoulder.

“Stop it!” Libala screamed.

“I will find you help!” The figure spoke turning the helmeted head to look at her. “I will get you help before their vileness hurts you!”

“There is nothing wrong with me!” Libala spat. “Let him go!”

The helmeted head turned back to Am'rul. “That is what I expect from an elven female who has been broken to the will of an Immortal.” 

“They can not affect me like that!” Libala shouted, moving closer while still trying to hold the sheet over her naked body.

“They are Immortals!” The figure barked out. “You have no choice!”

“We… we know who you are!” Am'rul gasped against the pain, his cobalt blue eyes glaring at the figure as the head snapped around and glared at him. The whip like psychic projection slapped forward a third time, striking Am'rul in the side of his head brutally even as Libala screamed in horror.

“You lie!” The figure shouted. “No one knows who I am!”

“We were there!” Am'rul hissed out, his vampire fangs barred savagely, blood pouring from the wound in his head. “We saw what happened that day! My brother and I! We saw what it did to you and your dragon! It is why we took the posting we did!”

“You are members of the Empress’s Immortal Reactionary Company!” The helmeted figure snarled. “You are my enemies! She is my enemy!”

“It is the only way we could watch over you!” Am'rul spat.

“And why would an Immortal want to watch over me?” The figure rasped. “Who gave you these orders? Tesand? Moran? Yuri!”

“Our Tribe Leader!” As'pin gasped as he came to his feet, his SA80 now in his hands and leveled at the figure’s head.

The figure laughed. “No High Coven Immortal Tribe Leader would go against the orders of the Empress! They fear her wrath!”

“Our Tribe Leader does not fear the witch or her minions! Our Tribe leader is Cha’talla!” Am'rul barked.

“You think me a fool Immortal?” The figure snarled. “Cha’talla is dead! He…” The figure stopped talking when they felt the barrel of the small Union P12 Holdout Laser press to the side of the helmet.

Libala held the weapon in her right hand, the left holding the sheet around her figure, and a look of pure hatred in her ice blue eyes. “If you do not release him… I will shoot you where you stand!” She spoke in a voice filled with savage intent. A voice that the figure knew would not come from an elven female that had been broken by an Immortal. It was the voice of a woman who was protecting what was hers.

“They forced you…” The figure started to say.

“They forced me to do nothing!” Libala growled. “Everything I have done has been of my choice! Do I act like a woman who has been addicted to anything? They are incapable of affecting me in that manner! Now… you are killing the man I love… the men I love… and if you do not release Am'rul right now I will scattered your fool brains all over my bedroom.”

The figure sensed movement behind him and saw the SA80 come up out of the corner of his eye and point directly at his face. As'pin held the assault rifle with his left hand, his still numb right arm bracing the weapon, blood dripping to the floor. His face was twisted into a feral snarl, his cobalt blue eyes blazing with rage. “We were ordered to protect you!” He spoke harshly. “But if you do not release my brother… what brains remain after Lotha Uss shoots you I will gladly send into the abyss.”

The figure looked at him. “Do you think you can Immortal? I could kill all of you and you would never know what happen.”

As'pin pushed the barrel of the SA80 closer, almost touching the armored faceplate. “Then kill us! But if my brother is not released in two seconds… I will fire this weapon! As will Lotha Uss. Do you care to see how devoted we are to my brother Pureblood?”

As'pin could see the cobalt blue eyes go wide behind the helmet slits. “How…?”

“We have guarded your secret Pureblood! Since that day we have guarded your secret, and eliminated those who have gotten close to you! And we have guarded you… for that was Cha’talla’s order!” As'pin spoke harshly. “Do not make me break that order now and waste twelve years of our lives.”

Am'rul suddenly dropped to his feet on the floor, as if the invisible hand holding him had simply vanished. Libala whimpered in relief and was quickly beside him, edging her own body under his armpit to try and keep him from falling completely to the floor.

“Am'rul…!” She gasped pressing her body against his, heedless of the portions of their naked flesh that pressed together and trying to use the corners of the sheet to staunch the flow of blood from his head wound. She glanced up at the figure now, holding the sheet to Am'rul’s head. “Idiot!” She screamed. “Look what you have done!”
Am'rul reached up and took her hand gently. “I am fine Lotha Uss.” He spoke.

“No you aren’t!” Libala hissed turning back to him pressing the sheet to his head and shoulder. “You are bleeding all over me Am'rul! Take my blood to heal! Hurry!”

The figure looked at her stunned. “You offer… you offer him your blood willingly?” The mechanical voice rasped out.

Libala glared at the helmeted head and face. “Shut up! Shut up! I should shoot you for what you have done!” She spat looking for the P12 she had discarded. “Where is my weapon?”

Am'rul took her arm in his hand and she turned to him. “No Lotha Uss. And I do not need blood to heal. The wounds will heal quickly.”

“He hurt you!” Libala spat. “He hurt As'pin.”

“They will live.” The figure spoke bluntly. 

Libala came to her feet now, standing to her full five foot six height, her ice blue eyes wide in unbridled anger. She was the same height as the armored figure, and this gave her some courage. She yanked the sheet away from Am'rul’s head and pulled it tightly around her body, blood stained and all. “You are in my home you bastard!” She roared. “Get out! Get out right now before I call the Security Force!”

“Libala…” Am'rul spoke getting to his feet now, towering over her as she looked at him. “We can not explain our presence here either Lotha Uss. And what do we tell them about you and us my Lotha Uss?”

As'pin stepped up to his older brother, keeping the helmeted figure in the corner of his eye. “Dalninuk?” (Brother)
Am'rul nodded his head slowly. “I will live.” He spoke.

Libala stepped in front of them, realizing both of them were still very naked, and finding herself not wanting to share them with anyone. She tore pieces of the sheet from what was wrapped around her and lifted her hands to press it to the wounds Am'rul had suffered, and then another piece to As'pin’s injured hand. Am'rul looked at the figure standing there watching them. He could see the confused cobalt blue eyes behind the helmet, uncertainty and hesitation rampant in those eyes.

“The power… the power you wield influences you Pureblood.” Am'rul spoke. “You must learn to control it better. And you must learn to trust what your eyes and senses tell you and not allow it to make you lash out.”

“That… that makes me weak!” The mechanical voice snapped.

As'pin shook his head. “That makes you smart.” He spoke. “Attacking us… without full knowledge of what had transpired between us? That was reckless and weak.”
“Why are you here Pureblood?” Am'rul asked then. “I know you did not just happen upon us.”

The helmeted head turned to look at him. “I… I needed to make a transmission.” The voice spoke. “This home… this home provided the needed distance and cover from the city. I did not know anyone would be here. I only smelled… I only smelled your blood when I was under the window.”

“Where is your dragon?” Am'rul asked.

“I told them to remain behind at the stadium so as not to draw attention to myself.” The voice answered.

Am'rul nodded. “A wise decision.”

The helmeted head met his gaze. “How long?”

“Since the day of the explosion.” Am'rul answered. “We are the ones who pulled you and the others to safety from the ship. We saw, my brother and I, we saw everything that happened. And we have seen how you have been acting since. It was the obvious choice for Cha’talla to make.”

The explosion. The blackness that had begun this journey. An explosion of blackness, of hate and anger that threatened to engulf everything inside unless they came together soon. The figure looked at Am'rul.

“I am… I am losing control.” The voice spoke. The quivering sound of the voice was awful coming through the mechanical device but it was clear. “I must… there is only one thing… one person that can stem the tide within me. Before… before I become like her!” The words came out with utter contempt and disgust even through the mechanical filtering system. “I must protect them.”

“That time grows near doesn’t it K'olah vlos?” Am'rul asked, feeling Libala take his arm and grasp it tightly as he stepped forward slowly. (Pureblood)

“I don’t know… I don’t know if I will be rejected.”

“You must remain strong and continue to do what you have done these last years.” Am'rul said. “It is the only way to keep the balance.”

The figure took a deep breath and the cobalt blue eyes disappeared to be replaced by dark orbs. Dark orbs that once more had confidence in them. “Put your clothes on Immortal.” The figure spoke each word stronger than the last. “I have a transmission to make and then we need to speak at length about where we go from here. You and your brother have hid yourselves from me most ingeniously these past years, and I want to know how.”

Am'rul nodded his head. “As Cha’talla hoped would happen one day.”

“That is one of the things we will need to speak of.” The figure turned it’s helmeted head to Libala. “May I use your sitting room downstairs?” Libala nodded her head quickly, not really understanding what was going on, but feeling that she had just fallen into a situation that was far beyond her realm of understanding. “Join me in twenty minutes. Tend to your wounds before coming downstairs. I can’t have you bleeding all over the place.”

Am'rul and As'pin watched as the figure turned and exited the room with a steady and confident gait. Am'rul turned to his brother slowly.

“Things have been set in motion already brother.” Am'rul spoke. “I saw it in those eyes. We must be ready.”

HADARIA
CITY OF TENILO 

WESTERN CONTINENT
Tenilo.

A city of thirty-two million spread over fifty square kilometers that was the heart and soul of the hard-line religious movement on Hadaria, and home to most of the Arch Ministry and the Elder Council. The home of the Chief Minister of the Arch Ministry was situated on a slight rise that overlooked many of the most revered symbols of ancient Hadaria that were not in the capital. It was Chief Minister Wiktor’s home, and it had some rather unique guests this day.

“Could not get something done before now!” Rinard spoke harshly as Buonau handed him the glass of Spartan Wine.

“There are rules we must follow Rinard.” Buonau answered as she moved to her own chair across from him and settled into it.

“Change them!” Rinard barked. 
“If we attempt to circumvent the established guidelines in any way, especially now that they have requested a public hearing, we will not achieve what we all want.” Wiktor spoke from the high backed chair she occupied.

“We have set the date of the hearing.” Buonau said. “And we have had seven weeks to slander and smear her within the Netnews. What kind of support do you think she garners now?”

Rinard looked at Buonau. “Her position off Hadaria is unchanged!” He snapped. “She is still a Queen of the Union and the reports from all of my contacts have stated her support is nearly one hundred percent! Eurin’s statement so soon after the release of the footage has even solidified her position! There are not many off Hadaria who do not see these actions as a political ploy to gain power.”

Okein moved from the counter he stood next too. “Her support on Hadaria is much less… and it matters not what the people off our planet think. They will hold no sway over the Arch Ministry or The Elder Council.”

Buonau nodded. “Our decision is already made.” She spoke. “No one will go against us on the Elder Council or within the Arch Ministry.”

“You are sure of this?” Rinard asked.

Wiktor nodded. “Without question.” She answered. “There is little defense she can claim against these security videos, and even less when it comes to the decisions she has made in the past without the consent of the Arch Ministry or the Elder Council. Ultimately that will be her undoing.”

“Word from my daughter Duewa on Earth is even more promising.” Buonau spoke. “Her last report three weeks ago states that the King and the other Queens have had no contact with her since he left Hadaria. Duewa says Anja has tried to contact all of them these last weeks and they have refused to speak with her. There is even rumor within the walls of the King’s own villa that he will dissolve her status as Queen soon. I believe he is waiting to see the outcome of her hearing here. Prime Minister Deia has been to his home frequently in the past weeks, and Duewa has heard the minor servants speaking in hushed whispers. I have already dispatched a squad of the Elder Guard Militia to collect Retta and Calyb from Earth.” Buonau smiled and sipped her tea. 
“You will kidnap her children?” Rinard asked surprised.

“The Elder Guard Militia Commander feels they can accomplish this with minimal risk.” Buonau spoke. “They will take them when they are enroute back from their school. Duewa will be with them and this will facilitate the action.”

“You risk retaliation from Leonidas if you do this.” Rinard spoke.

“I have maintained for many years that the man is nothing more than a brute.” Buonau said. “Once the children are in our custody here on Hadaria he will be powerless to do anything about it.”

“If your men succeed.” Rinard told her.

“They will succeed.” Buonau said. “We are getting closer to our goal Rinard. Patience is required now.”

“Anja has not left the palace in the last two months unless under Elder Guard Militia eyes.” Okein said. “We have limited her use of subspace communications and everything she does is monitored. She is without the means to do anything to stop us, and even Eurin and Zaniai will not be able to help her.”

“She is defiant yes.” Buonau said with a nod. “That is her nature… and she knows what is at stake. She can not win however. She knows the footage is forged… but without these men to question, she can not refute what is plainly visible. And it will be harder for her to dispute what she has done politically as Wiktor has said.”

Wiktor looked at Rinard. “There is no way these men can come forward correct?” She asked.
“Not unless they can raise themselves from the dead.” Rinard answered. “I arranged for three of them to die in accidents over the last year. Two of them they have already discovered are dead, the third I would imagine when they investigate further they will find out about. My contact on Apo Prime made sure of that. The fourth did me a favor and got stinking drunk and drowned the same day I killed the clone and dumped her body.”

“And you left her remains in the incinerator at the military shipyard correct?” Buonau said.

Rinard nodded. “The Union Fleet did the disposing for us.”

“Then we have nothing to worry about.” Wiktor said with a grin. “The man you represent has already assured us he has everything worked out for after we dispose Anja. Once we have declared our independence from the Union, we can seize control of the Union shipyards and the remaining facilities in and around Hadaria. We will then reestablish Elder Council and Arch Ministry control over the planet. We already have one of the most valuable commodities in the Universe in our Healers. We will be totally self sufficient.”

“What is to keep the Union from moving against you?” Rinard asked.

“They wouldn’t dare!” Buonau spat. “The Union Senate would never allow them to rule us by force. That is why we will depose Anja legally. They will have no choice but to recognize our government and open trade corridors through Union space so that we can conduct our own business.” 

“As long as your employer keeps his end of the bargain, we will be well on our way almost immediately.” Okein spoke from his chair.

“He’ll keep his word.” Rinard spoke. “You’ll have your assistance.”

“Then aside from a few small bumps that may arise, everything we have planned will proceed very nicely.” Buonau spoke.

“Nothing ever happens as it is supposed to, remember that Buonau.” Rinard spoke. “What happens to Anja?” Rinard asked.

“We will charge her with Seanna’s death.” Wiktor answered immediately. “She will be incarcerated to stand official charges. She is sure to be forced to resign as Queen of the Union.” Wiktor shrugged her slim shoulders. “Who is to say that she does not take her own life in grief before that ever comes to trial?”

Rinard looked at her and saw the cruel smile. He nodded his head. “Then she is mine?” He spoke.

“According to our agreement.” Buonau said nodding her head.

Rinard got to his feet and set the glass of wine down. “Then I believe our business is done.” He spoke. “Once she is imprisoned I will come for her. You will have your planet back with new allies… and I will have my revenge.”

“Rinard… why do you want her dead so badly?” Buonau asked.
Rinard met Buonau’s gaze. “She killed my father.” He said in a low, savage and anger filled voice. “She killed my father and I intend to see her die for that. After I have taken from her all that she cares for and loves and I have raped her body and mind so much that she begs me to kill her.”

Rinard settled back into the seat of the armored Lifter as it made the turn into the Lifter lanes for return to the capital. His eyes were flint hard and cruel in anticipation of having Anja within his grasp and listening to her howl under him. His eyes turned to the COM panel when it beeped softly.


-INCOMING TRANSMISSION-


-CODED CHANNEL ENURRUA ONE-

“Receive.” Rinard spoke touching the panel.
He watched as the tall image appeared in the small holodisc on the dash of the Lifter. It was grainy and blurry, but he could see the helmeted head and the heavy cape and cowl as he always did.

“I did not expect to hear from you for another week.” Rinard said.

“The meeting went according to what we discussed?” The figure asked.

Rinard nodded. “Just as you planned.” He spoke. “They are so bent on regaining what power they have lost they will stoop to any level to get it back.”

The figure nodded. “Our mutual friends are prepared to move.” He said. “Their plan is interesting. I have only just received the full scope of what it is they are doing, and it is bold to say they least.”

“Will it succeed?” Rinard asked.

“Whether it does or not is not our concern.” The figure answered. “We will have what we both want. A small concern has come up however.”
“A concern?” Rinard asked.

“Since this footage of Anja has been broadcast throughout the Union, my people on Apo Prime have become nervous.” The figure spoke. “I have gotten reports of sightings of her from Palno. One from a reliable source. You are certain the clone has been disposed of Rinard?”

“I dumped her body at the incinerator myself sir.” Rinard answered. “There is no way she lived. I ran her through twice in the chest. I watched the light leave her eyes! The incinerator would have begun its normal burn period minutes after I departed.”

“And Anja is confined to the palace on Hadaria?” The figure asked.

“She can not leave without someone from the Elder Guard Militia with her.” Rinard spoke.

The figure nodded. “I assumed as much.”

“Sir… do you want me to go to Apo Prime.” Rinard asked.

“No!” The answer was firm and full of command. “Tyaln has disappeared as well. He has not reported for duty the last two days and an investigation has begun. If you arrive there, it will only cause more suspicion to be cast on you. I have asked our friends to look into this report. They had people in place already. What did Tyaln know?”
Rinard shook his head. “Nothing that I did not allow him to know. He assisted with the hiring of Gerald to go after Normya Leonidas.”

The helmeted head tilted slightly as if the individual was thinking. “The search for her has narrowed considerably now that our associates are involved. She is obviously hiding somewhere with the Immortals who helped save her. She will be found soon.”

Rinard nodded. “Aside from that… Tyaln helped to arrange the kidnapping of the elven females a few years ago to establish our credit base. Transport manifests and such. Nothing of value. Do you think the Krypteria has taken him?”

“It is too early to say.” The figure answered. “More than likely when news of Anja broke he panicked and fled. He helped to arrange the transport of the clone didn’t he?”

Rinard nodded. “The transmission codes and such for the STRIKER AT we used yes.”

The figure nodded. “He is more than likely half way into The Wilds already but I will have our associates check just in case.”

“Her hearing is set for another seven days from now.” Rinard spoke.

The figure nodded once more. “I will begin releasing some rather interesting information I have obtained in just the last few hours concerning the Crown Prince. It appears some rather promising Netnews reporters had gotten their hands on information and images naming one of Prince Androcles’s future mates. An elf pilot. They seem to be working on gathering more information on the others and we will wait for that information to come to me. I have people within the Netnews organization they work for and they will get whatever information is available.”

“Truly?” Rinard asked. “This could be valuable information.” 

The man nodded. “Our allies will begin acting shortly after the verdict concerning Anja. It will start slowly in The Wilds and quickly blossom into action on Apo Prime and here on Earth. Once you have her, move quickly Rinard. The ensuing storm will not be long in coming and we must be clear of it before it arrives.”
Rinard nodded his head. “I understand.”

“I will advise you of what our allies discover on Apo Prime.” The figure said. “You must maintain for a few more days and then everything we have worked towards these last years will be ours.”

“I will be ready sir.” Rinard said.

GYTHEIO

CRANAE ISLAND


Carisia leaned against the doorframe of the double patio doors holding the mug of tea in her hands and her maya blue eyes focused on the beach in the distance. She wore the simple blue robe over her naked body underneath, her senses still humming from three hours earlier. They had arrived on Cranae Island just before the sun had begun to rise, and Andro had spent the next three hours making both her and Sadi shudder in marvelous pleasure. She may not have been wolf, but her Mindvoice connection with Sadi and Andro allowed her to feel everything Sadi did when Andro pulsed her with his aura. It was as if he was pulsing her as well, so tightly bound were their minds now. Bound with each other and the other two who would share their lives in the future. 


Like Sadi, Carisia had been filled with sadness over what had transpired with Ne'Veha on the SCIMITAR. The vampire blood in her wanted to go up there and beat Tarren senseless for his actions in using the woman who would be theirs, this emotion only fueled by Sadi’s obvious disgust at the man and his actions. Carisia also knew that would not be appropriate. Ne'Veha would be with them, Carisia knew this, and she only had to find her own way as Carisia had done. She didn’t turn when she felt Sadi come up behind her and lean over slightly to nuzzle the back of her neck. Carisia smiled and leaned into the gentle caress.

“Good morning.” Sadi said softly.


Carisia turned her head and saw her beautiful lover, a flush cascading through her body at the things they had done to each other these last months and the pleasure that had given both of them. Sadi wore the usual thin ivory robe over her delicious body, and she held the mug of freshly brewed coffee in her hands.


“Good morning.” Carisia replied with a bright smile.


“What are you doing Enylarcopri?” Sadi asked.


Carisia motioned with her head as she saw her sister Lisisa move into sight behind Sadi from the kitchen holding her own mug of coffee. “I was watching him.” Carisia said. She turned her head back out onto the beach area and Sadi followed her gaze to see Andro walking along the shore in only his white pants, Zarah at his side in little more than bikini bottoms and a loose shirt and Elynth splashing through the surf as she followed them. “Have you noticed D'anthe xukuth… he and Zarah share something the others do not?”

Sadi nodded. “Yes.” She answered thoughtfully. “I noticed that very quickly. He almost never questions her or gives her direction even though she is so much younger. Zarah never questions him either. It’s almost as if she knows what he will do.”


“It has been that way for years.” Lisisa’s voice from behind them spoke. They turned and watched her walk up close to them, Denali’s shirt buttoned only half way and barely reaching down to the middle of her taut thighs. Lisisa leaned over and kissed Carisia’s cheek. “Good morning sister.”


Carisia smiled brightly. “Lisisa... did you sleep well?”


Lisisa chuckled softly as she kissed Sadi’s cheek. “You forget who my mate and husband is sister.” She spoke wistfully. “I swear sometimes Deni is like a machine and he could go on for hours.”


Sadi grinned and nodded her head in agreement. “That does seem to run in the male side of the Leonidas family.” She said. “Carisia and I have experienced that on many occasions. And of course you protested his action loudly I’m sure.”


“Hah!” Lisisa exclaimed. “Denali can worship me whenever he wants! I will never grow tired of his attentions.”


The three of them laughed as their heads turned back to the beach. “So why are they so close Lisisa?” Carisia asked softly.


Lisisa sipped her coffee. “No one really knows for sure.” She replied. “It started when Zarah was nine. She was adventurous as all of us were… but sometimes she got a little too adventurous. She slipped away from her Durcunusaan detail one evening just as winter began and went up into the northern Rolnar Mountain range. She wanted to prove to father that she was ready for her Agoge then.” She said. “Well… we were going crazy looking for her. There was a planet wide alert! We thought someone may have abducted her. Andro had just returned from completing his Agoge and he and Elynth violated the curfew father put in place and went looking for her.” Lisisa chuckled softly. “You can imagine how livid father was when Andro did that.”


“What happen?” Sadi asked. 

Lisisa met her eyes. “He has not told you?” She asked surprised.


Sadi shook her head. “No. I asked him about it once… but he dodged the question by hitting me with his aura. He’s such a pig that way!” She answered sheepishly.

“And I just bet you protested vehemently.” Lisisa said with a grin.


“Hardly… I took advantage of the situation.” Sadi replied.



Lisisa and Carisia chuckled. “To be honest… no one knows what happened.” Lisisa finally answered. “We discovered she had gone into the mountains and had not been kidnapped. A storm moved into the mountains during the second day of the search and grounded all the rescue vehicles. Sensors in orbit could not pick them out of the clutter because of the high deposits of Duridium ore. The fourth day the storm broke and just as the search vehicles were getting back into the air, Andro returned to the palace with her on Elynth. Zarah had a broken leg and both of them looked as if they hadn’t eaten in all that time which in and of itself… it was very strange. She could have shifted to heal herself, and both of them could have hunted even if Elynth wasn’t able to fly in the weather. They wouldn’t tell anyone what happened, not even our mothers but ever since then, they have always been very close. It is almost as if they both share an ebb or strand of their minds now, we can feel the Mindvoice connection they have at different times, and they always seem know what the other is thinking all of the time it seems. 

Sadi nodded. “We have felt that connection he has with Zarah, but he keeps it tightly locked away from anyone.” Sadi said.

“Grandmother Dasha told us much later that when Andro went down in that valley on Alba Tau… Zarah became suddenly withdrawn and unresponsive. She was fifteen by now and grandmother thought maybe her Coming of Age had come early. Zarah wouldn’t speak with anyone and she broke out crying at different times during the hours Andro and father were in the valley. She couldn’t be consoled by anyone. It was very bizarre grandmother said. When they finally pulled him and father out the next day… Zarah was fine. She demanded to go to the medical ship though and be with him. With them.” Lisisa let her eyes drift out to where they walked. 
“Whatever happened in the mountains those days they were gone made them as they are now. They share something that only the two of them and Elynth understand, and they will talk about it with no one. Not even our father. I think the Feravomir may know what happen or at least suspect, but like Andro and Zarah she will never speak of it openly.”
“That is why he is so protective of her then?” Carisia asked.

Lisisa shook her head. “I don’t believe he is protective of her in the sense we understand that word to mean. It is something else entirely. And Zarah is like that as well with him. Watch them for a time and you will see. Or you may have already noticed it. Even though Androcles may hold one or both of you in his arms, Zarah is never far from his side. Deni and I thought perhaps the same thing that happened to us, falling in love I mean, we thought that perhaps Zarah had fallen in love with Andro. It was silly really… that was never the case. When Mother and grandmother began putting the plan to finally bring you and Andro together Sadi, Zarah was the first one to volunteer to help in any way. She is the one who convinced the young woman before Ulana that Andro wasn’t for her. She was a pest really, never leaving him alone, always trying to contact him.”

Sadi smiled. “Convinced?” She asked.

Lisisa smiled. “You would be surprised at how convincing Zarah Leonidas is.” She said with a smile.

“Why do I think she didn’t invite her over for coffee and biscuits?” Carisia said as she sipped her coffee. 
Lisisa shook her head. “No she did not.” Lisisa let her green eyes go out to where Andro and Zarah walked side by side. “It is something we have come to accept for what it is now. They will always share something that they do not share with the rest of us. Something we do not understand. We don’t even think about it anymore.”

“Will… will they ever tell anyone?” Sadi asked softly. “What happened between them I mean?”

“We thought you would give us that answer Sadi.” Lisisa said honestly. “I guess that is not the case.”

“…don’t really know what it is.” Zarah spoke as she walked beside Andro just out of reach of the warm ocean surf.

“How long has this been going on?” Andro asked her.


“Since we arrived at SODRAG.” Zarah answered looking at him.


“Why didn’t you come to me before now Zar?” Andro looked at her.


“Because initially I thought it was from that idiot Dante.” Zarah answered plainly. “Then I thought it was the fever.”

“It’s not? It wasn’t?” Andro asked surprised.


Zarah shook her head. “This one is… it’s different Andro.” She said thoughtfully. “It’s a lot stronger for one… and it’s not forcing itself onto my shields. It’s not even trying to breach my shields. It’s almost as if…”


“What?” Andro pressed. Zarah looked at him with her dark eyes, hesitation in them. “We have never held back from each other Zarah Leonidas. Not after that day in the mountains. Let’s not start now ok?”


“You have… you have Sadi and Carisia now. And the others will join you soon. I didn’t want…I didn’t want to be a burden anymore Andro. You need to get on with your life.” Zarah began to answer.


Andro stopped walking and turned to face her completely. “I could have twenty mates Zarah… it would not change or alter the connection we have. It never has and it never will. You are not now, have never been and will never be a burden to me. What happened was meant to be Zarah, and it has made us stronger because of it. My life will go on… as will yours… but I will never dismiss you, no matter how many mates or children I have.”

“It was something that happened because it was my fault Andro.” Zarah spoke meeting his gaze. “I was stupid for even trying to do that and I almost killed us both. You know what you should have done.”

“Hey!” Andro snapped softly. “We made a promise to each other to never question what happen that day didn’t we?”

Zarah nodded. “Yes… but that was before Sadi and…”

“No!” Andro spoke firmly. “We made a promise to each other Zar. Just because Sadi and Carisia have come into my life changes nothing. When Ne'Veha and Lu'ria join us it will change nothing! Our words to each other that day still stand yes?”

Zarah nodded as she looked at him, her dark brown eyes moist with tears. She felt the warmth and support he had always given to her sweep through her being once more. No matter what it was he had always been there. “Yes.”

“Then tell me.” Andro spoke.

Zarah almost blushed under her tan. “It feels warm and beguiling Andro. It wants to wrap around me. I can feel it pulsing along my shields, never trying to break through, but always wanting to come together with me. It’s… it’s very alluring… very…” She met his eyes. “Very sexual… but in a reverent sort of way. I have…” She saw his eyebrows raise slightly. “Oh never mind. Andro it’s getting stronger.”

“Stronger?”

Zarah nodded. “There’s darkness to it… but…” Elynth had now stopped trying to catch the small fish near the shore as she listened to Zarah talk and she moved closer, her shadow covering both of them and causing them to look at her.

Darkness? Elynth asked looking directly at Zarah. What kind of darkness Zarah?
Zarah nodded as she looked at only other individual outside of Helen who knew what happen that day. “It’s not… it’s not an evil darkness as most would attribute to darkness. It’s more of a lonely darkness.” She answered softly. “Like someone reaching out from within a shadowy room. It’s getting stronger and more frequent now. As if it is worried that it may… almost like it thinks it may lose me.”

“And it’s not Dante?” Andro asked.

Zarah shook her head quickly. “No. This is much more poignant. I don’t think Dante can spell poignant, let alone know what it means. And if he could use his skills in this way, he would have done so already.”

“Elynth and I have not felt anything.” Andro said.

Zarah shook her head. “I know… I have been using the reinforcing techniques you taught us.” Zarah said meeting his gaze once more. “I… I like the way that it makes me feel Andro and I didn’t want to share it with anyone else. Not yet anyway.” Zarah held up her hand before he could say anything. “I know… it isn’t safe… but this… this is no danger to me Andro. I can feel it… sense it. It only wants to protect me.”

“It could be Dante Zarah.” Andro told her. “Using a different technique to try and get inside your head.”

Zarah snorted in disgust. “That fool couldn’t get into my shorts let alone my mind even on his best day. And that is with his ridiculous mind control attempts! I’m not a child anymore Androcles. You of all people should know that. I am stronger than Carina, stronger than Lisisa in some ways even. And my Coming of Age fever is long since passed.”

Andro nodded. “No you are not a child Zar, and I haven’t looked at you as a child for a long time. Far longer than you might realize.”

“Father does.” Zarah snapped.

“Zarah… I am not father.” Andro told her. “You are stronger than Carina and maybe even as strong as Lisisa in many respects… but there is something you lack sister. And that only comes with time.”

“What is that?” Zarah asked.

Elynth lowered her head close to Zarah’s shoulder. Experience. She answered without pause. 
Zarah crossed her arms over her breasts. “Why did I know you were going to say that?” She popped.

Because you know it to be true. Elynth told her.

“I can’t get experience if I don’t do anything!” Zarah barked.

“You are doing something Zarah.” Andro spoke. “When I needed to pick someone to teach the Coven Riders hand-to-hand skills they did not possess… only one person came to my mind. That is you.” Andro lifted his hand and pushed some of her long dark brown hair from her face. “Yuri has grown stronger through the years as father has said. It stands to reason she would have been schooling Dante. And I have been teaching them how to focus better for the last four months. He’s more dangerous now than when he first arrived Zar.”

Zarah nodded and looked at him. “I know he’s dangerous. That is why I came directly to you when he hit me the first time during hand-to-hand.” She spoke. “Toria confirmed it because of her experiences with him… and I know what to look for now.”

He’s targeting you for a reason Zarah. Elynth said. You must always remember that and always maintain your guard.
Zarah nodded. “And I do.” She spoke reaching up to place her hand on Elynth’s snout. “Now what about this other… presence I feel?” She took Andro’s arm. “What… who do you think it is Andro? One of the riders? Some of them are very cute you know!”

Andro rolled his eyes at her antics and looked into Elynth’s golden eyes. “Elynth?” 

It seems unlikely that it would be one of the riders. Elynth said. Why would they not have come forward before now to convey themselves to you? From what I can see… none of them have issues with expressing themselves. Given that many of them know of Andro and Arrarn’s relationships with Carisia, Narice and Toria, coming to you would not present much obstacle if they were sincere.
“Have you given any additional training to others?” Andro asked. “Outside the normal classes?”

“Several of them yes.” Zarah nodded her head as she answered. “Why would that matter though?” 

“Dante?”

Zarah shook her head. “No. He thinks he’s too good to face me even after I beat his ass.” She replied. “Lucia came for two extra classes which surprised me considering how pompous she acts sometimes. She was almost afraid to ask I think. Maybe she felt asking me for help was beneath her. Javier once with two others… but he never returned with them.” Zarah shrugged.

“I want you to do something.” Andro said.

“What?”

“The next time this happens… I want you to immediately reach for me or Elynth.” He told her. “Elynth if you do not want to reveal too much to me. Let her experience it with you… get a sense of things.”

Zarah nodded. “Fair enough.” She said. “Will you… if this does turn out to be someone who cares for me you have to promise not to run them off Andro. You have to promise to let me make that decision.”

Andro smiled. “I promise Zar.” He stated. “You would just ignore me anyway… no matter what I told you.”

Zarah nodded. “Yes… but at least now I know I got you to promise. Then if you step out of line I can stomp you proper like.”

Andro laughed and draped his arm over her shoulders as they headed back for the villa. “And what makes you so sure you can stomp me.” He asked as Zarah’s arms went around his waist in a sisterly fashion.

SCIMITAR

Ne'Veha walked down the corridor between her friends as they were returning from the training flight, her mind wandering as it had been for many hours now. She had gone through the motions of today’s flying, her Weapons Officer basically doing most of the work. He knew something was bothering her and he got them through the majority of the flight. Yesterday with Sadi was still fresh in her mind, and no matter what she tried to do to forget their conversation, it failed. She had gone through all of the messages from them, four times each. They had been little in the way of informative, but it was quite obvious that all of them wanted her badly.  Ne'Veha had also discovered that the package Sadi had brought yesterday was not the only package they had sent for her. Upon arriving at the mail station of the SCIMITAR, the small office that handled all of the care packages and such from family and friends, Ne'Veha discovered five additional packages from them. All of them being held in the mail room by Tarren’s order. The clerk had said Tarren told him that Ne'Veha was still settling into her quarters and didn’t need the extra clutter. What Ne'Veha had discovered upon taking the packages back to her quarters and opening them was even more surprising. She thought for sure there would be some sort of slinky undergarments for her to wear so that he could remove them from Androcles Leonidas, and instead she found two different holonovels from her favorite horror author. Her hands had been shaking, wondering how he had found out who her favorite author was. The other three packages were from Sadi and Carisia, one of different sized holoimage frames and two of elegant and sexy but still very conservative dresses, both of them in her favorite color of soft peach. 

Tarren had tried to approach her in the mess lounge last evening, but Ra’Neeria had chased him off quite effectively, with Ne'Veha’s dark eyes burning into his back as he walked.
“Perhaps you wish to discover why he did that.” Sadi had spoken.
 Discover why Ne'Veha did. All it took was one simple vid/call and she knew. Tarren had cheated on Hy’la the same way he had cheated on Ne'Veha. Only she was strong willed enough to tell him to get lost immediately. Ne'Veha felt nothing but guilt when she looked at Tarren now, guilt and anger at what he done. Or more importantly, what she had allowed him to do. Guilt because she had surrendered to him, even when her mind had told her not too. Anger because she had allowed it to happen, when in her heart all she wanted was to be wrapped in the embrace of others. Ne'Veha knew she may have very well ruined any chance of that happening now, especially since Sadi had not returned any of her three messages since leaving the ship yesterday morning.
Sadi had told her she needed a different perspective on things, and once discovering the packages from Andro and them, that is exactly what Ne'Veha went in search of. Whether she would get a reply was another question, but at least she had…
“Commander Ne'Veha!” The male voice boomed in the corridor snapping Ne'Veha out of her funk and causing her to stop and turn.

“Yes?” She asked watching as the Lycavorian Junior Lieutenant came jogging up to her in the corridor. 

“That COM request you made? The one this morning?” He spoke.

“Yes… what about it?” Ne'Veha snapped without patience. It seemed to bounce off the young officer.

“A reply came in.” He said holding out the data pad to her. 

Ne'Veha’s eyes went wide. “It did?” She gasped snatching the pad.

“Yes ma’am. It was very brief… but it said to contact that channel when you got back from your flight. The sender would be there for the remainder of the day.” The officer answered with a smile.

“Thank… thank you.” Ne'Veha stammered as she looked at the pad not seeing the officer nod and turn to head back down the corridor.

“Go on Ne'Veha.” Ra'Neeria told her. “We’ll cover the debrief.”

Ne'Veha looked at her quickly. “Ra'Neeria… I…”

Ra'Neeria leaned over and kissed her cheek. “It was a training flight Ne'Veha. And a very boring one. Go… we’ll handle the debrief.”

Ne'Veha nodded with a smile and bolted down the corridor for the lift to her quarters. She must have broke the record for getting from the flight deck to her quarters, for faster than she could ever remember she was settling into the front of her computer and plugging the pad into the COM unit.
-INITIATING COMMUNICATION-

-DESTINATION SOURCE, PRIVATE RESIDENCE, COLONEL RI’NOL-

-COMMANDING OFFICER ULU WANDERING SOUL-
“Halt connection!” Ne'Veha barked as she looked at the screen. “Verify!”

-VERIFICATION ACCURATE SPARTAN ONE ONE CHARLIE-

-COLONEL RI’NOL, COMMANDING OFFICER NOVA MARK III-CLASS ATTACK CRUISER, WANDERING SOUL-

-PROCEED?-

Ne'Veha took a deep breath and nodded. This is what she had wanted to get herself a different perspective as Sadi had said. “Yes. Proceed.”
-CONNECTING-

The holodisc on her desk flared to life and flickered briefly. She saw the fuzzy image of an older woman and she was speaking to someone out of the transmission.

“…start getting messages from the Royal family Ri’nol?” The woman spoke as her image cleared and stabilized and Ne'Veha saw the dark haired elven women with bright green eyes and gray just beginning to touch her dark hair. Ne'Veha watched her turn back to the monitor and her green eyes grew wider as the much younger half elf/half Lycavorian officer came into the picture now.

“…are you talking about mother? Why would anyone from the Royal…” His voice trailed off as he saw Ne'Veha in the transmission. “Son vada carians.” He muttered softly.

“Ne… Ne'Veha child!” The woman gasped her name loudly.

Ne'Veha tilted her head, wondering why this woman looked so very familiar. “Excuse me… I’m sorry… I was trying to contact Colonel Ri’nol.” Ne'Veha spoke.

“I am Ri’nol.” The man spoke as he was wiping his hands on a towel. “Sufai!” He called out turning his head to the side. “Sufai come quickly!”
Ne'Veha gave an embarrassed smile. “Forgive me… I… I don’t know why I called. I’m sorry to disturb you.”

“No! Wait!” Ri’nol exclaimed coming to stand beside the much older elven woman as the Lycavorian woman came into the room holding a small child in her arms.

“Ri’nol… what is wrong?” She asked quickly as her eyes went to the transmission. Her eyes got a little wider as well and she came up short.

“Oh my!” She declared.

“My apologies again Colonel.” Ne'Veha stammered. “This was a mistake… I won’t trouble you…”

“You look so much like your father.” The older woman spoke softly.

Ne'Veha looked at her again, saw the tears slowly rolling down her cheeks, her hands shaking as she gripped the Colonel’s arm. “I’m sorry… do I… do I know you?” Ne'Veha asked.

“You… you are a captivating young woman Ne'Veha.” The woman spoke gently, her voice filled with warmth.

“You… you act as if you know me.” Ne'Veha spoke softly, her bottom lip beginning to quiver. 

“I would know my granddaughter no matter what she looked like!” The woman stated firmly.

“Granddaughter?” Ne'Veha gasped. “You must be mistaken… my… my father’s mother died many years ago. Before I was born. I have only my grandmother on my mother’s side. You are not her.”

“Is that what he has continued to tell you all these years? That I am dead?” The woman asked softly lowering her eyes and shaking her head. “He always was like his father. Too stubborn and bull headed to ever admit he was wrong. Do I look dead to you Ne'Veha?”

Ne'Veha felt something gripping her insides as she looked at this woman. “What are you saying?” Ne'Veha gasped.

Ri'nol stepped closer to the woman now. “This is Na’rnoas.” He said. “She is my mother Commander Ne'Veha. And she is your grandmother.”

Ne'Veha sat staring at the woman in the transmission and was unable to speak. She shook her head quickly. “That… that can’t be right.” Ne'Veha said after along moment. “My father… my father told me that…”

“Yes… he has told you I was killed with the Lycavorian officer I left your grandfather for. Killed by the High Coven in the last great battle before the return of King Leonidas.” Na'rnoas said. “He has been telling that story for decades. And it is no more true now than it was then! Do I look dead to you Ne'Veha?” She turned to Ri’nol. “Where is your father?”

Ri'nol smiled now. “He will be here soon. He was stopping at the airfield before returning for dinner.”

Na'rnoas looked back to Ne'Veha with a bright smile and tear filled eyes. “I have… I have followed your career Ne'Veha.” She said softly. “I am so very proud of you and what you have accomplished.”

Ne'Veha sat back in her chair. “I… you are… you are my grandmother?” She gasped. “But… but why would my father lie to me all of these years?”
“That is… that is a difficult question child.” Na'rnoas told her. “One that I would rather not answer through a holo transmission. Come here! Come visit us!”
“Visit you!” Ne'Veha gasped. “I am on… I am on my ship! I can not just leave! I don’t even know where you are!”

Ri'nol chuckled. “You do not use your COM channel very often do you?” He spoke.

Ne'Veha shook her head. “No sir! I am… I have only just begun using it.”

“Understandable given your COMDESIG.” Ri'nol said.

Ne'Veha looked at her. “Sir?”

“Spartan One One Charlie.” Ri'nol said. “You carry the designation of a member of the Royal Family Ne'Veha. Only they have Spartan in their designation code. You have Crown Prince Androcles’s prefix. You are one of his mates and wives then?”

“What?” Ne'Veha gasped. “No! I… that… that is a mistake! I think.” She finished in a much softer voice overwhelmed as she was at the moment.

Na'rnoas couldn’t help but laugh gently now, the tears coming freely. “We… we are in Eden City Ne'Veha.” She said. “That is where we have made our home for twenty years now. My mate… my husband is the commanding General of the 47th Spartan Guard Division.”

Ne'Veha’s eyes grew wide. “The Spartan Division that…”

“Protects Earth.” Na'rnoas said nodding. “One of them anyway. Come here Ne'Veha. It… it would make me so very happy if you did. Your father need never know if that is your wish!” She pleaded. “Make an old woman happy.”

“Mother stop!” Ri'nol spat. “You are not old!”

Na'rnoas chuckled and looked at Ne'Veha. “It usually works with him.” She said. “I will have to work on my delivery!” Ne'Veha couldn’t help but chuckle as well, despite all that was rushing through her at the moment. “Please Ne'Veha. I have inquired of you through your father Ne'Veha. Many times over the years… but he…”

Ne'Veha looked up quickly. “We just finished a training flight. I get off duty as soon as the debrief is over. I can catch the first transport to Eden City and be there… I can be there in less than two hours.”

Na'rnoas brought her hands to her face and the tears really came this time as Ri'nol pulled his mother to him and looked at Ne'Veha in the transmission. “I will have my father’s Lifter meet you at the spaceport. The 47th SGD… it will be on the side of the Lifter. Please Ne'Veha… it would mean far more than you know. Do not… do not hurt her anymore.”

Ne'Veha looked at him in the transmission and Sadi’s words to her came rushing to the forefront again.

“Perhaps you should talk to this Uncle you have. Their son. Maybe you might discover a new perspective on things.”

Ne'Veha met Ri'nol’s gaze and a new firmness came to her jaw. “I will be on the transport sir.” She spoke.
Ri'nol shook his head. “I am not a sir to you Ne'Veha. I am your uncle Ri'nol.” He said with a smile. “And I do so look forward to seeing you.”

CRANAE ISLAND

Thomas Roan tried to remain in his spot next to Dilaen as they watched the obsidian colored dragon float in a circle above them and settle lightly to the causeway bridge that connected the island and the mainland. His eyes shifted to the cerise colored dragon as that one settled beside the obsidian colored one. He had never been this close to dragons, and their size alone was incredibly intimidating. These two in particular looked very menacing with their viciously sharp curved talons and the long razor like teeth. He was shocked to see Helen and Thr'won walk right up to the dark colored one as the dragon brought its head level with theirs, while the red scaled dragon looked upon him and Dilaen with magenta colored eyes that appeared to him as if this dragon was deciding whether to eat them or not.
Elynth closed her golden eyes as Helen reached up and caressed her snout. It is very good to see you Feravomir. She spoke softly. Chief Mage Thr'won.
Helen smiled. “I see being the mate to Anthar agrees with you Elynth.” She spoke out loud simply for the benefit of Thomas and Dilaen who could not Mindvoice. “Your scales are looking especially shiny.”

Elynth turned her immense head to look at her mate. He is very handsome isn’t he? She said lifting her long tail and running it along the length of Anthar’s much thicker one. I suppose I will keep him.

Anthar snorted. I should hope so! He declared. Who else makes your wings twitch as I do? Who else can make you trumpet in…?
“That is quite enough young dragon!” Thr'won stated holding up her hand and pressing it to his snout. “No more information is required.”

Elynth’s head turned and she looked at the bright eyed elven female and the human man who looked very uncomfortable. We did not know you were bringing guests Feravomir. She spoke.

Helen turned to look at Dilaen and motioned her forward. “This is Dilaen Elynth.” She stated. “And Thomas Roan.”

Dilaen had no fear of dragons and she stepped up next to Helen without question, lifting her hand to touch Elynth’s snout. Helen took her wrist gently but very quickly as Elynth drew her head back just as quickly.

“No.” Helen spoke. “That would not be wise.”

Dilaen looked at her with wide eyes. “I don’t understand… I am not afraid Feravomir.” She gasped.

Helen nodded. “And that is an excellent trait to have.” She stated. “However… this is Elynth. Not one of her brothers or sisters.”

Dilaen nodded quickly. “Yes I know!” She chattered looking back to Elynth and gazing into her golden eyes.

Andro is not aware you were bringing anyone Feravomir. Elynth spoke returning her gaze to Helen. I know who this woman is. She works for the Netnews. She is the one who interviewed Athani just days ago.
Helen nodded. “Yes.”

Anthar turned his huge head as well. Feravomir… you know who is inside. Who shares their lives now? If this was to get out into the public before…

“It may already be in the public realm and we just don’t know it yet Anthar.” Thr'won stated quickly causing both Elynth and Anthar to look at her as she held up the pad.

Thomas stepped forward now next to Dilaen. “Perhaps we should just leave!” He said softly. “We…”

Anthar lifted his head slightly, looked over the top of Elynth’s long neck and snapped his jaws shut with a resounding click of his fangs while he looked directly at Thomas. Dilaen’s eyes grew wide and both of them stepped back now in fear, Dilaen clutching Thomas’s arm tightly and him pulling her back and placing his body partially in front of her.

Feravomir? Elynth asked. Thr'won? What do you mean?
“Thomas Roan here is very good at his job.” Helen stated. 

“Probably too good.” Thr'won chimed in as she activated the pad. “He stumbled across this while searching for information on those who would be Andro’s mates Elynth.” She held it up and both Elynth and Anthar gazed at the image frozen on the screen.

Anthar’s magenta colored eyes grew wide as he looked at the image. That is… that is Carisia and I! He exclaimed.

Helen nodded. It is an old intelligence image Anthar. Taken four years ago and released by the Krypteria when they deemed it no longer useful. This was not done purposefully. He discovered it in a program that he devised that pulls image from hundreds of different sources. They have been… they have been watching the island.

Elynth’s head snapped to the side at Dilaen, her golden eyes narrowing into slits. They have been spying on us! She hissed angrily causing both Dilaen and Thomas to back up several steps.

“Feravomir!” Dilaen gasped.

Helen reached up and placed her hand under Elynth’s mammoth jaw. It is what they do Elynth and just as Andro and you are good at what you do, so are they. She said. They brought this to us when they discovered it Elynth, which tells me they have honor and values that others might not.

Then why bring them here? Anthar demanded. 

Helen looked at Thr'won. To show Androcles that sooner or later it will come out. And he must be prepared for the repercussions.

Elynth turned her eyes back to Helen and Thr'won. They… they have just finished eating breakfast and are in the main sitting room.

I believe they are honorable Elynth… and once you listen to them I think you and Andro and Carisia and Anthar will as well. Helen spoke.

Narice and Toria are here as well Feravomir. You know this. Anthar spoke.

Helen nodded. And perhaps the time is coming for both of them to come out and reveal what they share.

Elynth blinked her eyes once and nodded her head. Very well. You know the way Feravomir.

Helen nodded as she and Thr'won stepped back and Elynth and Anthar lifted off into the sky above the island. Dilaen watched them for a moment before looking at here.

“Feravomir? What is happening?” Dilaen asked.
Helen looked at her and Thomas. “You are entering into a world you know very little about Dilaen and Thomas Roan.” She spoke somewhat harshly. “A world of dragons and men. There are rules you must follow, and foremost among them is never seek to touch a dragon without their approval and most especially not ones that are bonded to riders. They are not pets!” Helen spoke firmly. “There are few who Elynth allows to touch her if they are not Androcles Leonidas. You are not among them Dilaen! Remember this child! Both of you.”

“I did not mean to…” Dilaen began.

Thr'won nodded. “We know that…” She said. “Just listen to us and above all else be honest. Androcles is like his father and he will smell you lying to him before the lies finish leaving your lips.”

“Maybe… maybe this isn’t such a good idea Dilaen.” Thomas said.

Dilaen looked at him. “This could be what we have worked for Thomas.” She said. “And we have not lied… nor do we intend too.”
“Is it worth what it could cost us?” Thomas said. “I don’t want… I don’t want to lose you Dilaen.”
“Then come with me… and let’s enter this together.” She said. Dilaen stepped up to him, pressing her body against his. “I do… I do not want to lose you either Thomas Roan.” She said. She took a deep breath. “If you… if you question what we would enter into…” Dilaen looked at him. “Then let us turn and go now.”

“Us?” He asked softly.

“I have waited for ten years to feel you caress my ears Thomas Roan.” Dilaen spoke looking at him with those stunning blue eyes. “Ten years to realize that I want you… and I have wanted only you all that time. I… I much prefer you and your son to any news story.”

Thomas Roan looked at this elven female for a long moment. He was twenty-three when his wife died. His son had never really known his mother and Thomas had devoted every minute to him since. His boy was ten years old now, and even he had begun to ask when Dilaen would be coming to visit them more often.

“Ah fuck it!” Thomas spat. “You only live once.” He stated.

Helen nodded her head smiling at his words. “Spoken like a Spartan Thomas Roan.” She said motioning with her hand to the end of the bridge causeway and entrance into a whole different life. “Spoken like a Spartan.”

SPARTA

ROYAL VILLA ESTATE

Duewa raced into the courtyard of the villa upon hearing the cries of pain from her oldest son Tinyn. What she saw made her eyes go wide in horror.

“Tinyn!” She shouted rushing across the courtyard to where her son was curled into a fetal ball groaning and holding his broken arm.


Calyb Leonidas stood over Tinyn, his fingers half curled inward, his palms facing Tinyn on the ground. It was a classic defensive posture, one of the first he had learned from his father, and one he had mastered at only six years of age. Duewa went first to her son, and then turned to Calyb anger in her eyes. “What have you done?” She shouted.

Calyb glared back at her, Endeem mirroring his bonded brother in posture, his wings fully extended to the sides as he towered over Calyb. “Protecting my sister!” Calyb barked.


“You have injured him!” Duewa shouted. 


“He will live!” Calyb snapped uncaring. 


“You have learned nothing I have taught you these last weeks!” Duewa snarled. “You or your sister!”


“Because what you teach us is stupid!” Calyb shouted.


Duewa’s eyes went wide. “Stupid!” She exclaimed. “How dare you Calyb! They are some of the most sacred rules of conduct as Healers! You are Hadarian! You do not attack and injure people like you! Never!”


“I will protect my sister!” Calyb barked. “I will protect my sister always! I am a Spartan first and I don’t care if he is Hadarian! If he strikes my sister I will hurt him!”


“You are a child!” Duewa screamed. “A child with no discipline! A child that needs structure and strict principles!”


“Like your son Tinyn!” Calyb snapped. “He was mocking Retta and the color of her hair! Telling her our mother is a whore! He is stupid! He knows nothing! When he slapped her… I hit him!”


“Tinyn would not strike Retta!” Duewa barked.


“Retta!” Calyb spoke turning his head to the side. Duewa watched as Retta came out from behind the granite pillar, Mara flapping her wings angrily. Duewa’s eyes grew wider when she saw Retta’s very red cheek and the imprint of fingerprints in her skin. Retta moved right up next to her twin brother and Calyb motioned to her cheek. “Did she just happen to bump into Tinyn’s hand Duewa?” He snarled.

“You will speak to me with respect Calyb Leonidas!” Duewa snapped. “What did she say to invoke Tinyn’s reaction?”


“I did nothing!” Retta barked now. “He called my momma a whore! I told him he was stupid and did not know what he was talking about! My momma loves my papa! And he loves her!”


“Do not lie to me Retta!” Duewa barked. 


“I am not lying!” Retta spat.


“Tinyn would not say such things!” Duewa said. “I know this! You are lying to me! Both of you are lying to me! You do not study what I tell you to study! You do not conduct the five simple lessons I give you! How do you expect to become strong if you can not heal?”


“You lessons are stupid!” Calyb barked. “Why should we study lessons we have learned and mastered before now?”


Duewa paused as she looked at them. “You could not have possibly learned them!” She said finally. “Who taught them to you? You have not even ascended yet! You can not have mastered the lessons.”


Calyb looked at her oddly, as if what she was saying was crazy. “Are you a fool?” He snapped. “Our mother taught them to us!”


Duewa sprang to her feet. “You apologize to me right now Calyb Leonidas! You are a disrespectful young man and someone needs to teach you discipline.”


Calyb laughed. “You?” He spat. “You are not our mothers!”


“You have only one mother!” Duewa shouted angrily. “And she is not the woman you think she is! She is a…”

“Duewa!” The female voice echoed across the courtyard causing all of them to turn.


Aricia and For’mya walked into the courtyard slowly holding the mugs of coffee in their hands. They were dressed in their morning clothes, which consisted of the thin robes that did little to hide their bodies underneath. Though both of them wore undergarments, nothing else adorned their tanned bodies in any way except for the robes, and if not for Duewa and her sons they would not even wear undergarments.


“Mommas!” Retta exclaimed as she dashed across the courtyard to For’mya, hugging her leg tightly as Aricia stepped up next to Calyb and looked at him with bright azure eyes filled with pride.


“Let those words pass from your lips Duewa…” Aricia spoke as she turned and looked at her, the black band surrounding her azure eyes and her long fangs extending partially. “And you will cease to have the ability to talk for the remainder of your pathetic life!”


“Calyb attacked my son!” Duewa snarled unafraid of Aricia.


“A Spartan does not attack unless he is defending or being attacked.” Aricia answered looking at him. “Calyb… what happened?”


“Tinyn called mother a whore.” He spoke firmly and confidently. “When Retta called him a stupid fool he slapped her. I only hit him twice mother.” He said looking up into her eyes. “I did not know he was so weak!”


Aricia smiled and lifted her hand to run it through his hair and around his cheek. “Not everyone is trained as you are Calyb. As your brothers and sisters are. Not everyone is as strong as you. You must always remember… you can injure as well as heal. Just like your mother. What has she taught you? What have we taught you?”


“To harness my wolf blood and control my instincts. Blood before all else.” He answered softly.


Aricia nodded. “Blood before all else.” She squeezed his shoulder. “You did well in defending your sister Calyb.” Aricia spoke.


“You praise him for injuring my son?” Duewa gasped looking at her. “My mother was right you know! They will not get the education they need in Sparta! They are heirs to the throne of Hadaria and they…”


“Can do far more than any ten year old you have ever seen!” For’mya spat angrily. “They can do these things because of what Melyanna has taught them, what we have taught them. And I grow tired of your condescending attitude and words Duewa.”


“Anja is no teacher!” Duewa snarled. “All they get here… all that Anja gives them is how to walk around in their undergarments! These… these are things that they do not need to see! It corrupts them!”

 
“Is that a fact?” For'mya said turning to Retta. “Retta… I want you to heal Tinyn. As your mother Melyanna has taught you and your brother.”


Retta looked up at For’mya. “Do I have to momma? He is an idiot. Father says idiots deserve their pain.”

Duewa’s eyes went wide. “This is what I mean!” She declared.

“Yes Retta. It is what your mother would do.” For’mya stated. 

Retta turned back to look at Tinyn and began moving towards him. Duewa looked at her stunned. “She has not ascended! She will not be able to…” Duewa watched as Retta walked up to where Tinyn lay on the ground and rested her hand on his broken arm and her words died in her throat. Duewa gasped when Retta’s hand flared a soft white healing glow. She watched as Retta then passed this hand over his entire arm, the pain on Tinyn’s face quickly going away as he looked at her stunned. Duewa watched as Retta examined her work and then got to her feet, pulling her hand away and then sticking her tongue out at Tinyn. She moved back beside her brother and Calyb touched his own hand to her face. His palm glowed briefly as he healed the imprint of Tinyn’s fingers on her cheek and then they looked at her.


Aricia and For’mya smiled at this. “Go now… both of you!” For’mya spoke. “You will be late for school!”


Calyb glared at Duewa for another instant before turning and taking Retta’s hand. Mara and Endeem fell in behind them as they marched out of the courtyard. Aricia and For'mya watched until they were gone and then turned to look at Duewa.


“They balk against your fool teachings Duewa because you did not learn what they are capable of when you first came here. You assumed.” Aricia stated calmly. “You assumed Anja taught them nothing when in fact Anja has taught them far more than any Healer on Hadaria would have learned at the same age. They know the first Seven Tenants of the Ancient Hadarian Healers Code backward, frontward and sideways. You treat them as if they are your children… as you treat any child it would seem… like they are stupid and beneath you… when that is not the case at all.”

“Seven weeks you have been here. Teaching them what they already know.” For'mya spoke now. “Seven weeks you have been trying to influence our children Duewa. To turn them against their mother. You could have taught them much, but instead you choose to try and turn them against their mother. Against us. Something you will never be able to do.”


“I have done no such thing!” Duewa hissed.


“Haven’t you?” For'mya said. “The sly innuendos. Using your own sons to invoke harm by their words and actions. Have you ever put aside your misplaced hatred of Melyanna to actually see who she is? What she has done? Or do you let your mother guide you as you guide your own children? Shamelessly forward with blinders on.”


“You dare question how I raise my sons?” Duewa snapped. 


“We don’t question how you raise your own children Duewa.” Aricia spoke. “We are just telling you that you will not attempt to raise our children in a similar fashion. Not only will we not let you… but they won’t as well.”


“They are not your children!” Duewa hissed loudly. “You confuse them by having to call all of you mother!”


“It seems to me that you are the one who is confused.” Aricia spoke. “Our children don’t seem to have a problem and they never have. None of them have. It is people like you who do not understand that have the problem.”


“They need discipline and structure!” Duewa spoke. “They need to learn more than how to walk about in their undergarments! Especially after what I have seen today. They… they have skills they should not have at such a young age and this is why they need to be with the Elders. So they can learn how to control that.”


Aricia and For’mya looked at each other, two sets of eyes wide in surprise. For'mya looked back at her. “You have issue now with how we dress in our own home?” She said aghast.


“They should not be exposed to such things!” Duewa snapped. “Seeing their mother… you and the others… they are seeing you walk around here with barely anything covering your bodies. It is…”


“Natural.” Aricia cut her off. “Natural for Lycavorians and Elves. We do not harbor the same misgivings as Hadarians where it concerns our sexuality Duewa. Why is that so hard for you to understand? Simply because we share each other as well as Martin… because we enjoy the attentions of other women whom we love… that is wrong to you? Anja is just as much wolf as she is Hadarian… perhaps more so. That just infuriates you and your mother. Why is that Duewa?” 


“How can you stand there and defend her after what she has done?” Duewa asked. “She betrayed you by fornicating with those men! Four strange men and she acted like a whore with them! Doing whatever it is they wished! With Rinard as well! How can you defend her after that? After betraying you… after betraying the King? I have seen you viewing the security footage!”

“We… we love her.” Aricia spoke softly.


“The King does… he does not seem to share your sentiments!” Duewa snapped.


Aricia stepped closer to Duewa. “Do not press too far Duewa.” Aricia growled softly. “You walk on shells now with your presence here, but do not assume you can simply come here and replace Anja. Do you think we don’t know that is what you want to do?”


“I have no idea what you are saying.” Duewa hissed.


“Yes you do.” For’mya spoke now moving up next to Duewa. “You think you can replace Anja. You think you will be able to insinuate yourself into Martin Leonidas’s bed. To gain power and influence over him somehow.” For’mya smiled and shook her head. “You and your mother do not know Martin Leonidas very well Duewa. There have been many women, female alpha wolves far stronger than you Duewa that have tried to garner Martin’s attentions through the years. His blood calls only for us… and ours for him. You will never find your way into his bed Duewa… for you are not his type of woman. You are not Melyanna, and you will never be Melyanna. And you could never replace her in his heart no matter what you and your mother and your security footage say she has done.”


Duewa looked at them a look of disbelief on her face. “You… you all still… you still love her.” She gasped softly unable to comprehend their devotion to Anja. “Even after… even after what she has done?”


“Why have you come here to Sparta Duewa?” Aricia asked now using a much softer tone of voice. “What do you hope to accomplish?”


“I… I have come to school Retta and Calyb.” Duewa stammered. “That… that is my purpose.”


Aricia nodded. “Then learn about them and what they can do. Anja taught them far more than you could imagine. Learn about them and then take off the blinders you wear and open your mind to what is around you. You wish to understand us? You wish to know why we act as we do, then open your mind and allow yourself to see for yourself. What you learn Duewa, it may just make you a superior teacher and mother and allow you to see that you and Anja are not so different in the end.”

“Impossible.” Duewa spoke pulling Tinyn to his feet and embracing her son. “I am nothing like her!”



Aricia and For’mya smiled. “Impossible? Impossible is not a word that resides in the vocabulary of a Spartan Duewa. Dilochitès Thoti is interested in you… you should spend more time with him and his son if you wish to learn about Spartans and Lycavorians. Then perhaps you would have a different view of things.” 

“Thoti?” Duewa gasped.


The tall Spartan had been a constant shadow wherever she went. He never intruded on what she did, but was always there in the background. She remembered a time several weeks back when she had been approached by a young Lycavorian who obviously did not know who she was. He was very forward in his actions and words, saying that he found he very attractive and would like to take her to lunch. He would not take no for an answer until Thoti had stepped into the picture. Then the young man simply moved away without so much as a backward glance. Duewa had not understood what happened then, and even to this day she did not understand it.


Duewa looked at Aricia and For’mya. “And if I chose not to learn of you?” She asked. 


Aricia shrugged her shoulders. “Then you will last perhaps a few more weeks before your attitude and hidden agenda brings you into direct conflict with one of us. It is a conflict you will not survive I assure you.”


“You… you would kill me?” Duewa gasped.


“To protect the man we love… to protect Martin Leonidas…” For'mya met her wide eyes. “Killing you would be nothing more than a blip on our sensor screens.”

“…smell it Thoti?” Martin asked as he looked out the floor to ceiling window in the main sitting room, watching Aricia and For’mya talking with Duewa. He had been witness to the entire incident, Thoti coming in a few minutes after it had begun.


Thoti nodded. “Yes Milord. Adrenalin.”


Martin nodded his head as he sipped his coffee. “Adrenalin pumping through her system because she is frightened. Frightened that whatever she came here for is not what her mother told her it was for. She’s discovering all is not how she said it would be.”


“Why doesn’t that surprise me?” Thoti spoke.


Martin looked at him. “Does this woman intrigue you Thoti?”


“I am a Spartan Milord.” He replied with a grin. “Everything intrigues me.”


Martin matched his smile. “Ok… I had that coming.” He spoke. 


Thoti let his eyes look out the window. “She has a strength about her Milord. Whether that is something she has always had, or something she has had to develop through the years, it is there.”


“What do you think?” Martin asked.


“Milord, are you asking me to initiate a relationship with her?” Thoti asked.


Martin met his eyes. “Is that something that interests you?”


Thoti was silent for a moment. “She is… she does smell very good sire.” He replied. “I… I do not wish to…”


Martin stepped up to him. “I have told you why this woman is here.” Martin said softly. “You said she has a strength about her. Is she strong enough to realize on her own that her mother is using her just like she is using everyone else?”


Thoti looked at him a new understanding in his eyes. “You wish me to help her to see that we are not as her mother says we are?”


Martin shook his head. “No. I want her to see who we are Thoti. No acting… and no shows. Let her see who we are inside at our core. If I am right… once she sees that her mother is feeding her a pack of lies… she will come to realize not everything is as her mother says.”


“And if I discover I want to pursue this woman Milord?” Thoti asked.


“Your scent and aura already tell me that.” Martin told him. “She reminds you of Hanna, doesn’t she Thoti?”


“She has… she has the same strength of spirit and tenacious stubborn side Milord.” Thoti answered immediately. “The same things that attracted me to my first mate yes.”


“It’s been fourteen years Thoti.” Martin said softly looking at him and staring into his soft dark eyes. “You have raised your son on your own and committed your life and his to my family. It is time for you to move on if that is what you desire. Hanna was Hadarian and she was devoted to you yes… but she would not want you to be lonely forever.”


“Serving… serving you and your family is what has kept me sane sire.” Thoti spoke. “I do not wish to move on if it is not in service to the Leonidas family.”


Martin nodded. “Then start looking for another mate my friend.” He spoke. “As Hanna would want you too. Your son needs a mother to help him discover that side of himself. And if you are able to break down the walls around Duewa’s arrogance and untrustworthiness of others, she may just turn out to be the best teacher of all.”


“And if she can not sire?”


Martin shrugged. “When has a Spartan ever backed down from a challenge?”


Thoti met his King’s eyes and smiled. “Thank you Milord.”


Martin chuckled. “Don’t thank me… you might end up cursing me for setting you on this path. Duewa will be a tough nut to crack.”


Thoti laughed now at his King’s use of slang. He had heard it many times through the years from both Martin and Anja. He knew what that particular saying meant and he nodded his head. “Then there would be no challenge.” He said.

EDEN CITY
GRAND CENTER SENATORIAL BUILDING

OFFICE OF DROW SENIOR SENATOR DABA


“…are working late Daba. It is nearly eleven at night there.” Vlonjra spoke from the transmission. “You should be home by now in Eden City time. The sun is only just coming up here.”

Daba nodded with a smile as she held the small holotransmission disc in her hand as she walked through the corridors. “The Queen asked me to stay for a time longer. She wanted me to meet someone and she is on her way over now. I am going to the Senate Hall to meet with her now. I wanted to speak with you about Lu'ria before she arrived.”


“She is as fine a Drow warrior as I have seen in two centuries Daba.” Vlonjra told her honestly. “You should be very proud of your daughter.”


“Truly Vlonjra?” Daba asked. “She… we have not spoken in several weeks. She is upset with me for arranging for her to meet a fine young man when she returns in two weeks. I am hoping she becomes enthralled with him and wishes to make him her husband. He comes from an excellent family and is an established Drow soldier.”


Vlonjra nodded. “My observation is without question Daba. I would not lie to you. We have been friends far too long.” She said. “Lu'ria… she has…”


“What?” Daba asked quickly.


“She a level of awareness that I have never seen in one so young Daba.” Vlonjra spoke thoughtfully. “Almost as if she can predict what an opponent will do. None of the others here will challenge her to sparring matches any longer. She has beaten all of them at least twice. She is still somewhat reckless… but even that is beginning to wane. She has done nothing but train and work in the store for the last weeks. Like she is preparing for something. She no longer takes Jennifer into her bed either.”


“Jennifer?” Daba asked.


“A young human woman. My daughter’s lover. They have been together for many years and she is an excellent botanist, which fits very well with our front operation here. When my daughter’s husband returns from patrol every few days, Jennifer shares Lu'ria’s bed. Or at least she used too. Not for several weeks now.” Vlonjra explained.


“Why?” Daba asked.


“Lu'ria says it would not be right any longer.” Vlonjra spoke. “At least that is what she told Jennifer. She has told Jennifer she is meant for others and it would not be right if she was with someone else besides them. They are still very close friends however. It is similar to what happened between you and your lover many years ago Daba.”

Daba nodded as she remembered the High Elf female that shared her life and her bed for almost a decade before dying in the Battle for Earth. Daba was a very traditional Drow in many ways, but when it came to her ‘slave’ Norela, Daba shared her with no one. Not even her husband, who she loved. Daba nodded her head. “She has said these things to me as well.” Daba spoke shaking her head. “She has it in her head that she will be one of the mates and wives to Prince Androcles. That she will share his life and the lives of the other women he chooses.”

“You do not approve of this I take it.” Vlonjra said.


“I was tolerating it…” Daba answered. “Until she told me she is to be bonded to a dragon Vlonjra. Then I could take no more. I may have been too harsh on her.”


“Bonded to a dragon?” Vlonjra spoke with raised eyebrows. “The… the only Drow to ever bond with a dragon is Queen Aihola. And that is only because of her husband and lover. She was able to accept the Lycavorian virus within Isra’s blood and it changed her, and when combined with sharing blood with Tarifa, this gave her the ability. None of our people have ever shown this ability since. Not even remotely the Mindvoice ability to bond with a sacred dragon.”


Daba nodded. “I have told her this… but she insists that is her destiny. As it is her destiny to be the wife of Androcles.”


“Have you spoken with the Queen about this Daba?” Vlonjra asked. “If there is anyone who can assist you with explaining this to Lu'ria it would be her.”


Daba nodded. “That is what Lynwe said as well. She has a powerful Mindvoice ability… but not what is needed to bond with a dragon. I do not wish to see Lu'ria wait for something that will never come about and I can’t get her to see this.”

“Do you wish me to try and speak with her Daba?” Vlonjra asked. “Now that I know what troubles you and her… I may be able to get her to see this could never happen. I doubt the Prince even knows she exists. He walks a path that not many can or will tread as the son of our King.”


“I have told her this as well.” Daba spoke. She chuckled softly. “She is just as stubborn as I was at that age. Do you remember?”


Vlonjra nodded her head. “I do.” She answered with a smile.


Daba looked up as she came to a halt in front of the huge double doors leading into the Senate Hall. The intricately carved and forged double titanium doors into the Senate hall began to open when the sensors detected Daba’s bio signature. “Vlonjra… I must go.” She spoke. 


 “I will speak with Lu'ria Daba.” Vlonjra told her. “I can make no promises… but I will speak with her. I will contact you in a day or so and let you know how it went.”

“Thank you so much my friend.” Daba said. She saw Vlonjra nod her head as the transmission faded and she tucked the disc into the pouch on her jumpsuit as she entered the hall without waiting for the doors to fully open.


The first thing she noticed was the massive shape of the viridian green dragon standing with Aihola and the Holy One himself, Walter Carson. Daba’s eyes were wide as she slowed her gait somewhat moving towards them. She saw Aihola turn and see her and a wide smile appeared on her face. 


Aihola didn’t hesitate and walked up to her with bright smiling amber colored eyes. “Daba.” She said as she hugged her briefly and kissed both her cheeks. “You are looking well.”

Daba smiled. “As are you my Queen.” She stated her own amber eyes cutting to see Walter step up to them.


Aihola held her hand. “Daba… you know the Holy One.”


Daba bowed her head slightly. “Who does not?” She spoke quickly. “It is a true honor Holy One.”


“I am not a Holy One.” Walter stated as he leaned over and kissed her cheek. “But it is still a joy to meet you.”


“My… my own parents are your creations Holy One.” Daba spoke almost reverently.


“And how are they?” Walter asked.


Daba smiled. “They live in Delmah now. And they are so very happy with the lives they have.”


Walter nodded. “Good.” He said. 


Aihola squeezed her hand once more. “Thank you for coming on such short notice Daba. I hope it did not put you out in any way.”


“No… of course not.” Daba spoke with a smile and shake of her head. “What can I do for you Aihola? You do not often call for secret meetings in the Senate Hall when we are not in session.”


Aihola chuckled. “This isn’t a secret.” She said. “It’s not political either. It’s actually a personal matter. Walter has asked me to help him find someone.”


Daba looked back and forth between them. “If I can certainly. Why would I know where this person is?”


Daba gasped as Majeir’s massive head moved slowly between Walter and Aihola and stared at Daba with ruby red eyes for a long moment of silence.

This is her mother! Majeir declared after a moment. I can feel her imprint on Lu'ria. She loves her mother.


Aihola smiled and reached up to place her hand on the side of Majeir’s snout. “Daba… I almost forgot. This is Majeir. She is Roluth’s younger sister and a dear friend to Walter.”

Daba had seen dragons before many times here in Eden City walking the streets with their bonded ones or filling the skies above. It was so common now to see these majestic and sacred animals among them now. More so than anyone except perhaps those bonded to dragons, the Drow revered these magnificent creatures as almost godlike in stature. Though she had seen them before countless times, Daba had never had one standing so close to her, gazing at her with large eyes. This dragon was larger than most she had seen by a meter or more in length, her viridian green scales shiny in health and power.


“I am… I am honored Majeir.” Daba finally stammered as she lowered her head slightly.


Aihola… tell her I am not a god or something to revere. Majeir said quickly. I am just a dragon.


Aihola smiled and looked at Daba. “She says she does not want you to look at her as anything other than a dragon Daba.” Aihola spoke. “They are uncomfortable with the status the Drow give to them.”


“It… it is only out of respect and awe that we do this Aihola.” Daba spoke.


Aihola nodded. “I know.” She said. “I have tried to tell Roluth this as well, but he is very stubborn.” She looked at Majeir. “Something I see his sister shares.”


Walter grinned. “You have no idea.” He stated.


Majeir did an excellent impression of rolling her eyes and she butted Walter in the shoulder gently with her snout. Daba couldn’t help but smile as well and she looked at Aihola. 


“You said you are looking for someone my Queen.” She spoke. “I don’t know what I can do that you can not… but I will help as much as I am able. I would be honored.”


“Daba… do you know much of the bond between dragon and rider?” Aihola asked.


Daba shook her head quickly. “No. I know it runs very deep emotionally and it allows them to feel each others thoughts and such. Beyond that… no. Excluding yourself… there are no Drow with the ability to bond with a dragon my Queen. You know this.”


Aihola nodded. “Yes I know… but there are instances… quite a few actually… where one or both of them can feel the other before they actually bond. Both rider and dragon can feel the pull between them, and as time passes and they remain apart it grows stronger. Eventually… they will not be able to push it to the back of their minds anymore and they will go in search of their bonded one even across the stars.”


Daba looked at her. “That is fascinating Aihola!” She gasped. “I did not know that.”


Aihola nodded. “It is not common knowledge.”


Daba’s amber eyes became confused. “I… I still do not know how I can help you Aihola. I am not aware of any Drow with the Mindvoice ability for this.”


Aihola looked at Walter and then turned her eyes back. “One Drow does Daba.” She spoke softly taking Daba’s hand. “Majeir has come here to find her bonded one, because her bonded one is a Drow.”

Daba looked from Aihola’s amber eyes to Majeir’s ruby red eyes, both of them staring at her intently. Daba felt tightness in her throat, and she saw Majeir move her massive head even closer to her, those ruby colored eyes so bright and clear and intelligent.

“Majeir is here to find her bonded one Daba.” Aihola said. “She is here for your daughter Lu’ria.”
“Lu’ria!” Daba gasped as her daughter’s words to her not so long ago came rushing back when Aihola spoke. “It… she… it can’t be!”

Majeir moved her head closer, until her snout was only inches from Daba’s forehead. Her ruby eyes blinked several times. She knows. Majeir said in a whisper within Mindvoice. Lu’ria, she has told her mother, but she does not believe.
Aihola squeezed Daba’s hand tightly. “This is no joke Daba.” Aihola told her gently. “What has Lu'ria told you?”
Daba tore her eyes from Majeir’s and looked at Aihola. “She… she told me a wild story of being… being bonded to a dragon! She was angry with me for not believing her. Angry with me for not believing all…”

Aihola smiled. “This is no wild story Daba my friend.” She spoke. “This is very real. What Lu'ria feels is Majeir. Just as Majeir can feel her. And that bond is growing stronger.”
“But… but how? Why?” Daba gasped turning back to look at Majeir.

Fate and destiny will always find a way to bring together those that are meant to be joined. This we have learned from the Elder Mother and King Leonidas. Majeir said softly projecting her thoughts as gently as she could to Daba.
Daba’s eyes flew open wide as the female voice whispered those words into her mind and she staggered back. Her amber eyes were wide as she gazed at Majeir. “I… I heard… I heard her words in my head!” She gasped.

Walter looked sternly at Majeir. “Majeir… you know…”

If she is to understand… she must know what it feels like. Majeir said. I am stronger now with Lu'ria’s bond Walter. And we grow stronger every day. This woman is her mother… she loves her… and she must understand.

Daba was staring at Majeir with huge eyes as she had heard every word the dragon had spoken. Her voice was soft and soothing and definitely female. She felt the throbbing in her temples, the pounding that was quickly fading.

“I can hear your words!” Daba gasped.

Aihola lifted her hand and placed it on Majeir’s snout as she looked at Daba. “Majeir has granted you a gift Daba.” Aihola spoke. “It is easier for her to do this because we are elves. We may have been born from those the Holy One created… but we are still elves and we are descended from dragons.”

Daba looked at Aihola. “Descended from…”

“It’s true.” Walter spoke now. “It is not something that is bandied about openly… but Elves are what dragons evolved into many thousands of years ago. I don’t know all of it… only Martin and the Elder Mother can tell you the entire history. Perhaps Dysea now as well… but what Aihola and Majeir speak is the truth.”

Daba looked at Majeir once more and lifted her hand hesitantly. “May… may I touch you?” She asked.

Majeir blinked those ruby orbs and nodded her huge head. Please.
Daba moved slowly, extending her fingers out to touch the smooth scales and warm flesh of Majeir’s snout. She gasped in delight when she felt Majeir’s muzzle twitch at the touch and then her hand was flat against her scales.

She is to my Bonded One Daba of the Drow. Majeir spoke softly the words filling Daba’s head. That is our part of our destiny. To be as one. I must find her. I… I feel she will… she will need me soon.
Daba looked at Aihola. “She works for Armetus’s Krypteria.” Daba said quickly. 
Aihola nodded. “Yes… I know. I helped to set up the training for them with Armetus. Lynwe and I. Where has she been assigned?”

“Iraruzu.” Daba answered immediately. 
Aihola looked at Walter as he lifted his hand and touched the COM implant in his jaw. “Ceneia?”

“Here Senior Polemarch!” The voice answered instantly.

“Iraruzu?” Walter said. “What can you tell me about it?”

“Nothing good sir.” She answered. “A haven for the dredges of The Wilds. No law! No rules!”

“I’m guessing then that a STRIKER showing up there is not such a good thing?” Walter spoke.

“Probably not sir.” Ceneia answered with some humor in her voice. “Give me four hours and I can scrap up a Menkla Three transport or even better a Bontawillian KJU-21 Corvette. It’s big enough for Majeir and has the range if you are thinking what I think you’re thinking. And it’s a civilian model and won’t draw unnecessary attention.”

“Crew?” Walter asked.

“Standard is three. I can fly it myself with you and one other sir.” She answered. “It’s mostly automated. It’s more a pleasure craft than anything really. Heavy shielding and powerful sublights to escape pirates and such. The Bontawillians began marketing it three years ago and it’s very popular in The Wilds now.”
Daba looked at Walter. “I will go.” She stated quickly. “She is my daughter and I… I need to beg her forgiveness for not believing her. I am a qualified pilot on the Raptors Holy One.”

“Ceneia?” Walter asked. 

“Good enough sir.”

“You have three hours Commander.” Walter spoke. “I want to be underway in three hours. Iraruzu is at least three days away.”

“Four in the KJU-21 sir.” Ceneia spoke immediately. “Her LSD coils are only Mark Three Class Twos. Efficient… but not exceptionally fast.”

“Then you have two hours Commander.” Walter spoke with a smile.

“I’ll be ready in one.” Ceneia said.

“We’ll meet you on the Eden City Airfield then.” Walter said. He looked at Daba. “You don’t have to come Daba.” He said. “Once Lu'ria and Majeir bond… she will need to return anyway. I need to inform Armetus of what we are doing as well. He will no doubt want to arrange for a replacement for Lu’ria.”

Daba shook her head. “Is this… is this bonding something I can witness?” She asked looking at Majeir.

Majeir nodded. It is not much to see… and sometimes it can be painful for both of us… but you can witness it, yes.

Daba nodded. “Then I am going.” Daba said firmly. She looked at Aihola quickly. “With your permission my Queen.”

Aihola didn’t hesitate. “Done.”

CRANAE ISLAND

Dilaen and Thomas did not know what they expected to see upon being led into the main room of Androcles Leonidas’s villa on Cranae Island. Whatever they may have been, it was definitely not what they saw as Helen and Thr'won led them past the large kitchen area and into the area with all the furniture. Couches and chairs that were for the most part all being used in some manner.


Arrarn, Toria and Sadi were sitting around one of the small knee high tables manipulating a holographic model of a STRIKER DT and the image of a dragon and rider behind it. Denali Leonidas sat on the floor atop the massive white skinned rug of soft fur. It was the pelt of a Golsium Artic Bear Dilaen saw quickly, easily one of the largest carnivorous creatures in the Union. Denali and Moneus were engaged in a conversation with Carina and Zarah their hands moving as if discussing the finer arts of fighting. Lisisa Leonidas sat shoulder to shoulder with her sister Carisia on one side and Narice on the other as she and Androcles were showing them something with what appeared to be small models of dragons. Eliani Leonidas and her lover Nyla were stretched out with the upper backs against either side of their husband Malic who was shirtless and leaning against one of the chairs. It appeared as if they were quizzing him from the two data pads they were holding. There were coffee mugs and several glasses of what appeared to be some sort of fruit juice spread out on the tables, as well as platters of fruit and pastries of some sort.

Dilaen looked at Thomas quickly seeing his own surprised face at what they saw. She had expected them to be fully dressed and the arrogance within the room so thick you could cut it with a knife. The young red haired vampire who sat conspicuously close to Arrarn Leonidas was the one wearing the most clothes, and that outfit consisted of only a long robe with a man’s shirt underneath it. Dilaen noticed that none of the other women in the room had much on in the way of clothing to be honest. Simple undergarments, long shirts that left little to the imagination or like Sadi Leonidas and the raven haired vampire female, long robes that were practically transparent in nature. Dilaen was struck by the openness of the men and women in the room. They seemed so comfortable with each other, so comfortable in fact that none of them seemed to notice what they wore, so intent were they on what they were discussing with one another in the small groups. Lifting her eyes Dilaen could look out past them and onto the large patio where she saw the bodies of at least four dragons stretched out and gnawing some very large bones of some sort, their heads bobbing up and down as if they were having a discussion of their own.


Amazingly, it was not until Helen cleared her throat that anyone seemed to take notice of them. Dilaen watched Androcles Leonidas turn his head, the mug of coffee lifting to his lips as his bright azure eyes fell on them. Dilaen thought she detected surprise in those eyes and she watched as he slowly uncoiled his body and rose to his full height. He wore only white pants with crimson trim down the side. Dilaen looked at the extreme definition of his muscular body and the many scars on his broad chest. She saw the odd marking just above his heart that looked strangely like the talon of a dragon and appeared to be branded into his skin. Almost completely by instinct, Dilaen stepped closer to Thomas. It was a reaction that Thr'won took notice of right away and told her without question that Dilaen had far more than a passing interest in the human Thomas Roan. Thomas was several inches shorter than Androcles Leonidas, and no where near as muscularly defined, but he was in excellent physical shape Dilaen knew. In a move that was intended and one she did not have to force herself to conduct, Dilaen laced her hand within Thomas’s and pressed close to him protectively.


Andro stepped up to them now, his eyes going from Dilaen and Thomas to Helen and Thr'won. “Feravomir.” He said softly as he leaned over and kissed her cheek. He did the same with Thr'won. “Chief Mage Thr'won.” He spoke stepping back to look at them. “This is a surprise as Elynth said.”


Dilaen looked at Helen quickly and then back to Andro. “Your… your dragon told you we were here?” She asked.


Andro sipped his coffee as he met her eyes. “Elynth and I do not keep secrets from one another. I knew the moment she saw you.” He turned back to Helen. “The question remains… why have you brought them here knowing who they are, and who would be with us?”


Thr’won stepped closer now and held out the data pad. “This is why.” She spoke as Andro took the data pad and looked at it just as Sadi came up beside him. Dilaen watched as she greeted Helen and Thr'won in a similar fashion and then pressed close to Andro, her arms slipping around his waist. Carisia saw the look on their faces and got to her feet slowly, moving up on the other side on Andro and bowing her head to Helen and Thr'won.


“Feravomir. Chief Mage.” She spoke softly as she greeted them as Andro and Sadi had done.

“Carisia… how are you child?” Helen said in reply, her voice filled with affection.


“Happier than I have ever been Feravomir.” Carisia answered.


Dilaen’s eyes grew wide then and she squeezed Thomas’s arm tightly as she saw Carisia move up next to Andro’s opposite side and press her petite frame against his. She had heard that name before Dilaen gasped to herself soundlessly and she racked her brain trying to figure out where. 


“What is it my love?” Carisia asked as she looked up into Andro’s face her arms going around his waist now, interlacing with Sadi’s.


Dilaen’s eyes grew even wider and her fingers dug imprints into Thomas’s hand. Her free hand came up to her mouth as she nearly squealed in shock, drawing the attention of everyone in the main room now.


“Carisia… Carisia Moran!” She gasped out loud. “You are… you are Princess Yuri’s daughter with Admiral Moran!” Her eyes darted to where Arrarn was now standing and Narice had moved over next to him and Toria. “I remember now! Carisia Moran… and you are… you are Princess Narice! You are the daughter of the Empress of the High Coven! I remember you from the dinner right after you first arrived on Earth!”


Andro looked up as he handed the pad to Carisia, whose own maya blue eyes grew wide as she gazed at the images. She looked up quickly. “Where… where did you get this?” She hissed out loud.


Andro looked at Dilaen and Thomas for a long moment and Thomas Roan fidgeted nervously, not liking the way those blue eyes sized him and Dilaen up like two pieces of meat. He finally turned his head and his eyes fell on Helen and Thr'won once more.


“Perhaps you could tell me why you have brought them here Feravomir?” He asked. “Before I have them arrested and thrown into a very deep, dark cell for spying on me at MY HOME!” His voice rose so quickly and so forcefully that Thomas actually pulled Dilaen back behind him as the words echoed through the room like a cannon shot and those azure orbs fell upon them again, and this time not in a least bit friendly manner.


“You will not raise your voice to us Androcles Leonidas!” Helen barked back at him just as loudly. “And you will do no such thing where it concerns Thomas and Dilaen! I forbid it!”


Andro’s eyes cut back to her and his head tilted slightly to the side. “You forbid it?” He spoke harshly. “You are the Feravomir of our people Helen but you…”


Helen and Thr'won felt it then because Helen was Lycavorian and Thr'won was turned by a pureblood Lycavorian. They felt Sadi’s very female aura wash over Andro, and even more easily than they realized, her aura caused him to pause in his words. They watched him close his eyes and take a deep breath as her hands came forward to cover Carisia’s hand on his abdomen. Sadi’s aura was nearly the equal of Aricia’s now, and feeling what they had just felt; neither of them doubted that one day she would equal Aricia Leonidas in what she could do. And Aricia was still growing. Combined with that very powerful aura Sadi projected Helen and Thr'won also felt the powerful Mindvoice presence of Carisia mixed in with their minds. Unlike four short months ago, her presence now was focused, peaceful and utterly clear. And it was also wrapped quite intimately within the fabric of Andro’s and Sadi’s presence in Mindvoice, and incredibly the presence of two other minds that were very faint right now but still detectable and caused them to look at each other.

Andro’s eyes opened slowly and Dilaen and Thomas watched him lean over and nuzzle the top of first Sadi’s golden blond hair and then Carisia’s raven locks. Their faces too took on a much more peaceful nature now.


“Let them report it Andro!” Arrarn’s voice snapped now as he stepped forward. Narice and Toria were clinging tightly to his own powerful arms Dilaen and Thomas saw. “I don’t care what father or Narice’s mother says or does anymore. I’m tired of hiding it.”


“As are we.” Narice stated firmly and without reservations.


Andro shook his head looking at Helen and Thr'won. “We can’t.” He spoke softly. “Not yet.”

“Why not?” Toria demanded. “The Venorik Elghinn and Aikiro can be damned! If they haven’t figured out by now that I am sending them false reports every two weeks then they are bigger fools than I thought them to be!”


“Andro… we…” Narice began. “Deneth scared Johan shun'nehr with his actions the other day, but my mother will not cease pushing me towards him. We can not do what Elynth and Anthar did for Carisia. My mother would know immediately something was odd. If she does not already suspect something.” (Shitless)


Carisia turned her head. “We can’t allow it to become known, not yet Narice.” She stated calmly. “If we did that it would put the mission Resumar and Athani have begun in jeopardy. We can’t do that! The mission is too important!”


Dilaen’s eyes went to Carisia. “Athani Leonidas?” She said stunned. “She is Kavalian! You… you are at war with the Kavalians!”


“Athani Leonidas is just as much our family now as everyone in this room!” Narice spoke surprising even herself with the conviction in her words. “Carisia and I. Toria… we have never fought the Kavalians directly, and whatever Athani did was only to protect herself until she could defect as she has done.”


“But you are High Coven!” Dilaen said. “The treaty is already signed! It was signed weeks ago. It has been reported you had left Earth. Why… why are you still here? You are talking as if… as if the Empress is still here!” Dilaen pushed away from Thomas but did not release his hand. “The Empress is still here isn’t she? Where? Sparta? Eden City? Where is she hiding? What is she still here for? Why…?”


“Enough Dilaen!” Helen barked quickly looking at her. “Rein in your questions child, before you cause all of us to go deaf.”


Thr'won moved up next to Andro. “They came to us Androcles.” She said softly. “They did not have too… but they did.” Andro’s eyes were on her now. “They could have simply reported it and then all we are doing would come out and it would be for naught.”

Dilaen looked at them as they talked. “What… what are you doing?” She asked. “Why are they here? What…”


Thomas Roan was not an unintelligent man and he put it together before Dilaen. He glanced out onto the patio and saw the dragons, he remembered the images and how the new dragons that this Carisia and Narice were with stuck in the back of his mind. He remembered the forgotten reports several months ago of unknown riders within Sparta who were assumed to be a graduating batch of new vampire riders within the Union. It was never pursued and only assumed that was the case. Thomas knew how hard it was to gather information on the Royal family as a whole, but within Sparta it was practically impossible. The Lycavorians and others who called Sparta home did not discuss the Royal family in any way. Thomas knew it was from some sort of ingrained loyalty and respect that still survived from the Sparta of old since there were nearly three hundred thousand men, women and children that had been living in Sparta since only a few years after the death of the King’s father.


“You are training… you are training their dragons!” Thomas finally spoke.


Andro turned his head and looked at the human man, impressed by his insight. “What makes you say that?” He asked.


“It all makes sense now!” Roan continued quickly. “Four months ago there were brief reports of a new class of graduating vampire riders. Some of them were seen in Sparta the first days after the Coven arrived here. It was assumed they were from the Union military and would join the ranks of Bonded Pairs. The report was never followed up on. It never went anywhere. The connection was never made and the reports were quickly pushed aside and buried! They weren’t Union riders were they… they were High Coven riders. That’s who was seen in Sparta isn’t it?”


Dilaen looked at Thomas. “What do you mean Thomas?” She asked.


“Don’t you see Dilaen?” He asked looking at her and squeezing her hands. “We’ve… we’ve stumbled across something here that is way beyond what we first thought it was. The Cease Fire signing is a charade isn’t it?” Thomas asked meeting Andro’s eyes now with confidence as he spoke. He was sure of his words and this came across in how he spoke. “It was… it was done to cover up what you are really doing isn’t it? You are training dragons that somehow came to be part of the High Coven. You are training them to fight the Kavalians. Why would you do that?”


Andro turned his head to look at Helen and Thr'won now. You see why we brought them Andro? Helen asked knowing everyone in the room could hear her within Mindvoice except Thomas and Dilaen. They came to us with what they had found instead of reaping the rewards of reporting it first. Thr'won and I saw it when we met with them. You and your father have always hated the Netnews people because like the news people of old, many seemed only trying to outdo each other in what they could report. They didn’t care who it hurt or for what reason. Thomas Roan and Dilaen are different. And they could be a valuable ally going into the future.

And Ne’Veha? Andro asked. Lu’ria?


It will come out about them without Dilaen and Thomas saying anything. Sadi spoke now. I have unwittingly made sure of that by going to see her the other day. Anyone could do what Dilaen did in discovering who Ne’Veha is my love. Once they discover that… Lu’ria will not be far behind. 
They are to be your mates and wives Andro, and like your father you will not be able to shield them. Helen spoke. They won’t allow you to shield them.

The Feravomir and KertaGai are right my Bonded Brother. Elynth’s voice filled his head now from where she sat next to Anthar on the patio. Perhaps this is a part of the destiny we are all supposed to walk.

This… this could very well turn out to be the biggest mistake I have ever made. Andro spoke softly.


We all make mistakes my love. Sadi chimed in. However… this time I think Helen may be right. I don’t smell and deception from them. Only intrigue and interest.

Dilaen’s eyes kept going between the men and women in the room. “You are talking within Mindvoice aren’t you?” She asked quickly. “What are you saying? It is very rude you know!”

“Dilaen!” Thomas snapped.


“What?” Dilaen protested turning to look at him. “It is rude to speak within Mindvoice when there are others present who can not Thomas!”


“Dilaen… it is his home.” Thomas told her.


“I don’t care! It is…” Dilaen turned her head again and came eyeball to chest with Androcles Leonidas. Neither of them had seen him move and now he towered over Dilaen by at least eight inches.


“Why are you here?” He asked her, his voice neutral.


“I… I am… we’re reporters! Dilaen stammered. 


“I know what you are.” Andro spoke. “I asked why you are here. Why did you come to my home when you had this information?”


Dilaen looked up and met his eyes. “We did not… we did not want to release information without facts to back it up!” She stated. “And we knew… we knew she had to be someone special if we had an image of her from Usu Ozeib 7.”

“We didn’t know who she was until coming here.” Thomas added moving up next to Dilaen protectively, something that did not escape Andro’s notice. “I give you my word on that. I never knew the program I designed would kick out something like this. We were going to release the information on Commander Ne'Veha because that we could back up. But not this stuff.”


“And why didn’t you?” Andro asked.


Thomas snorted. “Are you kidding?” He hissed with wide eyes. “And take the chance of pissing you off? I’m not stupid! I have a son to look out for.”


Andro’s azure orbs changed a little Dilaen thought to herself. “You have a son?” He asked.


Thomas nodded. “He’s eleven.” 


Andro looked back and forth between Dilaen and Thomas. “Then the two of you are…”


“I wish.” Thomas muttered.


“Yes!” Dilaen stated quite emphatically.


Thomas Roan’s eyes grew a little wider and he looked at her. “What?” He gasped.


Dilaen looked at him with a bashful smile. “I have made you aware of what I want Thomas Roan.” She stated. 


“I… I thought you were joking with me!” He declared.


Dilaen shook her head and wrapped the fingers of her hand within his. “No. I was not joking.”


“You have not answered my original question.” Andro spoke drawing their eyes back to him. “Why are you here? What do you hope to gain?”


Dilaen drew herself up to her full five foot four height. “History follows those with the courage to make decisions that will affect others. You… you and your father are history makers. All of you in this room. Your entire family! I… we… we want to record that history.”


“Why?” Narice asked coming forward slowly.


Dilaen met her eyes now. “So the truth of what happens now is known to the future generations that come after us. The truth and reasons behind those decisions that are made. Will be made. So that potential generations know we did not act blindly in laying the foundation for their futures.”


The room was silent then as everyone was looking at Dilaen with thoughtful gazes. It was the least expected of them that broke the long silence.


Give them a job Andro! Jeth’s voice boomed out in Mindvoice as his massive head and neck pushed the double doors open even wider and his blue/black scales filled the entranceway onto the patio. With them writing about what we do… we will be immortalized!

I’ll give you immortalized! Tharua’s voice echoed as she slammed her tail into Jeth’s muscular side. You buffoon! You can not even get out of the way of your own four feet! You stepped on my tail we when woke this morning! The only thing that will be immortalized is your clumsiness!


Dilaen and Thomas did not know why everyone broke out into genuine laughter and they could only watch as Lisisa turned, snatching up one of the large pillows and began beating Jeth’s enormous head. Dilaen and Thomas looked at Helen as she stepped up between them.


“Feravomir!” Dilaen asked in a confused voice.


Helen smiled as she watched Andro and the others turn and begin to push and shove Jeth back out of the patio doors. “I hope the two of you are prepared for what you have succeeded in doing this day.” She said.


“What do you mean?” Thomas asked.


“The children of Martin Leonidas and his Queens and the children of Torma and Isheeni. Bound together for all time by something that no one understands. Not even me.” Helen said calmly. “To impress one… you must impress the other. They are wolves and dragons of the blood. One blood. You have impressed both this day.”

“And joined the very small circle of those who are welcome within their personal lives.” Thr'won finished speaking. 


“Indeed.” Helen said drawing them further into the main room. “Come… we will help ourselves to coffee and tea while they discipline Jeth for his remarks.”


Dilaen and Thomas glanced out of the double doors and saw Lisisa holding tightly to Jeth’s neck, Androcles Leonidas and his brothers attempting to hold down his legs while the mahogany colored dragon was using her huge tail to try and push him over, while Elynth and the cerise colored dragon were behind Jeth’s huge bulk attempting to keep him upright.


“Discipline him?” Dilaen gasped. “How do you discipline a dragon that big?”


Helen and Thr'won chuckled. “Very carefully.” They said together.

JORJAI

THE WILDS
HIGH COVEN INSURGENT BASE

It took quite a bit to impress him given what he had seen in the last twenty-five years, but Vonis was indeed impressed. The return trip to the insurgent base here on Jorjai had taken five days under Shroud, avoiding the Kavalian ships that were appearing more and more frequently in The Wilds. Jorjai was a medium sized, mountainous planet in what was once the former Lycavorian People’s Republic space. Due to Martin Leonidas’s actions during that short conflict, the planet had been stripped of everything man made. Little remained of the nineteen cities that had once populated the planet, and it had returned to the once wild planet that it had been thousands of years ago. Since almost everyone avoided this territory because of the angry reaction they thought they would receive from Union traders and importers, this space was rarely traveled through any longer and made for an excellent base of operations. 


The Insurgent base was built into the ground beneath one of the former cities, hundreds of tunnels and rooms dotting nearly six square miles of underground. Built directly into the small asteroid sized moon of the planet was the insurgent shipyard, which much to Vonis’s surprise held upwards of forty ships, to include four of the new BLOOD REVERENCE Class-Dreadnoughts. The base had exceptional defensive systems and plans considering that the insurgents were operating off of stolen funds. Vonis learned there were a much larger number of citizens within the High Coven that supported the insurgents than he was led to believe. They were provided with funds, weapons, supplies, food; everything needed to maintain their readiness and continue to be a very large thorn in the side of the his mother and her oppressive rule. He did not understand the almost reverent way he was looked at upon arriving here and receiving the tour of the base from Maros, but after nearly two months among them, he had come to accept it.


This is what Vonis had wanted to do from the outset. This was what he was born for he now knew. Shadow operations with men and women who were trained and at the razor’s edge of readiness. For the vast majority of his life he had performed those tasks for the wrong side, and he had spent the last two decades doing all he could to atone for that mistake. If not for the half sister he had almost killed, and the Lycavorian man who loved her without question, Vonis had no doubts he would be nothing but a memory in the minds of so many. His excitement and happiness at doing what he knew he was good at was now tempered by only one thing. He missed his elven wife and their children. Va’nimia had been his savior and lifeline. Her dark hair and incredible blue eyes had been the catalyst to Vonis discovering his true purpose in this life, and not a morning went by that he did not thank her gods for giving her to him. She was his heart and soul now. She had given him five strong, healthy children and she loved him even more shamelessly now than she did the first year they were together. He could remember every detail of their first days together, from the curve of her elven ears, to the taste of her incredibly sweet blood. She had loved him even then, when he had taken her prisoner as a sexual plaything on Elear, and she had started him down the road to his redemption. This was the longest he had been away from her since they had been together, and he ached for her. They had spoken three times since he arrived, each time her bright eyes and smile making him long for her more, but she was strong. She knew what he was doing was important, and even though she missed him terribly, he had her complete support.


Vonis heard the chime on the door for his quarters and he lowered the towel from his face. He was meeting with a group of senior insurgent officers to try and plan supply routes that would keep them out of Kavalian contact. The Kavalian surge into The Wilds had been the talk for the last three weeks among the men and women here, everyone having their own ideas as to why. They appeared to be looking for something, and as yet, no one could figure out what that was. Vonis moved quickly to the door and unlocked it. He waited while it slid open to reveal the female insurgent officer. It was a young vampire female, barely three hundred years old, and incredibly beautiful. She had long black hair and dark blue eyes, with flawless features and soft red lips. Vonis kept himself from smiling since he knew without Maros had assigned her to him in case Vonis wished companionship while he was here. Though the old Vonis would have leaped at the chance to have such a beautiful Pureblood in his bed, Va’nimia was all that occupied his thoughts now and he would never dishonor his elven wife in such a way. 

“Colonel Vonis… Commander Maros sent me to get you sir! We are… we are receiving a transmission from the General!” She stated. “He has asked that you come right away!”


Vonis lowered the towel enough to expose his upper body which was bare and he reached for the shirt that hung by the door. “When did this come about Asharli?” Vonis asked as he pulled it on quickly.


Three hundred and three years old and her blue eyes flicked across Vonis’s chest and abdomen with great desire. Asharli was a Lieutenant in the insurgency, a communications and electronics expert. The High Coven had killed her parents when they were arrested for speaking publicly about ending the war with the Kavalians, and she had barely escaped with her life. Her dearest friend had been killed in the mad dash out of High Coven space and Asharli had gone to Ricot Four in the hopes of finding the insurgency. They had found her actually, after she had killed three Kochab mercenaries for attempting to have their way with her. She had not looked back since. When Colonel Vonis had arrived, Asharli had been like all the other young Purebloods and tried to catch a glimpse of him right away. She and several of her friends had fawned over him and his incredible good looks, and they wondered what it would be like to have his fangs sinking deeply into their necks while he pleasured them.


“Asharli?” Vonis asked again.


Asharli shook her head. “Sir! I’m sorry! This transmission is unusual sir. It is being bounced between thirteen different repeaters so that it can not be traced. The General knows of this base, but he has never tried to contact us in this way before.”


Vonis finished buttoning his shirt and looked at her. “Lead the way Asharli.”


Vonis walked slowly into the communications center of the base, his eyes focused on the holoimage of the armored figure in the transmission stream. The helmeted head turned in the transmission to look at him as he entered and Maros turned.


“Vonis! Finally!” He exclaimed. “We have been waiting for you.”


“Have you?” Vonis spoke calmly as he stepped up next to Maros and looked at the life sized figure in the transmission.


“Yes.” Maros spoke. “General… may I present…”


“Colonel Vonis of Union Intelligence.” The mechanically filter voice finished. “Yes… I know who he is Maros.”


“Vonis has been among us for two months now General.” Maros said. “We made contact with the Union as you directed. Colonel Vonis is acting as their liaison to us.”


“Is he?” The voice said. “My directions were to make contact Maros… not allow them to look into the workings of our insurgency. And certainly not allow them to know where our largest and most secure base is?”


“You have no worries with me.” Vonis spoke now.


“Don’t I?” The figure spoke. “There is a standing Kill Order on you Colonel Vonis. You have far more people who want you dead than we have looking for us.”


Vonis grinned. “I know… and it pisses my mother off to the extreme that she can’t accomplish her goal where I am concerned.”


“Your presence is putting our insurgency in danger.” The figure spoke.


“My presence has kept your insurgency from coming toe-to-toe with the Union military.” Vonis said. “The actions of your men on Martin Leonidas’s flagship do not ingratiate trust. Had my sister and Aricia not intervened… your insurgency would have come to a very abrupt end for putting For’mya and Resumar Leonidas in danger.”


“My men went above what their directives were!” The figure snapped. “They were not authorized to conduct such an operation!”


“And you believe this would have stopped Martin Leonidas from hunting you down?” Vonis said. “He holds his family above everything but the survival of the Lycavorian Union. Our action in meeting with Maros and Colin Walsh… that is all that stopped him from unleashing wave after wave of Spartan warriors upon you. Do not overestimate your abilities General whoever you are. You have done well to remain hidden this long with my mother actively searching for you… however… without the ongoing Kavalian War have no doubts she would turn loose every Venorik Elghinn agent at her command and she would have found you.”


“Do you think me a fool?” The mechanical voice hissed. “These are things I have already considered.”


“Then you would do well to allow us to help.” Vonis said. “I have been here almost two months and you have known this no doubt. Why wait until now to contact me?”


“I have been conducting other business.” The armored figure said calmly. “I can not simply excuse myself and contact you on a whim. I must be mindful of everything around me. Everyone. If it was discovered who I am… all we have worked towards would be lost.”


“And what is it that you want?” Vonis asked.


“To end the oppression that m…” The figure began to reply angrily. They watched as he stopped talking and could see him take a deep breath. “The Empress and her daughter Yuri must be stopped. They are slowly leading our people into the abyss and are doing so with only the thought of more power in their minds. They must be stopped and made to atone for the crimes they have committed and continue to commit.”


“By putting you in charge?” Vonis asked.


“I have no interest in leading the High Coven.” The figure answered almost immediately which caused Vonis’s eyes to widen slightly.


“Yet you fight to overthrown Aikiro. You lead others in this endeavor.” Vonis said softly. “Does that not imply some interest?”


“My reasons for doing this are my own Colonel Vonis.” The General answered. “They do not include leading the High Coven, but they will ultimately lead to the same end. There are many competent individuals within our many cells that are more than qualified. And recent events around me have shown me that anything is possible.”

“And where are you now?” Vonis asked.


The General shook his helmeted head. “As I said un… Colonel Vonis… I am not a fool.”


“I am not implying you are.” Vonis said. “However… I have been going through the mission specifications of the last seven assignments you have given to Maros over the last five years. They have been critical targets to the High Coven and it has severely hampered them in many ways. This information implies a working knowledge of my mother’s inner circle. A circle that has shrunk considerably in the last years. That tells me two things sir. The first is that whoever you are, you have access to information that very few do. A hundred… perhaps two hundred individuals since the Kavalian war began.”

“While it has shrunk as you say…” The General spoke. “It is much larger than you think it is. There is really no choice for her but to trust others.”


“Such as yourself?” Vonis asked.


“Yes.”


“And she does not suspect your duel allegiance?” Vonis asked. “As powerful as she is… I find that very hard to believe.”


“You may believe what you wish Colonel Vonis.” The General spoke evenly. “And my allegiance is to the High Coven and its continued existence under a leader who does not crave power and things that are not hers to have. If she suspected me… we would not be standing here having this discussion now would we?”


“Maybe… maybe not… this leads me into my second point. Given the position you seem to have… how do I know you are simply not working for her? How do I know she is not the one that has given you all these grand targets you have supplied to your leaders? All in an effort to make the leaders of the insurgency expose themselves to her so that she can kill them.” Vonis spoke. “This could very well be an attempt to draw the Union into your war with the Kavalians using blackmail and threats if it was discovered we are helping the insurgents against the laws of our own constitution.”


“How do I know you are not doing the same thing?” The general said. He turned his head. “Maros… shoot Colonel Vonis in the head.”


Maros’s eyes went wide. “General!” He exclaimed.


“Shoot Colonel Vonis in the head please.” The general said again.


“I will not!” Maros barked. “I will not! He is a hero to the insurgency! A light of hope of what we could be! I will not be the one to extinguish that! No!”


Vonis looked at Maros and saw the set of the man’s jaw, and how no one else in the room had moved to comply with the order.


“You see.” The general spoke waiting until Vonis turned back. “I do not command… nor do I demand complete obedience Colonel Vonis. We are all working towards one goal and that is the day Empress Aikiro or Yuri no longer leads the High Coven. They look to me because of my position and the information I can and do provide to them that will best insure that goal. There have been far more times when I have ordered them not to act because it was a trap. That is why we have survived as long as we have. With the Union’s help or without it, one day we will achieve that goal. I believe… as many others do… that with your help we can make that day come much sooner.”


“And why do you want this?” Vonis asked. “You have more to gain than anyone. What inspires you to act as you do? What possessed you to start down this road?”

The general took a deep breath and began to talk. The communications room became as silent as a tomb as the past of the leader they all followed was related to them. A past they had never known before this day.

“Twelve years ago I witnessed something. I was still but a child then and I witnessed something evil and I saw where that evil would lead my people. Our people. I saw burning hatred. Hatred that has existed and fermented for millennia because of a deed none of us had anything to do with. Not you. Not me. Not anyone in that room with you. And not anyone who occupies this planet I am on now. We are all innocent. That evil touched me as well that day Colonel Vonis. Not as completely as it did the other I was watching, but it marked me just the same. It made me what I am today.” The general’s forged mechanical voice cracked a little. “In that evil however… in that evil I saw my salvation. My salvation is a person. Twelve years I have seen this person, felt them within me. As part of me. It is they who have allowed me to control what is within me, and soon we will be together. I have no intention of allowing the Empress or her daughter to keep me from my salvation, and I will kill without remorse or hesitation whoever stands in my way. And make no mistake… I do have the skills to do just that. It just so happens that my salvation is the High Coven’s salvation as well.”
Vonis was silent for a long moment as he looked at the figure in the transmission. “You weave a compelling story General.” He spoke finally.

“Yes… I’m sure.” He spoke holding up the data pad. “Perhaps this will help you to see that I am pure in my intentions.” He plugged the pad into the portable console he lifted into sight. “Maros… encryption algorithm two one nine. These are your orders.” Maros moved quickly to the large computer console as the data began coming in. “The High Coven and the Lycavorian Union are planning a special joint covert operation into Kavalian space to destroy a previously unknown Mindvoice ship. The Union and King Leonidas are going for the purpose of destroying this ship and making sure it does not fall into the hands of the Kavalians. The Empress does not intend to let any of the Union team survive, and she plans to steal this ship to use for her own evil purposes. Prince Resumar and his new wife Athani are leading the mission, and while I’m quite sure they no more trust the Empress than we do, I’m also quite sure they do not know the lengths she will go to in order to have this ship.” The general spoke. “Maros… you will take two of our BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnoughts and an entire squadron of other ships under shroud into Kavalian space and stand by at these coordinates. The Union is sending only one ship… a LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser called PILLAR OF FAITH, but if I know the Empress as I do… they will not be alone.”
“Our orders General?” Maros asked.

“Remain hidden until such time as Resumar Leonidas is successful in destroying this ship, or as I suspect, he will need help.” The general replied.

“That… that is half our heavy capital ship numbers General.” Maros said.

“I know… but we do not want the Empress to secure this ship for any reason Maros. And we most definitely do not want the Kavalians to discover it either.” The General spoke. “If the ground operation fails… it is my hope that a combined bombardment from a LEONIDAS II and two BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnoughts will be enough to smash this ship into atoms. The operation will commence in five days time… calculate four days travel time to the target… and you have over a week to get into position and request that Colonel Vonis be returned to safety.”

“I will go with them.” Vonis spoke immediately.

The general shook his head quickly. “No. I can not be responsible for you once we are in Kavalian space. I do not know what will happen and I do not want your death on my hands. You will return to your elven wife Va’nimia and pass on what I have told you in case anything happens.”

Vonis cocked his head slightly. “I can get you Jump Gates codes and Jump corridors through Union space that would get you there much quicker. They are known only to the military. You can be in position when this strike team arrives. And I will not allow my nephew, adopted though he may be, I will not let him go there with no support.”

“He will have support.” The general said. “Us.”

Vonis nodded. “And mine as well.” He stated. “A familiar voice and face that he knows he can trust. I can vouch for your people as well.”

The general looked at him. “Very well Colonel. I accept your offer.”

“Now I want something in return.” Vonis said. “A show of good faith if you will.”

“And that would be what?” The general asked.

“I think you know.” Vonis said. “You want trust from me… then give me that same trust back.”
The helmeted head stared at him for a long moment before turning slightly to Maros. “Maros… clear the room.”

“General?” He gasped.

“Clear the room Maros. You and Asharli may stay… but clear the others.”

Maros snapped his head around. “You heard the general! Clear the room!” He bellowed. It took only moments before the room was cleared and Maros turned back from securing the doors. He stepped back up to Vonis staring at the transmission.

“General… you do not have to do this.” Maros spoke softly.

“Yes I do.” He replied. “I also need to reveal to you some new allies that we have been looking for Maros.” He spoke motioning with his hand to the sides. “It seems I have had guardians all of this time and did not know it.”

They watched as the two hulking Immortals stepped into the transmission now on either side of the man he had followed for seven years now. Maros’s eyes grew wide. “Immortals!” He gasped.

“Not just any Immortals Maros.” The general spoke reaching up to unlatch one side of where his helmet was attached to his armor. “Immortals who follow Cha’talla.”

Asharli stepped closer. “Then it is true!” She gasped. “Cha’talla lives!”

The general looked at Vonis who did not appeared surprised. “You knew.” He asked.

Vonis nodded. Yes.” He answered. “We discover this shortly before leaving to meet with Maros and Joyar.”

“You are very good at keeping secrets Colonel.” The general spoke unlatching the opposite side of his helmet. “I truly hope you can keep this secret just as well.” He spoke as he pulled away the helmet and revealed his face.
APO PRIME
COASTAL CITY OF ACHIM

SIX HUNDRED KILOMETERS SOUTH OF TUYA

He didn’t pause or hesitate and drove the point of his Nehtes through the back of the black clad attacker in front of him. His wolf senses were on full combat alert, every scent and shift of the light coastal breeze carrying all the information he needed to know. His dark eyes were filled with anger. Anger that they had been found. His six foot one frame was tightly packed with muscle, the ebony skin of his hand and arm coated in a mixture of sweat and blood. Three times he had avoided his death this night, each time adding another scar to his body. One bullet wound in his upper arm had missed the bone and seated itself in the meat of his muscle there. It was the most painful of the wounds, but nothing like he had experienced in the past. Two other silenced rounds had grazed his leg and abdomen while he had fought. He twisted his Nehtes violently in his large hand, feeling and hearing the damage he was doing to the body cavity of his attacker. It was nothing more than a soft gasp and inaudible whiffing sound and then the body of the fourth attacker was crumbling to the grass under him. He reached out quickly and snagged the attacker’s weapon before it clattered to the ground and yanked his Nehtes free of the body as it collapsed. 

There was one more attacker somewhere on his mother’s property. Her estate was of medium size and very modest. The east side was lined with white sandy beaches; the north with hilly terrain leading up into the mountains and to the west laid the rest of the bustling and growing city of Achim. He squatted in the night air allowing his wolf senses to reach out around him. He had been alerted to their presence by the motion alarms he had installed after bringing her here. It had taken him thirty seconds to come fully awake and leave her warm body and arms and disappear into the night. She knew what to do, and along with his mother they were now in a very secure vault room in the basement of her home. 
His name was Joci, and at the moment he was very dead and had been for over a year. Or at least that is what was being reported by the Netnews. His ebony skin glistened in sweat and his skin felt the breeze from across the ocean shift inland. As it changed direction, he caught the pepper like smell faintly. It filtered to him from the east, and was quickly gone as the breeze swirled around the buildings on her estate. It was all he needed and he moved soundlessly to the east, blending into the darkness like a shadow. His six foot one body had been forged over six hundred years of combat and training and he moved with the confident grace of a master killer. He had been betrayed by someone he thought was his friend. Rinard had told him he had quite unexpectedly discovered a Hadarian female that was a twin to Queen Anja in almost every way, and she enjoyed the company of multiple men at once. He knew Joci had somewhat of a mild infatuation with Anja and he had used that against him. He had used that infatuation to coerce Joci into the group fucking sessions with the woman and several other men. They had thought it hysterical that she looked a twin to their queen, and they did all sorts of vile things to her during the times they were together. Queen Anja’s beauty had always been able to illicit reactions from Joci, and when he was part of that group Rinard had put together, he knew almost immediately that something was wrong. 
Yes… he had fucked her just like all the others, yet the third time he had taken her; he had seen something in those jade colored eyes. Some faint pain and hurt in those beautiful orbs that told him this woman was not doing this willingly, and did not completely understand what was happening to her. Joci could smell Rinard all over the woman, and unlike the others Joci was intelligent enough to realize that Rinard had changed her into a wolf. Her Mindvoice abilities were stagnant and almost non-existent, and even for a turned female that should not have been the case. She had no scent except for Rinard’s foul stench in her blood and that had been the biggest alarm in his head after getting over his excitement.
Joci had remained on Hadaria after their last tryst, if only to try and discover what it was Rinard was doing. When he saw Rinard come out of his apartment that night with the large bundle over his shoulder Joci knew something was terribly wrong. He had followed him to the Union shipyard and waited while Rinard tossed the bundle into the incinerator pile. Once Rinard had departed Joci raced forward to see what it was that Rinard had dumped. To his horror he found her. 

Two Nehtes thrusts directly through her chest, blood saturating the front of her naked body with a nasty cut across her left cheek and blood staining the insides of her thighs and ass. It was a body Joci had taken immense pleasure in only a few short hours before. As he was beginning to turn and leave to follow Rinard back to his apartment and kill him she groaned softly. Joci turned back to see those beautiful jade colored eyes fluttering open and close, blood escaping from between those soft lips, and to his complete and utter amazement the two Nehtes wounds beginning to slowly and painfully knit themselves back together. Joci’s decision had been immediate and without hesitation. He had covered her body in the same blanket Rinard had brought her in and just minutes before the incinerator destroyed any trace that she had ever been there, Joci disappeared into the Hadarian night.

That had been just over fourteen long months ago, and now whatever Rinard had been involved in had come back to haunt them. They had seen the Netnews broadcasts these last weeks and Joci knew then why Rinard had done what he did. It angered him almost to the point of insanity, but his love for his mate did not allow him to do what he felt what right. She had come so far in fourteen months thanks to his love and his mother, and Joci had no intention of allowing anything to affect her now. This time was different however. This time she was his mate and wife, and she was not the weak woman she had been those nights long ago. She was no longer the clone Joci discovered that she was three weeks after bringing her here to his mother’s home. And this time they had come looking to kill her. 
Joci spotted the fifth attacker easily. The fool had unwittingly silhouetted himself on the corner of the house in what little moonlight there was on this night. Joci smiled a savage smile as he moved silently through the trees and bushes, his bare feet making no sound. He came up behind the fifth attacker and was upon him before the man knew he was there. Joci didn’t extend his Nehtes this time; he simply rammed the short shaft forward into the man’s armpit with all of his strength. The man’s body lifted off the ground as the air left his lungs in a loud whoosh! Joci ignored the dropped weapon and let it clatter to the concrete and granite walkway as he rammed the man’s head into the side of the brick and steel house. The unknown attacker could not fight back as his entire left side was numb from the blow to his armpit. He clawed at the secondary weapon he always carried, a long bladed knife with his right hand. As he got it clear of the sheath on his right side his head smashed into the unyielding side of the stone structure and his vision blossomed into bright stars and agonizing pain. Fighting through the pain he tried to stab out with the knife into the chest of the Spartan who held him. He could only just understand what was happening as Joci grabbed his right wrist and twisted savagely while leaning close to the man’s head. The man’s wrist and forearm was crushed under the immense power of the Lycavorian and when he opened his mouth to scream Joci brought the edge of the Nehtes smashing across his exposed face. The assassin’s jaw shattered like glass fragments. Joci pulled the Nehtes back and spun it gracefully in his fingertips before jamming the spear end against the assassin’s head and thumbing the extend button.
The head of the Nehtes drove through the assassin’s skull and embedded itself into the wall of his mother’s home, killing the man instantly. Joci ripped the Nehtes free and spun around searching for more targets, but knowing there were none. He collapsed the one half of his Nehtes and squatted down for a moment, drawing his combat adrenalin into his wolf senses and reaching out with his wolf senses. After two minutes Joci was satisfied that all of his attackers were dead. He immediately moved for the door into his mother’s home and passed through the main room, barely glancing at the cooling body of the first assassin. He made his way to the kitchen area and to the back wall that held the cabinets and cooling units. He grabbed the side of the cabinet and heaved to the side, the two hundred kilo metal cabinet sliding easily on metal tracks to reveal a steel door. He stepped up to the panel and punched in a seven digit code. The door beeped three times and then hissed upward. Joci found himself staring down the barrels of two K14s held by the dark skinned older woman with white hair and the deeply tanned face of his mate. Her brown streaked blond hair was long and so very soft, her jade green eyes bright and extraordinarily alert. She was more of a twin to Queen Anja than her own sister Princess Sivana, and if not for the blond hair and two inch long scar that now marked her cheek it would be as if he was staring into the face of his Queen.
Joci knew this woman was not the Queen he had once fantasized about however. This woman was his mate and his very life now. This woman wanted only him. This woman was Ceuma and she was his light.
His mother Toncae was a traditional Lycavorian female of almost five thousand years of age. The moment she saw the clone in her son’s arms in her doorway, she knew he had gotten involved in something far beyond his ability to cope. It had taken her only another three days to come to realize that her son had fallen deeply in love with a clone of Queen Anja. While this did not come as much of a shock to her, what shook Toncae to her core was the fact that the clone was now half wolf, with the cognizant abilities of a seven year old in the body of a woman. Joci had told her everything, and from that day forward she had set upon the task of changing the clone into a Lycavorian woman. Six and seven days of schooling Ceuma went through for seven months. She absorbed everything that his mother could throw at her and even more. Rinard had apparently never allowed her to learn, keeping her locked away in some small room she had told them, but she had a thirst for learning that his mother had never seen before and it was this thirst that she fed. At first Joci thought she would hate him for what he had done, he avoided her for weeks because of this, but knowing that he could not show his own face in the city or its many markets, he had to face her. He had faked his drowning death that day Rinard had dumped Ceuma’s body, and now he could not leave his mother’s estate. He busied himself running in the mountains of her property and honing his already lethal skills, all in an effort to find redemption by killing Rinard. He did not know that his mother had told Ceuma everything that had happened, and not only was she not angry with him but she had developed very powerful feelings for him. It was Ceuma who had told him that of all the men who had taken her, Joci had been the kindest and most gentle. He could almost not bear to be in her presence so shamed that he was, but Ceuma had drawn his attention anyway.
Eight months after arriving at his mother’s estate, Joci took an extremely animated and very happy Ceuma as his mate, biting her in exactly the same location that Rinard had and washing away some of the horrible memories she might have had about that time. He swore to her he would honor her for all time from that day forward, always trying to find redemption for his actions. The memories would never go away he knew, but she was turning out to be a strong woman. Stronger than he had ever thought possible.

“They are dead.” Joci spoke softly.

Ceuma lowered the K14 instantly and stepped into the arms of the man who held her very essence within his grasp. Ceuma knew what she was; Joci and Toncae held nothing back from her once she was able to understand what had happened. Because of her clone genes she learned at an incredibly accelerated rate and in only eight months time she had the complete knowledge and skills of a female wolf that had been raised in this life from birth. Ceuma knew why Joci had first been part of Rinard's plan, and though that thought had entered her mind every so often, it never stayed for more than a second and had not occurred in the six months she had been his mate. In the last fourteen months, Joci had shown her it was Ceuma that he loved and not the clone that looked like Anja Leonidas. Joci’s mother Toncae had encouraged Ceuma to change her hair color and choose a name, joking that it wasn’t often you got to pick your name. She had chosen Ceuma because it meant roots of the tree in Lycavorian and with Joci’s mother guiding her actions; Ceuma was much more a traditional Lycavorian woman tied to the roots of what she learned. While she shared many of the traits of Queen Anja, and had much knowledge that she did not understand, Ceuma was far more demure in her manner. At least out of their bed. Joci’s nuzzle could set her on fire, his very touch could ignite burning desire within her for him, and in their bed Ceuma wanted to be a spitfire. The simple difference in their skin color was enough to incite her passion for him. She pressed her face to her mate’s bare chest and felt the blood on his skin now. She pulled her head back. 

“Joci you are injured!” She exclaimed loudly. “Toncae my mother… the lights please… hurry.”

Joci braced for the brightness of the lights and then the small room he had built for just this purpose was bathed in harsh white light. He heard his mother gasp at the wounds on his body.

“Joci!” She exclaimed.

Ceuma guided him to the bench and began examining the wounds. True to the Hadarian genes in her clone body, Ceuma had become very interested in healing. She had knowledge within her that she did not understand or comprehend, but she instinctively knew how to treat injuries.

“The projectile is still lodged in your muscle my mate.” She spoke probing his dark skin with her delicate fingers. “I need to remove it.”

Joci nodded. “Do it.” He spoke.

Toncae moved around to the other side of her youngest son. “Who were they Joci?” She asked. “It has to do with everything concerning Queen Anja doesn’t it?”

Joci nodded and looked at Ceuma. “I don’t know who they were, but they were after us.” He said. “Five of them.”
“Someone must have seen me in the market and gotten a good look at my face.” Ceuma spoke as she lifted a pair of automated forceps. She held the tapered end of the forceps near the wound and watched as the small fingers extended and entered the entry wound in his arm. He winced in pain as the thin fingers probed through his skin and flesh until they found the projectile and began extracting it from his arm. The moment it came free Ceuma tossed the forceps down and placed a sterile bandage over the wound. He lifted his hand and held it there while she let her fingers drop to the two other wounds. The grazing wounds had long ago stopped bleeding and they would heal on their own as soon as Joci was able to shift.
“I know you are careful.” Joci said. “We can not stay here anymore however.”
“Joci where will we go?” Toncae asked. “I will not be chased out of my home!”

“Whoever sent these assassins will send more when they do not check in. If more are not already on their way.” Joci spoke.

“Your mother is right husband.” Ceuma spoke softly. “And we place her at risk no matter where we go.”

Joci looked at her and brought his hands up quickly. Ceuma smiled as his large hands took either side of her face and he ran his thumbs across her cheeks. She covered his hands with her own and brought her forehead to his. “I will allow no more harm to come to you Ceuma. I have caused you more pain than a husband ever should cause the one who he loves. Never again.”

Ceuma kissed him softly as his hands dropped to her firm ass and he pulled her petite body close to his. She loved it when he crushed her body against his. “You have given me far more than you will ever know Joci my love.”

“Ceuma…?”

Ceuma dragged her finger across his lips, silencing his words. “You know there is only one way to end this Joci. And so do I.”

“It does not… it doesn’t have to be that way.” He protested.

“Yes it does.” Ceuma spoke. “I am not afraid husband. Not any longer.”

Joci stared at her for a long moment saying nothing and just staring into her jade green eyes. Finally he nodded and rose to his feet.

“I… I know where we can go.” Joci spoke rising to his feet. “Gather some things quickly. We must leave within minutes. They could have others arriving at any time.”

Husen watched as his mate Relina lowered their youngest son into the small crib and spread the blanket over him. Watching her as he did, his mind was flung back over two decades to the day he killed his own father and cemented himself on this path. He was among the thousands rescued by King Leonidas and his Queen Anja from Lycavore and that action had locked his loyalty in for all time. It had also allowed him to realize what the woman in front of him meant to his future. She had given him four children now, and his desire for her had never waned once. They had returned to Apo Prime and settled in Achim because neither of them had ever seen an ocean before. Husen had made the decision to enter the Union Ground Forces after he and Relina had settled into their home. He had been assigned to one of Apo Prime’s premier ground divisions and was now a Captain in that same unit.

Neither of them believed for a second the Netnews reports that had been playing for weeks about Anja Leonidas. They had seen the savage devotion to each other that King Leonidas and Anja had displayed on Lycavore, and no security footage would make them doubt that in the least.

Husen turned his head when the chime on their door sounded. He turned back to Relina as she looked at him confused. “Who would come calling at this hour?” She asked walking up to him.
Husen shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know… but I will be getting rid of them quickly.” He told her. “I have developed a sudden urge to feel my mate’s flesh in my hands.”

Relina grinned and looked at him. “Have you now?” She asked. “That sounds promising my husband.”

Husen smiled and turned from their son’s bedroom. “I will be right back.”

Their smallest had a room all his own, their two daughters shared a room further down the corridor, and their oldest son had his own room. Husen had expanded their home twice since they had been living here, and had plans to expand it a third time. Husen moved across their main room to the door and unlocked the sensor pad. He passed his hand over the sensor and watched as the door slid open.
Husen’s eyes went wide when he saw the tall black Spartan in his doorway and the two cloaked figures behind him.

“Joci!” He gasped aloud. The security footage of Queen Anja flashed in his head and Husen acted as any Spartan would. He snatched Joci by the front of his shirt and with a great heave of strength he slammed him into the wall inside his home. “You ronnus!” Husen screamed. “Forn nubous ronnus!”

“Husen! Wait! I can explain!” Joci stammered quickly.

“Do you know what you have done?” Husen spat. “You are supposed to be dead! What did you and the others do to her! What drug did you give her to make her act in such a way! Tell me Joci! Tell me and I may spare your life!”

Husen froze when he felt the cold steel of the weapon barrel press to the side of his head. He looked out the corner of his eye and saw one of the cloaked figures holding the K14 in a very steady grip.

“Release my mate this instant or I will shoot you dead where you stand.” The very female voice spoke from under the cloak.

“In which case I will kill you both!” Relina’s voice echoed and they all turned to see her standing to the side holding Husen’s P190.
“Husen… let me explain!” Joci hissed softly.

Husen turned back to Joci. “What is there to explain?” Husen snapped. 

“You do not know what is going on Husen!” Joci pleaded.

“Explain it to me then!” Husen snarled. “Explain to me why they say you are dead and have been for over a year! Explain to me why you are in security footage taking part in the rape of our queen! Tell me Joci! You were my friend!”

“I still am!” Joci declared.

“No friend of mine would debase our Queen!” Husen shouted. “Not the Queen who had a part in pulling Relina and I from a life that would have killed us! Not…” Husen stopped talking when the cloaked figure next to him threw back the hood.

“Son vada carians!” Relina hissed.

Husen stared in open mouth shock at what he saw. She had long blond hair streaked with brown, she had jade green eyes and a two inch long scar on her cheek, but standing before them was Queen Anja Leonidas. At least that is what it appeared.
“We need your help Husen.” Joci spoke. “We need you to contact someone who can get word to Queen Anja. I know you and several others that came from Lycavore have this ability.”

Husen glanced back to him and then turned his head back to Ceuma. Anja Leonidas had been present at the birth of all his children and even after the events on Lycavore; she had never held it against him.
“How?” Husen gasped.

“It was Rinard’s doing Husen.” Joci spoke. “And now somehow they found out Ceuma is still alive. They…”

“Ceuma?” Husen asked.

Joci nodded. “That is the name she has taken. They came for us tonight. I eliminated five of them on my mother’s estate. I… I can no longer protect us alone. We… we were friends once Husen. I beg you to help us now.”

Husen looked at him. “She… she called you her mate?”

Joci nodded. “Yes. Six months now.”

“Joci… Joci what is going on?” Husen asked as he released him and stepped back and Relina came up next to him.

“It… it is a long story.” Joci replied. “I will tell you… but can you help us?”

Husen looked at him for a long moment before nodding his head. “I have… I have Anja’s personal COM channel.”

Relina was the first to react and she slung the P190 over her shoulder and ushered them into the main room of their house. “Come inside quickly. Before others see you.” She spoke holding out her hand for Ceuma.

