CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE
BONTAWILLIAN KJU21 CIVILIAN CORVETTE

TWO DAYS FROM IRARUZU 
Ceneia stepped from the small quarters on the corvette her eyes darting back and forth in the small corridor. She straightened her shoulder length dark hair and reached down to smooth out her uniform. Having been assigned to fly the Guardian of the Line’s STRIKER DT around at the tender age of a hundred and twenty-two years of age was an honor that few within the entire Union would discount. Ceneia’s flying skills were very much beyond reproach, and when she had applied for the position she never thought she would be the one chosen. Twelve years now she had been Walter’s pilot, all through the Evolli War and up until now. Never did Ceneia ever take into account what she would experience as Walter’s STRIKER pilot. Her formative years on Elear had been filled with schooling and boys. She had driven her mother and father crazy at times with her very curious nature, always striving for more knowledge and never shying away from any new experiences no matter what they may have been. Though nothing had prepared her for what she would see with Walter and Majeir.

Since she had begun flying Walter and Majeir around, her life had never been dull for one moment. They had gone through three elven co-pilots during that twelve year span, two of them moving on because they could not handle Walter’s sometimes reckless nature and Majeir did not care for them in the least. The third had been killed during the war when an errant Evolli missile had been able to strike the side of their STRIKER DT during a combat descent. It was finally decided that since Walter had learned enough in his years with Majeir and knew enough about flying to be an adequate co-pilot for a STRIKER, no more would be assigned to them unless either he or Ceneia requested it. Ceneia had no intention of ever requesting another pilot. She was having too much fun and she loved the traveling they did throughout the Union. She had a modest apartment not far from Walter’s home which was only five hundred meters from the STRIKER DT that belonged to her. Her piloting skills had enabled her to learn to fly many different classes of ships in the past years and this only made her more valuable to Walter as a pilot and a friend. Though Admiral Joarl insisted they take another pilot and security with them on this trip, Walter instead choose three young Dragoon elves from War Master Tareif’s main command to accompany them instead. While they were her age and very handsome, Ceneia had almost completely ignored them. She knew Walter looked at her as another of his daughters, and this was not lost on her parents who knew that their child was in good hands and never alone with the Guardian of the Line and Majeir. She assumed he had brought them along to try and make it easier for her to discover a male friend.
The one thing that Ceneia had never had experience with, even as Walter’s pilot for so long now, were the Drow elves that populated Earth. She knew Vice President Aihola was a Drow and she had met General Lynwe on many occasions as she and Walter had a very close working relationship. However, General Lynwe was blissfully happy in her relationship with President Selene, Colonel Layna and her husband Admiral Joarl. Ceneia had never been the target of a confident Drow female. That was until she met Senator Daba. 
The moment the older Drow female had come onboard the ship Ceneia knew something would happen. Just what she did not know, but seeing Daba’s amber colored eyes gaze at her had caused shivers to race through her body. Ceneia had had several relationships since becoming Walter’s pilot, none of them lasting very long because of her duties, and certainly none of them with another female. Yet upon seeing the exotically alluring Drow elf, something inside Ceneia had come on like a light in a dark room. She found herself admiring the way the woman moved with incredible grace and sultry measured practice. Almost from the moment she had sat in the cockpit with them as they left Earth Ceneia could not tear her dark eyes from Daba. She knew her to be the mother of the Drow female that Majeir had said she was bound too, and she was far more a natural pilot than Walter. Her long white hair was like spun satin, the specially made Drow field uniform hugging her lush body as if it was made to fit her every curve. She found herself stealing glances at Daba all the time that first day, always finding those amber eyes focused on her in a way that caused goose bumps to dot her skin.

Their second day out from Earth on this trip had seen them together in the cockpit of the civilian corvette almost exclusively, Daba’s soft Drow voice with a slight lilt to it. Her voice strummed across Ceneia’s skin and senses for the entire day, enraptured as she was by the older Drow woman. Ceneia was also intelligent enough to know that this Drow female wanted her. She was always touching Ceneia, making it a point to caress her exposed skin whenever she could. When Ceneia did nothing to stop this action it only made her bolder. By the end of the day when Walter came to take his spot in the cockpit, Ceneia had every intent of rushing back to her small quarters and pleasuring herself with her ever present toys to relieve the pent up emotions that Daba had brought out in her.

Ceneia never made it as far as her quarters.

As she came around the short corridor leading to her quarters she found herself swept up in the taller Drow woman’s arms, their bodies crushed together as Daba laid a kiss on her that just about caused her to pass out. Whatever resistance she may have had to the idea of sleeping with this Drow woman quickly found its way into the garbage as she surrendered completely to the passion and desire Daba brought out within her. She had never been more enflamed with fervor than she was then, and when Daba had led her into her own quarters, Ceneia could not imagine the pleasure that would follow. She had heard the Drow were dominant in almost all that they did, especially in relationships with other females, yet Ceneia found herself relishing in her sudden role as slave to this Drow female. Daba had directed her to do everything, where to lick, where to touch and how to give her pleasure. Ceneia found herself an excellent student, craving even more from Daba as the night progressed, much to Daba’s eternal delight. She could not get enough of exploring Daba’s firm ebony flesh.

Ceneia felt her knees become weak when the soft lips and tantalizing tongue brushed firmly against the back of her elven ear and Daba’s warm breath caressed her skin. She turned without question and looked up into the face of the five foot nine tall Drow female, her heart skipping a beat when she saw that Daba held the thin sheet around her delicious body with only one hand. She had learned the pleasures of a woman from this Drow female last night, and it was by no means one sided. Daba had explored her writhering body in ways that no male ever had. She discovered erogenous zones on Ceneia’s body that even she did not know she had, all while Daba greedily lapped away at her juices every time an orgasm smashed through her, an event that had happened more times than she could remember. While Daba was dominant, she by no means let Ceneia suffer in any way, though by the fifth hour of their tryst Ceneia was all about pleasing and tasting her new Drow Mistress in whatever way she could. Seeing her Drow Mistress tossing about wildly while her tongue delved deeply between those delicious ebony pussy lips had given Ceneia pleasure all her own. To know she could elicit such responses with her touch and kisses was something new and wonderful to her.     

Her Drow Mistress Ceneia thought quickly as she gazed into Daba’s amber eyes. Nothing she had ever experienced up until now had prepared her for what she had felt last night, and Ceneia found herself wanting it to continue with this sensuous woman forever.

Daba for her part stared down at Ceneia’s five foot one frame, her amber eyes taking in the contours of her lips and face. Not since Norela had a female caused Daba to react in such a way. From the moment she had been introduced to Ceneia, Daba knew that she would have this female elf. In the twenty-five years since Norela’s death Daba had never taken another female lover into her bed. None had stirred her enough to make her want them as she had wanted Norela. That was until she saw Ceneia, and suddenly the desire and need for her surpassed even what she had felt for Norela. Daba had been right, for Ceneia tasted even better than she looked, and though she was a Drow female Daba had spent far more time pleasuring her slave than she had ever spent giving Norela attention.
Staring at her dark eyes now, she reached up and ran a finger across her cheek softly. “It would… it would pain me greatly Ceneia if you said that what we have shared these last hours was not beyond incredible.” She spoke softly. “You have… you have stirred a passion in me that even I did not know existed until this very night. I would hope you do not regret it, for I do not.”

Ceneia shook her head quickly. “Never!” She hissed stepping closer to her and pressing her body against Daba’s. “I… I am to be your slave then… my… Drow Mistress?” She spoke shyly.
Daba smiled and shook her head as she snaked an arm around Ceneia’s waist, pulling her tightly against her. “Oh… I would so covet that Ceneia.” She said. “Yet… I want you to be sure about this. The terms Slave and Mistress have long been words of endearment for Drow. They hold a far different meaning than they did so long ago; one that our Queen showed us was so much more powerful and fulfilling. They are definitions that the Drow have easily embraced for it means much to us and our tradition and it makes us stronger.”

“I would… I would be a part of your life?” Ceneia asked.

Daba nodded quickly. “Oh yes. A very integral part of my life. One that I will share with no one.”

Ceneia smiled brightly. “Then that is what I want.” She said.

Daba felt her body become aroused once more at Ceneia’s words and she leaned over to kiss her hungrily knowing that Ceneia had duties she needed to perform. As Ceneia melted into her arms and met her Mistress’s skillful tongue with her own, Daba knew that she had found total happiness once more. She loved her Drow husband without question or doubt, but for too long she had missed the attentions and closeness that her ‘Slave’ gave to her. They had shared a bond that only two women could share and for the last two decades Daba had missed that, and when she had first seen Ceneia, the prospect for having that feeling once more became so much greater. After a long moment they parted and Daba used her nose to nuzzle Ceneia’s ear once more. 

“You have duties to perform.” She stated with reluctance. “Think… think about what we have shared Ceneia and know that I want it to continue for as long as I have years.”
Ceneia drew back slowly her hands gripping Daba’s arms, wanting to stay, but her sense of duty calling to her as well. She nodded with a bright smile and turned to move down the short corridor while Daba watched her with adoring amber eyes. Only when Ceneia turned the corner out of sight did Daba turn to go back into her quarters and she nearly screamed when she saw Walter standing silently in the corridor behind her. He had crept up behind her as she had watched Ceneia walk away and Daba had never even sensed him.

“Holy One!” She exclaimed loudly.

“Forgive me Daba.” Walter said with an embarrassed smile. “I… I tend to move rather quietly.”

“Quietly Holy One?” Daba gasped looking around and pulling the sheet tighter. “More like a phantom from the grave!”
Walter chuckled and moved closer, ignoring Daba’s obvious near nakedness under the sheet she held around her. “You know… Ceneia is very special to me Daba.” He said meeting her amber eyes. “She is like another daughter to me. I have sworn to her parents to watch out for her and I do not wish to see her hurt.”

“Do you think this is my intent Holy One?” Daba asked.

Walter shook his head. “No… not at all. She is from Elear however Daba. She is not wise to the ways of the Drow like the female elves from Earth. I know you would not have taken her into your bed unless you truly desired her… but I…”

“Holy One… I have had only one other female lover in my entire life.” Daba said. “I lost Norela in the Battle for Earth twenty-five years ago. I loved her dearly… and not since Norela have I felt I would find another. What I… what I feel coursing through me for Ceneia is beyond even what I felt for Norela. I will have her Holy One, if that is her wish as well. She will be my Slave and I will be her Mistress. And I will share her with no one! Not even my husband! She has touched…”

Walter held up his hand as he stepped even closer. “I can hear the passion in your voice Daba… you don’t need to convince me of your intent.” He said. “That might not sit well with your husband however.”
“I am the Matron Mother of my family!” Daba spoke with firmness. “If I do not wish to share my lover with my husband than he will have to tolerate it! And Ceneia… I would share her with no one!”

Walter nodded. “Good.” He spoke. “Why don’t you get dressed and meet the rest of us for breakfast. Though I’m quite sure the young Dragoons we have brought with us will be very disappointed. They were beginning to become interested in Ceneia.”

Daba snorted in disgust and shook her white mane head. “Tell them to find their own lovers! They can not have Ceneia!”

Walter laughed. “I will tell them that.”

Neither of them was aware of Ceneia standing just around the corner out of sight. When she heard Daba exclaim Walter’s name in surprise she had stopped heading for the cockpit and positioned herself just in front of the ventilation duck which was sucking whatever scent she had into the shafts throughout the ship. She knew Walter’s sense of smell was very keen, but she also knew that her scent would be all over the ship as well. Hearing Daba’s words to Walter and the confidence in her voice in addition to the desire in her tone… it made Ceneia’s heart sing out silently in joy. She turned to continue to the cockpit, knowing that she was now a “Slave’ to her Drow Mistress, and that gave her more happiness than she had yet known in her life.

KRANEK
“Nau… nau mzild Tir’ut my… my love! Usstan… usstan ann dos! Ahhhhhhhhhhhh! Yessssssssss… my husssbaaandd!” Normya cried out in the ancient vampire language. (No more. I beg you.) 

Normya’s sweet voice echoed among the towering trees all around them as her lithe body arched off the thick blanket once more and another mind numbing orgasm rippled through her. Her lean muscles stretched to the point that they felt as if they would tear through her skin, her flat abdomen undulating as her juices spilled from her like a flowing river. Her hands clutched Tir’ut’s head, her strong fingers digging into the short dark hair for some sort of grip as his tongue and lips drove her over the edge of the precipice so easily yet again. 
Normya’s quivering thighs clamped against the sides of his head, her heels digging into the middle of his powerful back as she held him in place and her beautiful new husband feasted on her flowing passion like a newborn pup. His hands cupped her firm ass cheeks with ease and he held her firmly within his powerful grasp as bright colorful lights burst behind her tightly shut eyelids, her mouth open in a silent scream of delight. No matter what Normya Leonidas had anticipated their first night together would be like, Tir'ut was resolute in his drive to see that it surpassed anything her creative imagination could conjure up. So far he was succeeding beyond any shadow of doubt.
Their marriage ceremony had happened within hours of arriving back on Kranek, neither Normya nor Tir'ut wanting to wait any longer. They had made a promise to each other to not be together until after they were properly married, yet the more time they spent together the harder that vow became. With her mother and Cihera acting as her seconds and Cha’talla standing tall and proud next to his son, the Akruxian religious Elder that had escaped their planet with their tribe conducted a traditional Immortal ceremony. It was a ceremony that they had adopted since Cha’talla had taken Esther as his Blessed Wife. Even Dysea had been brought to the point of tears, partly because Ja’narie and several others had placed large bright red and purple flowers all throughout Normya’s platinum hair and she looked ravishing in the simple but elegant ivory colored dress, and partly because her Nauta Melme and the rest of their family were not here to witness the event. She took heart that before they had been married Tir'ut had come to her and vowed he would marry Normya once more in whatever way Martin Leonidas deemed him to when time and events permitted. Dysea had come to know that Tir'ut did not go back on his word, much like her Nauta Melme and her sons. 

Tir'ut had spirited his new Blessed Wife away into the towering trees almost immediately after the ceremony, and while a celebration ensued in the settlement, he had been undressing his very own Blessed Wife among the whispering trees and songs of the hundreds of birds that filled those same trees.

Normya’s body collapsed back onto the thick blanket Tir'ut had carried with them, her skin slick with a sheen of sweat from her exertion. Her chest heaved up and down; her firm breasts exposed to the night sky now, her nipples hard points begging for attention. She tossed her head back and forth slowly, her platinum colored hair splayed upon the blanket beneath her, as she tried to gather her senses once more. Her mothers and older sisters had talked with her through the years, trying to describe to her what it would be like the first time, especially with the one she was meant to be with. What she would feel. None of their descriptions had come even close to what she was experiencing now. Her petite Elven and Lycavorian body hummed ceaselessly with bliss, Tir'ut's large hands incessantly caressing her skin, the lips she had been kissing for weeks, now exploring every millimeter of her body. They had been sleeping in the same bed for weeks now, their flesh touching in the most intimate of ways, but not until this night had either of them surrendered to the overwhelming need to touch and explore. 
Normya had taken great joy in reciprocating her husband’s explorations, committing every delicious inch of Tir’ut’s powerful body to her memory and burning his ginger scent into her mind. She had only seen him in a flaccid way up until this night, yet as she gazed hungrily at his now steel hard cock this night, with her small hands wrapped around its thickness and eleven inch length, Normya could only yearn to feel him inside her. He had not lasted long with the ministrations of her lips and tongue on his thick pulsing cock, and Normya shuddered in her own orgasm as she finally tasted his passion. As he had acted like he was a man dying of thirst, Normya was no different as she savored his flavor and texture while his fingers were wrapped within the strands of her platinum blond hair. 
The first time her had entered her Normya was coming before he had fully seated himself within her depths. There was a tiny flicker of pain at his incredible size and then her petite elven body easily adjusted to his size and she was clutching at his shoulders and screaming out her delight until he finished that wondrous first plunge. It had been quick, that first time. Neither of them had ever been with another and their inexperience came out now as they couldn’t control themselves enough, overwhelmed by the pleasure and sensations they were feeling. Tir'ut had bitten her as he exploded deeply anchored in her tight pussy, and Normya found herself lost in a realm of unique pleasure as his come filled her and he fed on her blood. It was as if her blood began a slow burn that first time, a burn that tantalized her nerves and senses unlike anything she had ever felt.
That first time had only been a prelude to the hours that had followed, and as the sun was rising above the tall trees, Tir’ut made his way back up her gasping body sliding easily between her welcoming thighs. Normya’s emerald green eyes fluttered open as she gazed into his face. Yes he was half Immortal, and though the bone spurs along his jaw line were not as pronounced as his father’s, they still proclaimed to all that he was his father’s son. As she gazed into Tir'ut’s face and his bright dark eyes, his lips moist from her drinking her passion once more, Normya Leonidas was sure she had never seen anything so utterly beautiful. 

Tir'ut could only stare into the angelic face of his Blessed Wife and thank every god that had ever existed that he had discovered her. This alluring and willful creature beneath him was all his and no matter how many years he lived from now on Tir'ut, the first born son of the Immortal Cha’talla and his pureblood vampire wife Esther, would want for nothing else. As he gazed at her face, her lips trembling slightly from the orgasm he had just given her, he saw her smile up at him and he felt the heels of her feet hook around his thighs. Never in his wildest dreams had he ever thought such a beauty could desire him, yet as his Blessed Wife had shown him this very night, her desire for him matched his own for her. They had not stopped since coming here nearly fourteen hours earlier, both of them utterly charged with energy and ardor. And still it continued as he shifted confidently between her thighs now and placed the flared head of his throbbing cock at the soaked entrance to her velvet tightness. Normya’s arms came up and she locked her fingers behind his neck.
“Rilbol!” She hissed out the words, her emerald eyes alive with fervor and need and unrequited love. Love for the half Immortal son of Cha’talla. “Give me everything my Blessed Immortal Husband! Jal d'dos! Usstan ssinssrin ol nin Tir’ut!” (All of you! I want it now.)
“Dos ph'usst nin Normya Leonidas! Mal'rak!” Tir’ut snarled his reply. (You are mine now Normya Leonidas! Forever!)

Tir'ut obeyed his beautiful half elven wife and with one powerful thrust he buried his entire eleven inch cock into Normya’s magnificent velvet like depths. He was no longer the inexperienced man who had never been with a woman. Now he was a confident man who wanted only to please his Blessed wife. As Normya’s head arched back and she screamed out her blissful enchantment, Tir'ut began to thrust into her with strong even strokes. 
“Vith… siyooooo! Mzild! Belbau uns'aa mzild! Vith uns'aa! Vith uns'aa!” Normya wailed to the brightening sky above. (Fuck yes! More! Give me more! Fuck me! Fuck me!)
Tir'ut stretched his powerful body out on top of her five foot four frame, tucked his face into the crock between her neck and shoulder, filled his hands with her exquisite ass and began to make love to his half elven bride with every ounce of power and emotion he could bring forth. She possessed his very bring now, and among the silent vows Tir'ut had made this night was to insure she never wanted or could ever want another man in her life. As with his father, he did not need the addicting elements of an Immortal’s semen to make his elven bride want only him. He only needed to love her more completely than she had ever been loved before, and as his mother now worshiped his father, Normya would worship him as he worshiped her.
Normya was lost once more, feeling every hot thick inch stretching the walls of her pussy in ways she had never contemplated. The moment Tir’ut’s huge cock rammed home she began coming, and now one raging orgasm was crashing upon the other without fail. She could feel every glorious eleven inches of his thick shaft as he plunged into her, every searing hot vein as he withdrew, and the pleasure was beyond anything she had felt this night so far. He was not holding back as she had told him, his two hundred and fifty pound body completely enveloping her within the protective cocoon of his arms as he pounded into her supremely willing body. She wrapped her own arms around his shoulders, buried her beautiful tear streaked face against his neck, and howled out her satisfaction as loud as she could heedless of who might hear her.
Normya Leonidas didn’t care who heard her, for she had found what every Lycavorian woman sought. A man who would fuck them senseless in their bed, and covet them as some precious jewel out of it. He was so massive, so large and Normya Leonidas was so petite and tiny it was humorous to look at them standing side by side. Now however, Normya could not pull him close enough to her. With her ankles locked at the small of his back, Normya began smashing her hips upward on every downward plunge of his huge Immortal cock, the agonizing pleasure ripping completely through her every nerve as she sought to make them erupt together. She wanted him to fill her with his scorching seed again! She wanted to feel his come erupting deep inside her, flooding her belly. She was his forever now and nothing would ever take him from her.
Tir'ut’s dark eyes were wide, the fire in his groin burning and spreading outward to all his limbs. The smell of her skin, the taste of her passion and her blood, the music of her voice as she cooed out her unearthly delight. It was too much for him and with a bellow not unlike that of a giant bear Tir'ut lifted his head slightly, exposing his ferocious looking vampiric fangs and he sank them into Normya’s neck just as his thick cock swelled to even larger proportions and he began to explode into her heated center. As he fed on her blood, his erupting cock spewing his seed within in, Tir'ut heard Normya’s wail of pleasure in his ear. Her wondrously tight pussy clamped down on his cock like a vise and her body went rigid as she shuddered violently in his arms from her own staggering orgasm.

Normya’s emerald green eyes rolled into the back of her head the moment she felt his fangs pierce her skin and his massive cock began shooting his molten hot come deep into her belly. She shrieked to the rising sun as her own orgasm overwhelmed her senses and everything coalesced into a blinding white veil of light and sheer awe-inspiring pleasure.
They would remember this day for all eternity, for they would try to surpass this very moment many times through the years. And amazing though it seemed… they would succeed each and every time.

   “…in all my life thought I would say this my Queen.” Danarla spoke as she walked beside Dysea along the walkway high above the village as they made their way towards the expanded command center that doubled as where they took all their meals. “They… they are more like us than I could have ever imagined.”


Dysea smiled and took her hand. “I could not agree more.” She spoke. “I have come to believe that had the High Coven not conquered their world so long ago, the Akruxian people would have been trusted allies and friends to the Union. And to Lycavorian people especially. Their sense of honor and tradition is just as deeply ingrained in them as it is in us.”


Danarla looked at her. “Us?”


Dysea smiled. “Danarla… the moment my Nauta Melme turned me I became Lycavorian. You don’t know the issues this has caused for For’mya and I with the Elven Parliament. Much like Melyanna, I believe they think we cater more towards the Lycavorian people as a whole.”


“And do you?” Danarla asked.


Dysea shrugged. “Perhaps. I know I could not imagine not being wolf now. It has become such a core of my being; it is not something I even consider anymore to be honest.”

“What do you think he will say when he discovers Normya and Tir'ut have married?” She asked.


Dysea shook her head. “Five years ago… five years ago he would have embraced it. He has always said to never fear the unknown. Now? Now I am not so sure.”


“What do you mean?” Danarla asked.


“He is different now.” Dysea said softly. “I think Aricia is the only other to really see a change in him. He has been different since… since Alba Tau.”


“Different? He does not seem different. At least not in the times I have seen him on the Netnews.” Danarla said.


“He hides it very well.” Dysea replied. “The only reason Aricia and I see it is because she is his Anome and he can hide nothing from her. I see it because I am the first he turned, and it has and always will be a stronger tie to him in some ways. I… I could always sense his moods. Even before he turned me I could almost see what he was thinking. Our time together building Eden City brought us very close.” Dysea waved her hand dismissively. “Bah… listen to me. I am just coming into phase and I miss his touch upon me. That is all it is.”

Danarla chuckled and nodded her head. “Yes I do know about that.” She said. “Ta’lon may be an elf, but he knows when my blood burns for him.”


Dysea looked at her. “We will get As’hia back Danarla.” She said. “You must never lose hope. I have talked to Esther and Cha'talla at length about Lynom. They say he is even more methodic that Tir’ut and I have seen Tir'ut when he is in defensive mode. Lynom will allow no harm to befall her.” 


“I worry about the harm that has already been done.” Danarla spoke. “My daughter is no stranger to men or even women my Queen, she has had lovers in the past before that fool O'lan, but rape is not something she ever imagined would happen to her. It is not something any of us contemplate. And while she is still in danger now, I can not begin to imagine the harm done to her self worth. I have seen it already with this fool pilot who is the reason she went to that resort in the first place.”


Dysea met her eyes. “He questions whether she will still be worthy of his attentions?”


Danarla nodded. “Not openly no and certainly never with Ta’lon nearby… but I have seen the looks he gives Tir'ut and Normya when they are together. I have seen the looks he gives the other Immortals with elven wives that live here. It is as if they are beneath him somehow. It disgusts him.”

“Then he does not deserve your daughter.” Dysea spoke instantly.


The delighted squeals of small children drew their attention and they looked down into the main dirt path beneath them in time to see Tir'ut toss a smaller Immortal child into the air, Normya half a step behind him and carrying a half Immortal half elven child in one arm, and holding the hand of a pure Immortal child as they walked along behind. Dysea stifled the gasp that escaped her lips as she saw the brilliant radiance of her daughter’s face and eyes. She had never seen such a large smile on Normya’s features, even as a small child and it made Dysea’s heart weep in joy.


“Dysea! Danarla!” Esther’s voice carried over the distance and they turned to see her running up to them just as one of Tir'ut’s younger brothers ran up to him and Normya. 


Dysea watched her as she sprinted up to them. “Esther! What is it? What is wrong?”


Esther took a deep breath. “Lynom!” She huffed having blurred from the control center on the other side of the compound. “He’s establishing a secure communications link with the command center. Cha'talla and T’lolt are clearing the signal. He sent me to call for you! Come! I believe he has your daughter As’hia with him Danarla. Hurry!”

No further words were spoken as in two brief bursts of white light Dysea and Danarla shifted to wolf form and Esther could only watched as a platinum haired wolf bolted for the command center with a dark haired female wolf half a step behind her. Esther shook her head. “Sometimes I don’t wonder if it would be easier on four legs.” She muttered before turning back and blurring in the direction of the command center.

“…occupied at the moment father.” Lynom spoke to his father from within the crystal clear holo transmission. “It is a normal routine for them, and we have perhaps thirty minutes before they start to stir again.”


Cha'talla and T’lolt stood in the center of the room, Lynom’s image centered in the middle of their chart table. They could undoubtedly see the stunning young As'hia sitting next to him in the chair. Cha'talla shook his head minutely thinking once more at the way his life had taken a new direction when he met Esther. A new and better direction. And now his oldest son with his pureblood vampire Blessed Wife had just married the half elf daughter of the King of the Union, and his second oldest had proclaimed a Blood Oath for another half elf female. If these two events were not the biggest sign to Cha'talla that his people’s future was growing brighter and that it was entwined with the Lycavorians and the Union he did not know what would convince him. Cha’talla glanced at his brother and saw T’lolt nod his head knowing what his brother Cha'talla was thinking.


“Our destiny brother.” T’lolt whispered.

Cha'talla nodded again. “So it seems.” He turned as the door to the command center slid open and Dysea moved quickly into the small area, Danarla and Esther on her heels. He saw Ta’lon and the elf pilot O’lan coming up directly behind them. The Lycavorian woman Danarla had impressed Cha'talla with her knowledge and experienced and over the course of the last two months he was reasonably sure he had shown her where the path of his people now lay. They had worked together with her husband tirelessly on a plan to go to Belid and rescue not only their children, but all the female elves that Phy'iad had taken over the years. A dozen plans they had come up with a rejected, but they were still hard at work. Her elven husband was a much tougher critic of the Immortals who followed Cha'talla, but over the last several weeks he had been spending much time with Illiad and discovering what had transpired over the last twenty-five years. While he was still cautious, Ta’lon had a developing respect for the Immortals that he did not think he would ever have. O'lan was a lost cause as far as Cha'talla was concerned. The young elven pilot was so full of himself that no matter what any of his people did, he would never lose the distrust and disgust he held within him. Cha’talla looked back to the transmission now. 
“Do we want to know what this routine is my son?” Cha’talla asked as everyone looked at him.

“No father you do not.” Lynom answered as he watched the others move up around his father and uncle.


Cha’talla looked at his brother quickly and snarled. “We will end that vile practice soon enough brother.” He growled.


T’lolt nodded in agreement. “Indeed we will.”

This exchange was not lost on As'hia’s father Ta’lon, and once more everything he had been raised to believe and know about Immortals was being slowly but quite surely shredded into nothing. He turned back to the transmission when he heard his wife gasp.


“As'hia!” Danarla exclaimed excitedly as she finally saw her daughter and Cha'talla saw the young woman’s eyes light up.


“Amille!” As'hia wept as she saw her mother for the first time in months.

Danarla fought the tears that threatened to spill forth as she moved as close to the transmission as she could. “My daughter! Oh As'hia!” She wailed as Ta’lon moved up beside her.


“Ontaro.” As'hia spoke to him as tears clouded her eyes and he gripped Danarla’s arms.


“Rel’yende.” Ta’lon spoke as sternly as he could though it was easy to hear the emotion in his voice. (Daughter) “As'hia… you are…”

As'hia nodded quickly. “I… I am enduring ontaro. For now. When… when are you coming for us?” She asked.


Dysea moved up next to Cha'talla now. “We are working on a plan now young As'hia.” She said.


“My… my Queen!” As'hia spoke taking a deep breath and getting her emotions under control. She obviously knew she could not lose it where she was.


Cha’talla looked at the transmission once more, his eyes falling on As’hia now. “You are proud and strong As’hia, daughter of Danarla and Ta’lon, as my son has told his brother. It will not be much longer. I give you my word.”


As'hia could only stare at Cha'talla from her end of the transmission in awe. Up until this very minute she had not believed that Lynom was the son of Cha'talla as he had told her. The feared Immortal Captain was dead from all the reports they had. Those reports she had read were quickly were tossed into the incinerator as she was staring at the man who was Captain to the High Lord longer than any other Immortal in High Coven history. He looked different than the images they had of him, his skin more dark bronze in color and his features not as harsh, but there was no debating who it was in the transmission.

As'hia nodded her head slowly. “Ye… yes.” She stammered.


Cha'talla nodded to her. “A blessed honor to meet one as strong as you young As'hia.” Cha’talla spoke to her. “Your parents are here with Dysea and you may speak with them soon, but now we need information.”


As'hia looked up at Lynom who had stood silently beside her as she greeted her parents and she nodded. “I know.”


Cha'talla nodded. “Lynom… your brother and Normya became joined in a Blessed Union just yesterday. I wish you could have seen him bumble about with his words. They will be here in moments as well.”


As'hia was shocked when she heard this and Lynom chuckled at his father’s words as he dropped to one knee next to As'hia. “He never has been good with words father.” He spoke.

“As if you are!” The voice bellowed from out of the transmission.


As'hia’s face turned in the transmission and Dysea saw her eyes grow a little wider when Tir'ut filled the transmission next to Cha'talla. He was equal in height to Cha'talla and while he too looked like an Immortal, the differences with him were much greater. The bone spurs were less pronounced, he had short dark hair covering his head, and his skin was even more naturally deeply tanned. As'hia glanced quickly at Lynom as he shifted even closer at seeing his brother, and Dysea looked at Esther who stood beside her with a knowing glance.


“Tir'ut my brother!” Lynom spoke warmly from within the transmission. “Do you have Normya with you?”


As'hia’s dark eyes grew even wider in the transmission as she saw the beautiful Princess of the Union step into the transmission, wrapping her arms around Tir'ut’s waist tightly. “I am here Lynom.” She announced with bright emerald green eyes.


“Ol zhah bwael ulu finally kyorl dos wun iwaotc Du'ased dalninil!” Lynom spoke with a good deal of warmth in his voice. (It is good to finally see you in person Blessed sister.)


“Lu'dos ussta sel dalninuk.” Normya said in reply. (And you my new brother.)


As'hia could only sit there in silence not understanding what was being said, but reading the body language she saw between Princess Normya Leonidas and the towering Immortal that she clung to happily.


“Lynom… how are you able to use their communications hub?” Tir'ut asked quickly.


“They have left Tir'ut. Father.” Lynom answered.


“Left?” Cha'talla asked.


Lynom nodded his head as he knelt down very close to As'hia and looked into the small transmission window. Danarla noticed that her daughter did not try and move away. “Early this morning. Phy'iad took the majority of his men and they departed on their small group of ships. He has a REVERENCE-Class Dreadnought and several BLOODLETTER-Class cruisers father, just as we feared. They are heavily modified and equally automated so that they can be utilized with a fraction of the crew members, but they are still a threat.”


“Lynom… where have they gone?” Dysea asked now.


Lynom shook his head. “That I do not know. Phy'iad got a transmission yesterday. I don’t know what it contained but I was able to find out several details and it came from that traitorous pig Pusintin inside Kavalian space.”

“Pusintin?” Dysea asked quickly. “Are you sure?”


Lynom nodded. “Yes darthirii ilhar.” He answered.


“Lynom… where are they going?” Tir'ut asked now.


“Again… that I do not know brother.” Lynom told them. “Father… they set a course that will take them to Aprian Two, but I don’t know if that is their destination.”


Cha’talla shook his head. “That still brings them far closer to Kranek than I want.” He stated. “How many?”


Lynom shrugged his shoulders. “He has perhaps five hundred on the REVERENCE, another equal number spread between the three BLOODLETTERS. Not all of them can be used on any assault they may take part in. The automation requires constant monitoring by several dozen crewmembers at least.”


“Well… this confirms that he is working for Pusintin at the very least.” Dysea said as she met Cha’talla’s eyes.


“Yes.” Cha’talla nodded his head. “And that they are in some way related to the attempt to kidnap Normya.” He turned back to Lynom. “How many of you are left there Lynom?”


“There are perhaps a hundred.” He replied confidently. “I… I waited until they were occupied and then brought Ssin'urn 'Anon here to contact you. We have perhaps thirty minutes before they begin to regain their dull senses.”


Danarla and Ta’lon took definite notice of what Lynom called As'hia Dysea saw and she glanced at Esther to see that she had noticed it as well.


“I heard Phy'iad talking with several of his senior lieutenants.” Lynom spoke once more. “He told them the Kavalians are going to act soon here in The Wilds. I don’t know what that means, but I do know Kavalian warships have been spotted and tracked with more frequency in this portion of space. I put together a rough graph of the sightings and the only thing I can think of is that they are searching for something. And I know Gareld has been working with them as well.”

“Then they are still looking for me.” Normya stated.


Lynom shook his head. “I do not think it is just you anymore dalninil.” He said. “There is something else going on and I do not believe it is related to what Tir'ut and you are currently investigating. At least not directly.”


“We have the fa'la zatoast from Apo Prime.” Tir'ut said. “It is more than likely he was the one who sold the information on Ssin'urn 'Anon’s transport to Phy'iad’s bunch.” (bastard)

Lynom nodded. “If he has been doing this as you and Normya have told me before then yes that is probably the case. Darthirii ilhar Dysea… I believe this new information relates to you.”

“Me?” Dysea asked.


“One of the few details I was able to pry from one of Phy'iad’s lieutenants before they left is that there is a traitor within the Union who has been feeding information to Pusintin and the Kavalians.” Lynom said. “Phy'iad was told to take up position and be prepared to act on information once this traitor passed it on to the Kavalians.”


“How do you know it was related to me?” Dysea asked.


“Darthirii ilhar… you are the only platinum haired Queen of the Union that I am aware of.” Lynom told her. “I… I do not know for sure father, but I believe Phy'iad’s task is to capture or kill darthirii ilhar Dysea when this information is passed to him. Somehow they must know she is working with Immortals, and Phy'iad’s men are the ones who have the best chance of infiltrating Kranek and conducting such an action.”



“Lynom… there are only a handful who know where Normya and I are.” Dysea said. “Most of them our family. They would never betray us.”


Lynom nodded. “I know darthirii ilhar, but someone is attempting to obtain information on your whereabouts, and they intend to pass it to the Kavalians when they do. Why else would Phy'iad get a message of that nature? It also… it also explains why As'hia was taken. The other female elves they captured were a bonus… but…”

“A bonus!” O’lan almost shouted. “How dare you speak about…?”

“Shut up O'lan!” Danarla snapped looking at him.

“Colonel… he speaks of elven females as if they were pieces of meat to be traded and bartered.” O'lan snapped. 
“O'lan is with you?” As'hia gasped from within the transmission. Her face took on a most definite hardness to it.

“He accompanied us from Elear.” Ta’lon answered looking at his daughter in the holo transmission.

“You should not have brought him ontaro!” As'hia hissed. “He…”

“He cares for you As'hia.” Ta’lon spoke. “He…”

O'lan stepped forward quickly. “I do not care what has happened to you As'hia.” He spoke quickly. “No… no matter what those bastards have done to you… we can work past the taint they have left upon you!”
“Taint?” Danarla snarled as she whirled on him.

“O'lan!” Ta’lon spat looking at him.

“Colonel… Major… he… how do we know he has not forced himself upon As'hia in some way?” O'lan demanded. 

“Dos jaed wael!” Tir'ut roared angrily turning to face O'lan even as Normya clung to his arm and held him back. (You ignorant fool!) “My brother has risked everything to save her and keep her safe! He has risked his own safety and that of our people to keep her safe!”
“He should have acted before they were able to taint her with their vile touch!” O'lan snarled back.

“Ssin'urn 'Anon is not tainted scum!” Lynom barked from within the transmission with all the fury of a raging meteor storm across the stars. Everyone turned to see his eyes had changed to vampire cobalt blue and his vampiric fangs were fully extended in savage anger. “And I would give my life without pause to keep her from harm! That is my hithern d'vlos!” Lynom leaned closer to the transmission. “It is you who are tainted! You are the reason she is here to begin with!” They all saw As'hia’s eyes fixate on Lynom now, wide with surprise at his words. “Had you embraced her spirit and soul, who she is at her center and not tried to alter her essence to suit your pathetic needs, she would never have been on that transport!” Danarla was wide eyed as she realized that Lynom knew things that As'hia had only told her. 
Lynom continued quickly as angry as he was. “She would never have had to endure what she has had to endure! Pray I die here protecting her before I return there you elf bastard… for when I meet you face to face, you will feel my wrath for what you have assisted in making happen to her! You will feel my blade for all the pain you have helped to heap upon her with your arrogance!” (oath of blood)
“O'lan how dare you!” Danarla exclaimed. 

Ta’lon stepped up to him even as Tir'ut was about to snatch him by his neck and rip his head off, something Ta’lon did not doubt Tir'ut could do quite easily. “Leave O'lan!” Ta’lon spat. “Wait in the quarters they have provided for you!”

“Major…”

“Do it now… or I will beat you down right now in front of everyone!” Ta’lon snapped. “My daughter was right about you! I just… I never saw it until now. Get out O'lan… get out quickly before I let Tir'ut snap your arrogant neck and you disappear while on a secret mission for the Union! No one will ever know how or where you died!”

“Major… I only…”

With a roar of anger and pent up emotion not normally seen from an elf, Ta’lon reared back and hit O'lan with every ounce of his elven strength square in the center of his chest. The sounds of several ribs snapping, combined with the air leaving his lungs was plainly audible in the confined room as his body flew through the air until impacting with a sickening thud and rush of air against the metal wall. The brief pain was as intense as any he had ever felt and his eyes rolled into his head as blackness claimed him and his body slumped to the floor. No one in the room moved for a long moment until T’lolt walked up to him and squatted next to O'lan’s inert form. He could see the rise and fall of his chest, albeit barely, and smell the blood running from his mouth. He turned back to Ta’lon, who was angrier at this moment than he had ever been in his lifetime. 

“Remind me to never make you angry Major Ta’lon.” T’lolt spoke with small humor. “He will not soon forget this day I am thinking.”

“Enough of this!” Cha’talla barked drawing everyone’s attention back to him. “Let him lay there and call the medics brother.” He turned back to his son in the transmission. “Lynom… whatever information you have… give it to us now.”

BELID

IMMORTAL BASE


“…have condensed everything into this pad father.” Lynom spoke as he plugged it into the slot on the console. His eyes quickly returned to normal and his long fangs retreated. “It is everything I heard and everything I was able to pull from the computers here. It includes my opinions as well.” Lynom was well aware of As'hia’s eyes on him as he worked the console, but he did his best to concentrate on his task.


“Lynom… the implants?” His mother asked.


Lynom looked at her. “The implants are failing mother.” He said much more calmly as his anger cooled. “There was external damage to the cellular tissue when As'hia arrived. I have tried to repair it, but it did not take. I have perhaps another week before the tissue degrades completely and I must take it off.”


“A week!” Esther exclaimed with worry on her face. “Lynom… what happened? The implants were designed to take quite a bit of damage.”


Lynom looked at As'hia quickly and then back once more to the transmission and his mother’s worried face. “It does not matter. I have already planned for when I need to shed this skin.” He answered. “Belid is a barren planet, but it has many mountain ranges. Ssin'urn 'Anon and I can hide out in them for several weeks if need be.”


“You will take her with you?” Danarla asked surprised.


“I will not leave her here to the mercies of these animals darthirii ilhar Danarla!” Lynom answered instantly looking at As'hia’s mother in the transmission. “She is a Spartan warrior just as you her mother are. We will be better suited to fighting and hiding in the mountains until you arrive and then we can take all of the prisoners they have here. I have sworn an oath to protect her and I will.”

“Cha’talla?” Esther asked looking at her husband.


“Lynom… we… we will be to you soon my son.” He spoke quickly. “A week Lynom. Two at most… if I have to get out and push our runners myself. Do what you must to survive… but we will be there!”


Lynom nodded. “I know.” He stated. “I added updated information in regards to the base here and it’s defensive platforms. They are active but should not prove too difficult to defeat.”

“We won’t need your runners.” Dysea spoke quickly. “We can use our STRIKER DTs. NORMYA’S LIGHT has three of them on board. They are faster and more heavily armed and can carry more passengers.”


“Dysea… this is our problem.” Cha'talla spoke looking at her. “This is not something you need to concern yourself with. You should concentrate on discovering…”


“Zu'tour phor dos Rinovdro wael!” Dysea exclaimed. “Our families are entwined for all time now Cha'talla! Normya and Tir'ut have seen to that! What affects one of us will affect the other! You need assets to do this mission? One transmission to my son Andro and you will have all the assets you need heading here in a matter of hours!” (Shut up you Immortal fool!) Dysea turned back to the transmission. “Lynom… how much information are you able to get out of their computers?”


Lynom shrugged. “Quite a bit… but it does me no good darthirii ilhar. It is all encoded and encrypted.”


Dysea nodded her head. “Yes… and we have the best deciphers right here on Kranek with Anton, Cihera and Las'elh. Where are you safer son of Cha’talla? There at the base or in the mountains?”


“Dysea… what are you suggesting?” Esther asked.


Cha’talla smiled. “I know what she is leading up to.” He spoke quickly.


“As'hia would be safer in the mountains of course.” Lynom spoke immediately. “Inside the base her she must act docile and defeated. Out there she can fight back and allow her spirit to come out. With our combined skills we could survive for weeks or months as I said.” 


Dysea squeezed Esther’s hand and nodded her head. “Yes. Then empty their computers of everything as you have done and get out now while Phy'iad is gone.” She spoke without hesitation. 
“Dysea is that wise?” Esther asked.

“The cellular tissue on his second skin is breaking down Esther… and he does not have the means to repair it. He said so himself. Then allow him to take As'hia and escape into the mountains now. He can shed this false skin he wears and be done with it.” Dysea turned to face the lone empty wall of the command center. “We won’t need anymore help in planning an assault because we already have the finest scouts on the ground. And I will send him even more help right now!”
“Dysea… what do you mean?” Cha’talla asked.

KRANEK

“Shunveil dosstanen nin!” She ordered. (Reveal yourselves now!)

Cha’talla and the others looked at her oddly. “Dysea what…?”


The two lone figures along the wall unwrapped the shadows from around their bodies and standing not six meters away were two members of Isabella’s elite Vlos Sargtlinen. They could only look at their elven Queen sheepishly, amazed that she had been able to detect them. They were the finest vampire warriors in the Union, trained by Isabella, Vonis and even the Drow to use the shadows as no one ever had. And all of them were female.


“My… my Queen how…” The female with blond hair began to speak.


Dysea smiled. “I have shared Bella’s bed for over two decades.” She stated with some pride. “Do you truly believe she would not train me to detect the Vlos Sargtlinen if I needed them? I have been aware of your presence since Apo Prime.”


Esther stepped up to her. “Dysea?” She asked surprised.


Dysea took her hand once more. “No Esther… it is not because I don’t trust you that I never revealed them to you. It is because if they knew I detected them, they would have gotten sloppy and Bella would have been very upset.”


“My Queen!” The blond haired one exclaimed indignantly.


Dysea laughed and squeezed Esther’s hand as she looked at her. “We are family now Esther Suira.” She stated. “Trust is no longer an issue with us. Never doubt that Esther.” She looked at Cha’talla and T’lolt and the two other Immortals that were in the center. “Any of you.”


T’lolt was the first to laugh out loud and then Cha'talla joined in. “Now we have the ability to be destructive and sneaky!” T’lolt spoke now. “Oh my nephew…” He said slamming his hand down on Tir'ut’s shoulder. “When you fell in love with your il kal'daka darthirii things really began to look up for us.”


Normya didn’t hesitate and slugged T’lolt in his chest and more laughter ensued as he staggered back. “Kitrye grt!” She shouted. (Half wit)


Dysea was smiling as well as she drew Esther closer, two mothers who were now fast and loyal friends. “Lynom… you should prepare what you need and allow As'hia to speak with her parents while we begin going over the information you sent us.”


Lynom nodded from within the transmission. His eyes turned to Danarla and Ta’lon. “I will safeguard your daughter with my life’s breath.” He spoke. “And I will insure she returns to you as she now is. Injured but not broken. You should be very proud of her… she has a fire that burns like a sun within her soul.”

Danarla and Ta’lon did not know what to say and they watched him lean close to As'hia’s cheek. They noticed she did not pull away in the least or appear frightened of his presence so close to her. “Fifteen minutes Ssin'urn 'Anon, we must be gone before they fully regain their foul senses.”

As'hia nodded quickly as he rose and moved from the transmission. She turned back to face her parents as Cha’talla ushered the rest of them away to the side of the command center. He looked at Dysea with a grin as the two Vlos Sargtlinen looked very upset they had been discovered.

“What is it you have in mind Dysea?” He asked.


“I grow tired of reacting to moves by others against me and members of my family and the Union.” She stated. “How long to plan an operation to retrieve these young elves along with Lynom and As'hia?”


Cha’talla looked at his brother quickly and then back to her. “Her father and I have devised a plan. It is risky since the base on Belid is so large, but we think it gives us the best chance to find and remove all the elf females from Phy'iad as well as render his organization very much dead.”


“How soon to refine it until it could work?” Dysea asked.


“Knowing the personnel we will now have to conduct it.” Cha'talla answered looking at the Vlos Sargtlinen troops. “Ta’lon and I can have it finished and rehearsed to the point it would work in perhaps ten days.”


Dysea nodded. “Then do it.” She said firmly. “I told Nauta Melme I would contact him in three days. That should give us enough time to go over the information Lynom has sent to us, decrypt it, and at least have some idea of what they have been up to.”


Cha’talla nodded. “Then we should not waste anymore time talking about it.” He stated.

EARTH
SPARTA

HOME OF DANIEL, ANUK AND NAYECA SIMPSON


It was not a large home by any stretch of the imagination, but the size was something that all of them had insisted on when they first purchased it. It had been crowded at one point, the three of them and five little ones running around, but the warmth and sense of closeness and love that permeated the home was all they needed to know it had been the right decision long ago. Now they only had the three small ones in the home, Odara playing happily with a computer station against the wall, Danny and Anuk’s fourth child and third son Roman upstairs in his room and Danny bouncing Melancton on his abdomen. He was stretched out on the large couch, his head and shoulders resting on Anuk’s naked thigh while she read from the data pad, and Nayeca was pouring them all tea from the ever present tray on the shin high table. Neither Anuk or Nayeca wore much of anything when they were in their home together, both of them opting for Daniel’s oversized shirts most of the time, while he wore only a black pair of loose fitting shorts.


Anuk lowered the data pad she was reading and glanced at Melancton in Daniel’s arms. The almost three month old baby was growing fast and he looked to be headed to having the same build as all of their sons. Their father’s height and build. Anuk let her cerulean colored eyes gaze down Daniel’s chest and across his rippled abdomen, fighting an urge of desire down. She would come into phase soon enough and then much fun would be had by all. She had long ago accepted the incredible journey her life had taken since meeting the bear of a man who was Daniel Simpson. Accepted and thanked the stars it had occurred as it had. The love she felt for him and for Nayeca was almost a palpable thing, and as his anome Anuk knew without a single doubt they would be together for eternity. 

She looked up as Nayeca held out the mug of tea and her beautiful Drow Mistress leaned over and they shared a warm, sensuous kiss before Nayeca moved to the other end of the couch and squeezed in between Daniel’s legs, her amber eyes watching as Daniel made their son coo out in happiness as he tickled him under his chubby chin. For such a large and extremely deadly man, when it came to children, General Daniel Simpson was a large cuddly bear.


“Has Martin heard anything more on what is happening with Anja?” Nayeca asked.


Daniel held Melancton under his arms and danced him on his broad chest as he replied. “You mean aside from the fact that he wants to send an entire Fleet Group to Hadaria and string Buonau up by her toes?” Daniel chuckled. “Not since the day before yesterday. Apparently… the clone of her is still alive and was on her way to Hadaria.”

“Alive?” Anuk asked shocked.


Daniel nodded. “Yeah.” He answered. “Pretty wild huh? Imagine if a clone of me walked through the door. What would the two of you do?”


“If our Slave was in phase, probably jump the clone’s bones.” Nayeca said casually as she sipped her tea.


“Mistress!” Anuk declared with mock horror. It was a running joke with the three of them. No matter how much sex they had, when Anuk was in phase she became a red haired vixen with no inhibitions in the least. “Why do you reveal our secrets?”


Daniel tilted his head up a worried expression on his face and he looked at Anuk. “You… you wouldn’t do that would you?” He said.


Anuk laughed and leaned her head over to kiss him. “Daniel you fool!” She stated. “No clone of you could hope to make us feel what you do. No matter how perfect or close he was to being you.”


“Indeed.” Nayeca echoed as the door buzzer on their main door rang. She turned and set her tea on the table. “I will answer it.” She saw Anuk and Daniel locked in a sizzling kiss of love and she smiled knowing that tonight would be full of pleasure for all of them. 


She moved to the door and looked at the small vid/monitor seeing Hali and Kim So outside their door. Nayeca stabbed the controls without hesitation and waited while the door opened.


“Hali?” She gasped. “Kim So! What is wrong? What is it?”


“Nayeca… forgive us child.” Hali spoke as Nayeca ushered her into the foyer. “I know it is late but…”


“Nonsense!” Nayeca spoke. “You are always welcome in our home! Always!”


“Is Daniel here Nayeca?” Kim So asked.

Nayeca nodded quickly. “Yes… we are in the main room. What is wrong?”


“Perhaps we should speak with all of you.” Kim So said taking Hali’s hand in his. “Then we need to decide when to inform Martin.”


Nayeca motioned towards the main room. “Of course. Come.” Nayeca wasted no time and led them down the short flight of stairs into the main room. Daniel and Anuk smelled them instantly and were already sitting up with Anuk holding Melancton. Danny got to his feet when he saw them.


“Hali? Kim So? What is wrong?” He asked motioning them to the couch across from where he and Anuk sat.


“We did not know where to come Daniel.” Hali spoke first as she settled onto the couch. “Something has happened and we… we don’t know what to make of it.”


Nayeca was pouring them tea as well as Danny sat back on the couch. “What exactly has happened that you come here so late at night?”


Hali looked at him. “Daniel… the clone of… the clone of Julie was in our home when we returned from the market two nights ago.” She stated.


“Sonofabitch!” Danny roared coming to his feet. “That’s it! I’m going to have that…”


“Daniel no!” Kim So declared quickly as he rose. “You… you must hear us out!”


“She was ordered to stay away from you!” Danny shouted. “She was…” He stopped and looked at them. “Wait… two nights ago?” He said. “That… that would be just before she left with Res and the others.” His face took on a confused look. “Why are you coming to me now?”

“Daniel… we found her in the middle of our living room, holding a picture of Julie.” Hali spoke. “She was holding a picture of Julie, with you and Martin outside Sparta and she was weeping like a newborn baby.”


“She begged us not to say anything.” Kim So said now.


“You did not see her Daniel.” Hali said. “The… the tears were real! She kept saying… she kept saying she did not know who she was anymore. She wanted to know the truth of who she was.”


Daniel looked at them evenly. “What… what are you saying?”


“Daniel… this was no High Coven killer in our home.” Kim So stated calmly. “This was… this was our daughter Julie. It was the Julie we greeted when she returned to Sparta with you and Martin twenty-six years ago.”


“Kim So that’s not possible!” Daniel said coming to his feet. “Julie died in the Battle for Earth. She…”


“Her body died!” Hali announced firmly. “Her soul did not!”


“Hali… you can’t possibly believe that…” Daniel began to speak.


“I believe what I saw and heard with my own eyes!” Hali snapped. “We did not send her away! We almost did… but we did not. Daniel… she had memories of times she spent with you and Martin and the others of your team! She could name names, places. She could tell us what she remembered and saw and did. But she did not know who she was!”


Danny sat back down on the couch between Anuk and Nayeca, their hands coming up to rest on his back. The look on his face was one of shock and disbelief. “Are… are you sure?” He asked finally.


Kim So nodded. “Yes. We… we quizzed her Daniel. Things that Julie told us before she… before she died. She knew these things. The photos of Tari… she kept asking who he was and why they were so tightly holding each other.”


Danny turned his head and looked at Anuk. She nodded without hesitation. “It has to be.” She said softly.


Hali looked at them. “What do you mean? What has to be?” Her eyes darted back and forth between Danny and Anuk, growing moist with tears now. “Daniel Simpson… if ever you were a friend to our daughter you will tell us what you know!”


Danny turned back and looked at them. He took a deep breath and sat back on the couch while Anuk leaned forward. “Anja calls it Recurring Memory Ingram Synapse.” She said. “It… essentially it is the re-growth of memory ingrams.”


Hali looked at Kim So confused and then back to Anuk. “I don’t understand.” She said.


“This clone… she is perfect in everyway.” Anuk explained. “She was conceived with one hundred percent DNA strands of your daughter. When the High Coven made her, when they gave her life, they removed the basic gene strand that made her Lycavorian. It is a very complex procedure and without the knowledge they got from the Mindvoice ship they would have been unable to do it.” Anuk set her tea on the table. “They removed Julie’s Lycavorian genes and introduced vampire genes into a pure cell of Julie. They made her a vampire. Anja… Anja could explain it so much better and probably in a way you would be able to grasp completely.”


“Anuk… are you saying that…” Kim So began.


Anuk nodded. “Yes. The High Coven may have schooled her and trained her to be what she is now, but they did not take into account that her memory ingrams, those cells that contain who we are inside, they did not foresee those cells would begin to regenerate.” She told them. “This clone is… every memory your daughter had before the sample was taken will be with this clone. That is why she remembers these things so clearly. Essentially she has lived them as your daughter. She…”


“It is Julie!” Hali gasped.


“It is not Julie!” Danny snapped. “She is a fabrication! A clone! And a vampire to boot at that!”


“A fabrication with the memories of my daughter!” Hali barked. “She sees things in her head Daniel. Events and places you have been to with her. She sees the three of you laughing and crying!”


“Hali… she was made!” Daniel spoke.


Hali nodded. “As Kim So and I made her! What is the difference? Just how it was done! She started out as a cell inside my womb! I did not want to believe this! I have tried to deny it for the last two days. Part of me has always… I have always wanted my daughter back.” Hali met Daniel’s eyes. “The gods… the gods have found a way to give me this.”


“Hali… the gods had nothing to do with this.” Daniel spoke.


“Didn’t they?” She snapped. “Why did the High Coven choose Julie’s DNA to copy? Why did they choose her DNA to steal? They are giving back to me what the High Coven took!”

“Kim So… will you tell her!” Danny pleaded.


“Tell her what Daniel.” He spoke. “I did not believe either. Not until she was sitting with us two nights ago. I saw the tears in her eyes, the recognition on some parts, and the confusion on others. I did not see a vampire Daniel. I saw my daughter trying to discover what it was the High Coven took from her!”


“She’s a fucking vampire!” Daniel shouted coming to his feet now. “She’s a vampire! She…” Danny fell silent and moved to the large bay window in their main room, gazing out at the moon in the sky.


Hali and Kim So looked at Anuk and Nayeca oddly. Anuk slid closer to the edge of the couch. “It… it is happening with the other clones the High Coven made from their old team.” She stated. “They failed to take into account that the memory ingrams would eventually re-grow. Once that happen, the memories these men and women had of being part of their team came back. We have… there is another within Sparta as well. Colin Walsh. He was killed in the very first battle after they returned to Earth from the moon.”


“There are others this is happening too?” Kim So asked. “Where?”

Anuk looked at Daniel’s back. “They…”


“Most of them are dead!” Daniel spoke softly. “Dead. Killed all over again.”


Hali got up from her seat and moved up next to him, looking up into his face. “I… I can hear the pain in your voice when you say that Daniel Simpson. The gods have given those we love back to us. It matters not in what form… not to me. This is my daughter. Of that I have no doubt or question.

“Nor do I.” Kim So stated from the couch as he came to his feet.


“And she is reaching out… she is asking us for help in discovering who she is. Who she was.” Hali said softly. “Martin… he has not accepted this other clone has he?”


Danny looked down into her face and shook his head slowly. “No.”


“Why?” Hali asked.


“We… we buried them Hali.” Danny spoke in almost a whisper. “We buried them once and we still hold the pain at having to do that. They… they were our family. They were all we had.”


“You fear having to do it all again.” Hali said with wide eyes. “You fear losing Julie again. I can see it in your eyes and if Martin was here I would see it in his eyes as well. That is why you resist what your heart tells you!”


“I buried her once.” Danny spoke. “I will not bury her again!”


Hali reached out and placed her hand on his arm. “You knew her far longer than I did Daniel Simpson. I gave her to the Guardian of the Line when she was only a child, a baby. So that Martin would never be alone. When she finally returned to me… it was only for a short time. Too short a time. And then she was taken from me again.”


“Hali I…”


“No. You will believe what you will Daniel… but as far as I am concerned this is the work of the gods.” Hali spoke. “They have given back to me what the Coven took. And done so in such a way as to make the Coven pay for taking her in the first place.”


“Hali… she is a vampire.” Danny spoke softly. “She is our enemy.”

“Is she?” Kim So spoke moving up next to him. He reached into the jacket he wore and pulled out the data pad, holding it out to Danny. “If she is our enemy and not our daughter then why did she give us this?”


Danny looked at him as he took the pad. “What’s this?”


“She told us she took it from the Empress’s personal computer when she was forced to share that witch’s bed.” Kim So answered. “She told us to give it to you or Martin and you would know what to do with it.”


Danny looked at the pad and saw the encryption on it. “It’s encrypted.” He said. “It does us no good.”


“Have it decrypted and see for yourself.” Kim So stated.


Danny shook his head sadly and moved to the communications panel on the nearby wall. He tapped in a code and the small screen came alive with the face of a Lycavorian officer. 


“Duty Officer, SPARTAN’S SOUL.” The young man spoke as he looked at the screen. “General Simpson sir!” 


Danny plugged the data pad into the wall slot. “Captain, wash this through the database and tell me what you have.”


“Yes sir!” The young Spartan exclaimed looking at the screen beside him as he waved over another officer. “Stand by. It appears to be… yes it is a High Coven encryption algorithm sir. Very sophisticated and very… by the gods!” His face came up. “General… where did you get this?”

Danny turned to look at the screen. “Why? What is it?”


“General… this is… this is a Level Ten High Coven encryption! There are some oddities mixed in with the base code that I have never seen before.” The captain replied. “Adjusting for them… nubou!”


Danny’s eyes grew a little wider at this. “What is it?” He demanded.


“General… this… this is a list of High Coven Jump Gates and corridors as well as dozens of names of Coven agents in The Wilds. It has a list of mission objectives… places…” The man looked up. “General… this is unbelievable! This is something we need to get to the Krypteria sir! This is… this is like reading the Holy Book of Law for the High Coven! There are dozens of overlapping layers of encryption; it will take some time to decode all of them but…”


Danny’s eyes were wide as he looked at Hali and Kim So. Hali could only smile. “She is reaching out to those who she knows.” Hali said softly. “Daniel she is asking for our help in discovering who she was. Who she is. This is the work of the gods Daniel Simpson. I know you believe… I can see it in your eyes. This is the woman who you and Martin once considered your dearest sister. Will you just dismiss that?”


Danny yanked the data pad from the slot in the wall and the young Captain on his ship looked up at the sudden interruption in the transmission.


“General?” He asked.


“Captain, find out where Armetus is!” Daniel spoke never losing eye contact with Hali. “I want his best code breakers to meet me in the King’s conference room in one hour.”


“Sir?” The man questioned.


“Just do it!” Danny snapped. “I’ll informed the King myself.”


“Yes sir!”


Danny stepped up to Hali and Kim So. “I… I truly hope you are right.” He said.


“I am right.” Hali said confidently. “As right as any mother would be.”


“Wait here.” Danny said. “I’m going to change and then we’ll go see Marty.”

SPARTA

ROYAL VILLA CONFERENCE ROOM


“…is fantastic!” The man spoke as he leaned over the large table studying the data pad. “This is an unedited copy of Admiral Tesand’s personal logs and the massive amount of information he is privy too.”


The room was full of men and women. Isabella, For’mya and Aricia still wore their night clothes, Armetus and two of his code breakers looking as if they had just been wrenched from their sleep, which they had. Martin was bare chested, holding the mug of coffee and leaning against the wall next to Daniel. Hali, Kim So and Anuk sat in the couch along the wall. 


Isabella looked up from the table where she sat. “He is right Du'ased M'ranndii.” She spoke. “This information… it is beyond anything we have ever had. Tesand shares Aikiro’s bed, and has access to information others would not. Information that is here.”


Armetus looked up now shaking his head. “Coordinates of Jump Gates. Travel corridors. Location of weapons caches. The names of at least two dozen High Coven agents in The Wilds. Some of them that my people deal with everyday! Much of it is encoded and it will take us some time to decipher it but…” He turned and looked at Martin. “Milord… this is incredible. Where… where did you get it?”


“Is it possible to confirm any of it?” Martin asked.


Armetus nodded. “Some of it yes… but not without the risk of having it discovered we have this. I ask again Milord… where did we get it?”


“The clone of…” Martin looked at him. “The clone of Julie.”


Armetus’s eyes grew a little wider. “The Empress’s assassin?” He asked.


“She is no assassin!” Hali exclaimed from her seat rising to her feet.


Anuk took her hand and pulled it tighter. “Now… now is not the time Hali.” She said softly.


Hali took a deep breath. “My daughter is… my daughter is no assassin!” She said once more before sinking back into the couch.


Armetus looked at Martin. “Martin?” He asked.


Martin turned to the wall monitor where Anja’s image was displayed from Hadaria’s bunker complex. “Red?” He asked.


“The clones the High Coven made of Julie and the others on Martin’s team.” Anja spoke. “The Coven scientists removed any Lycavorian DNA strands from their cells, but they forgot to purge the memory Ingrams in their brains. It has taken many years, but over those years the memories Ingrams have reasserted themselves.”


Armetus’s eyes went wide. “Are you saying…?”

Anja nodded. “Yes… these clones… all of them. They will have every memory of who and what they were up until the time the cells were taken from the original hosts.” She told him. “It’s all very complex, even my people have avoided testing with memory Ingrams because of the issues involved. Essentially Julie and the others like her that remains… while they may now be vampires… they are the men and women they were before.”


“What… how much do they remember?” Armetus asked.


“According to Colin Walsh… the last memories he has of being a member of SEAL Team Twelve are roughly six months before the coming of the comet to Earth. Still well within the time frame that Yuri was on Eden Base and manipulating all she could.” Anja answered.


Armetus glanced at Martin quickly. “Martin… then she was able to clone…”


Martin shook his head. “No. Danny and I she was not able to clone.” He said quickly.


“Their Lycavorian blood is too pure Armetus.” Anja answered from the monitor. “Kim So’s mother was turned, while Hali’s parents were part of the original ten thousand fetuses sent to Earth by Resumar. Though her blood was nearly as pure, it did not have the same levels of L-stereoisomer and Tryptophan that Danny and Martin do. That is why they were able to clone her. Any clone they attempted to make from Martin or Danny’s cells that she stole would have been deformed beyond recognition.”

“English sister!” Danny blurted out with a grin, never missing the opportunity to throw a jab at Anja, and wanting to lighten the mood somewhat in the room. “Speak English for those of us who are beneath you in medical knowledge!”


“Stuff it chrome dome!” Anja declared from the transmission.

It had the desired effect and soft laughter filtered among those in the room. Martin smiled gently and shook his head as he stepped away from the window. “Hali… why did you and Kim So wait so long to bring this to us?”


“We were trying to come to grips with it ourselves.” Kim So answered for them. “Why has this taken place? How could it have been done? Finally we decided the gods had…”


“The gods had nothing to do with this.” Martin spoke hurriedly in a stern voice. The tone of his words caused both Aricia and For’mya to look up at him quickly. “This was done by that twisted bitch Aikiro and her cronies!”


“The clones were made by them Lover.” Anja spoke. “But there was no way to determine or predict that the memory Ingrams would survive. Not to the extent they have it appears.”


Martin looked at the monitor. “What are you saying?” Martin asked with some heat in his voice. “That this is the work of some higher power?”


Anja shrugged her slim shoulders. “I’m not saying anything.” She answered in a similar tone. “I’m saying the memory Ingrams could have just as easily been lost! Nothing medical made them re-grow to the extent they have, I can tell you that. And even with the advances in cloning that they had on their MV ship they couldn’t manipulate that. I checked with Avi when we discovered this had happened with Colin Walsh. And don’t snap at me you overgrown tree trunk!”


Martin looked at Armetus. “Verify what you can without compromising the intelligence.” He told him. “And no one outside this room knows about this, is that clear?”


“I’m not in that room lover.” Anja barked from the monitor. “I guess it doesn’t apply to me.”


“Red!” Martin growled.


“Oh… please… bark at someone who it will bother.” Anja snapped. “Armetus… I will run some figures and tests on the information I have to try and confirm the medical side of what has happened. We still have the scan from her when she arrived on Earth yes?”


Armetus nodded. “Yes Milady.”


“Send it to me.” Anja said. “I need to meet the STRIKER coming with Husen and the others. It will be arriving in a few hours, but I will try to get back to you as soon as I can.”


“Anja…” Martin began.


“Save it Lover.” Anja said quickly. “The more I discover what Buonau and Rinard have done the angrier I get! I’m sending a copy of everything I am working on to Eliani at SODRAG in case anything happens here.”

“Melyanna… if they are willing to target our children as Dysea and the rest of us believe, they will not hesitate to come after you.” For’mya spoke. “Be mindful of everything around you and take nothing for granted.”


Anja nodded. “I will don’t worry. I’ll contact you again in a couple of days. I love you all.”


Martin waited until the monitor went dark and he shook his head. “You know… she has to be the most pig headed female I have ever come across.” He said.


“I believe you have said that about all of us at one point or another Beloved.” Aricia told him with a grin.


Martin took a deep breath. “We can’t do anything about the clo… about Julie right now.” He said. “Res and the PILLAR OF FAITH are on a communications blackout, and won’t report in until they are on the surface of Ritaah. And he’s too far for me to reach him with Mindvoice.”


“Martin… you don’t believe she will put the mission at risk do you?” Armetus asked.


Martin turned and looked at Hali and Kim So. “I hope not.” He said softly.


“You must have faith in the gods Martin Leonidas.” Hali said.


“My faith in the…” The beeping on the conference table interrupted him and Martin stabbed down on the panel in frustration. “What is it now?” He demanded.


Colonel Fache’s voice came over the COM clearly. “Milord… perhaps you should turn on the Netnews. Channel 74.”


“What? Why? Fache I don’t have…”


“Milord… you should turn it on now!” Fache spoke insistently.


Danny moved to the large monitor on the wall and adjusted the controls. He stepped back as the wide picture of the front gate of Andro’s villa and the long connecting road was being displayed. “Oh boy.” He said softly. “This can’t be good.”


All of them watched as the young male human stepped into the picture now.


“Turn it up!” Bella exclaimed.


“…here in front of the Gytheio home of Crown Prince Androcles and Crown Princess Sadi. As I reported earlier, information is still coming in, but Channel 74 has obtained classified images of a developing story concerning the Crown Prince and his brother Prince Arrarn.”

The picture changed to a fuzzy image of Carisia and Anthar in what appeared to be some sort of market.


“Channel 74 has obtained this image and several others that we will now show you from a reliable source. The image you see here is of the oldest daughter to Princess Yuri of the High Coven. Her name is Carisia Moran. The image was taken by an agent of the Union stationed on Usu Ozeib 7 some four years ago and recently declassified as unusable. It found its way into two of Channel 74’s promising young journalists, Thomas Roan and lead elven field reporter Dilaen. The next image we will show you was taken only a few weeks ago right here at the Prince’s villa in Gytheio.”


The image changed to the one with Carisia holding Andro’s hand as they exited the STRIKER DT, her face brightly lit up with happiness. In the distance you could see Narice and Toria walking with Arrarn, his arms around both of them and while further away than Carisia, their images were very clear.

“As you can see… it appears that Princess Carisia of the High Coven and Crown Prince Androcles know each other quite well. How well is still a matter of discovering, but if the images we are seeing are any indication their relationship is more than friendly. In fact Channel 74 and I have learned that Crown Princess Sadi’s statement before the Galactic Courthouse steps just months ago that there would be three others that shared their lives appears to be very true. Channel 74 has been told that Princess Carisia Moran of the High Coven has been seen coming and going from Prince Andro’s villa for at least the last two months on the dragon you can see in these images, which would perhaps indicate that when Princess Sadi made her statement, she was already involved with them.”

“As you can see from the next images, we have also learned that the youngest daughter to Empress Aikiro herself and an unknown female have apparently become the object of affection for Prince Arrarn Leonidas. Affection that is apparently being returned quite easily. These images were cross referenced with images taken during the Cease Fire Accords and Channel 74 has learned that Princess Narice is the name of Empress Aikiro’s daughter, and that she too is bonded to a dragon. The black and white Firespitter seen in the far distance in the image you are viewing. The red haired female remains a mystery, but it is apparent from these images that at least two of King Leonidas’s sons are following in his footsteps and having relationships with more than one female. And that these females are very high ranking individuals within the High Coven hierarchy.”

Martin’s face was a stone mask as Aricia moved quickly to his side. “Beloved?” She asked in barely a whisper.

“Does someone want to tell me what we are seeing is just all a bad dream?” Martin spoke in a voice that was as equally void of emotion as his face.

“Further reports that we have obtained indicate that one Commander Ne'Veha, an elven pilot from Prince Androcles ship the SCIMITAR, is also involved with him. This would seem to confirm once again Princess Sadi’s statement that there would be three others in their lives, though the fourth one still remains quite the mystery. Considering how secretive the Leonidas family is, that is not surprising.” 

“As all these images clearly show in them, both Carisia Moran and Empress Aikiro’s daughter Narice are bound to dragons, which then brings into question the validity of three unreported instances several months ago about a new class of vampire riders seen in Sparta almost immediately after the High Coven delegation arrived. It was thought that these riders had recently graduated from training and joined the ranks of vampires within the Bonded Pairs. Were these riders actually members of the Lycavorian Union, or are they in fact High Coven dragons and riders that the Union is in some way training? We at Channel 74 are working diligently to discover these answers for our viewers. We will continue reporting as more information becomes available. This is William Conley, Netnews Channel 74.”

The room was silent for a long moment, no one daring to speak as Martin stood there like a statue.
“Armetus?” Martin finally spoke.

“Yes… yes Milord?”

“Kindly have someone find out where Mister Conley got his information.” Martin spoke with icy calm.

“Yes Milord.”

Aricia squeezed his arm. “Beloved you must remain calm.” She spoke.

“Oh… I’m calm.” Martin said as he continued to stare at the image of Andro’s villa on the monitor. “Two of my oldest sons are not only training our enemy… they are actually sleeping with them! And not just any High Coven scum… but the daughters to the two women I hate most in this world. The two vile bitches that have done more to hurt me, my family and our people than any other individuals in the whole nubous universe! Oh… I’m very calm!” Martin turned and looked at her. His eyes shifted next to where For'mya and Isabella sat. “All of you knew this didn’t you?”

“We…” For’mya stammered.

“You did know!” Martin exclaimed looking to Isabella and then Aricia. “Oh that’s just beautiful! The five of you knew about this and didn’t tell me! Just like you didn’t tell me about Resumar and Athani. I thought we were suppose to share things like this? I thought we had promised to not keep any secrets from each other!”

“Martin you have not been…” For'mya started to speak.

“No!” Martin snapped holding up his hand. “I’ll take care of this the way it should have been taken care of. Before it even got started!”

For’mya got to her feet. “You can not force them to go against what their hearts tell them Martin.” She exclaimed.

“They aren’t thinking with their hearts For’mya! Wake up will you! They are not children anymore!” Martin snapped at her stunning For'mya with the intensity and callousness of his words to her.

“Martin… what will you do?” Aricia asked.

“What the five of you should have done to begin with! Right when you first realized this was going on.” Martin snapped.

No one said anything as Martin stormed out of the conference room without another word. Aricia turned back to look at For'mya and Isabella. “Perhaps… perhaps not telling him was not such a good idea.” She said softly.

“Wow!” Danny spoke softly. “The shit hasn’t just hit the fan… it’s done been splattered all over the fan.”

SODRAG


Narice and Toria unwrapped the shadows from around their bodies and skidded to silent halts outside Andro’s office when they saw Carisia and Sadi standing beside the open door. Sadi and Carisia both had sent out urgent Mindvoice messages to come to Andro’s office and now they were standing waiting for them.

“Sadi… Carisia!” Narice gasped. “What… what is wrong?”


Sadi held up her finger for quiet and their sensitive vampire hearing was able to pick it up then. It was Arrarn’s voice inside Andro’s office.


“So what do we do?” Arrarn asked as he walked up beside Andro’s desk. “How did they get the information Andro?”


“I don’t know.” Andro answered sitting back in his chair.


“You think it was Roan and Dilaen?” Arrarn offered.


Andro shook his head. “No.” He said immediately. “The Feravomir was right. Their hearts are in the right place and they would do nothing that puts us in a bad light. They want to be here.”


“Nubou!” Arrarn snarled. “Has he…”

Andro met his brother’s eyes. “No. This tells me that…”


Arrarn nodded. “He’s probably already on his way here.” Arrarn said as he settled onto the couch in Andro’s office. “Well… we knew he would find out sooner or later.”


“You can take a STRIKER to the SCIMITAR.” Andro spoke. “Training perhaps?”

Arrarn shook his head. “No way.” He answered. “I’m not going to avoid father over this. He can’t tell me who I can fall in love with. I won’t hide the fact we are together Andro. I… I love Narice and Toria.” Arrarn shook his head. “Anse! I was the last one I thought would ever be saying that!” He looked at his brother. “I can’t get them out of my head Andro. Their taste, their touch, how they feel in my arms. I am certainly not going to let our father tell me I can’t be with them.”

Andro chuckled. “Now you know how Deni and I feel.”

“No doubt Aikiro and Yuri will be raising a shitstorm with father over this.” Andro said. “I wouldn’t doubt it if she demanded Narice and the others return to their ships and only come down here to train.”


Andro shook his head. “That is something neither you nor I would allow Arrarn.” He said.

“Damn right I wouldn’t!” He exclaimed. “Now that I have found them… I don’t intend to let anything take them away from me! That includes our parents!”


They both turned when the door to Andro’s office filled with Narice, Toria, Carisia and Sadi. Narice and Toria had been unable to contain themselves any longer listening to Arrarn talk. He came to his feet and started to speak but was unable to get word one out before Narice blurred to where he was standing and clamped her lips over his in a blistering kiss of love, wrapping her petite body around his as if she was trying to suck the life from him. Andro could only grin as Carisia came up to him and wrapped her arms around his waist, burying her face against his chest as Sadi pressed up against his opposite side. He looked up to see his brother now sharing an equally heated kiss with Toria as both of them were pressing their lush frames against Arrarn’s body.


Arrarn was smiling when he broke his kiss with Toria and he nuzzled her cheek before leaning over Narice’s five foot two frame and brushing his lips over her ear and neck.


“I have… I have never had a man profess his love for me in such a way.” Narice spoke wistfully as she looked at him. “I have never had a man profess his love for me period.”

“Nor have I.” Toria said with an adoring smile. “Will you do it again?”


Narice’s eyes sparkled and she giggled. An act quite unlike the stern young High Coven Princess who had first come to Earth. She nodded at Toria’s words. “Yes… please do it again.”


Andro laughed at their antics. “Get a room!” He echoed causing Sadi and Carisia to laugh as well. “All of you… go about your duties. I will handle our father.”


Arrarn looked at him. “Andro…”


Andro shook his head. “No. This is my command. My responsibility. Besides… this has more to do with me than it does you.”


“What do you mean?” Arrarn asked pulling Narice and Toria close against him.


“It’s not something you need to worry about.” Andro replied. “Narice… you and Carisia have CQFB training today with Deni and Lisisa. Don’t be late. It’s the most important part of what we do as Bonded Pairs. Arrarn… you and KertaGai were going to go heavy on flight training this week. Don’t change your schedules. I’ll take care of our father.”


“You’re sure?” Arrarn asked squeezing Narice and Toria closer, but not wanting to leave his brother to face their father’s wrath alone.

“I’m sure. Go on. All of you.” Andro spoke. He pulled Carisia and Sadi closer to him as well now, kissing Carisia deeply. “Especially you Enylarcopri… Anthar missed the last portion of the training last week because I had you occupied.”

Carisia grinned. “Well… it’s not like he wasn't occupied either! And it was such a delicious diversion!” She exclaimed.


“Oh yes it was.” Sadi chimed in.


Andro grinned. “Go on. Not this week.”


“Spoilsport.” Carisia told him.


“We will see you for dinner Enylarcopri.” Sadi told her leaning over to kiss her as well.


Carisia tightened her grip on Andro’s hand quickly and then turned to depart his office. Sadi was going to break away too until she felt Andro’s hand tighten and she looked back to him as Arrarn led Narice and Toria out of the office. Sadi looked at him and for the first time since reuniting with Androcles Leonidas and becoming his mate she saw concern on his face.


[My love? What is it?] Sadi asked quickly.


Andro pulled her close to him, reaching out with his TK power to manipulate the control panel for the door and insuring it was locked. [I can feel my father KertaGai.] He spoke to her in a connection that was more shielded than she had ever felt from him. A connection that only she shared with him. [He is angrier now than I have ever known him to be.]


[He’s coming here isn’t he?] Sadi asked.


[He’s on his way now. Torma is with him and neither of them is happy. It will be even worse when he discovers Elynth and Anthar are now mates.] Andro said. 


Sadi reached up and took his face in her soft hands. [Androcles… do you regret anything that has happened these last months?]


Andro shook his head immediately. [No… well… the only thing I regret is that we did not have more time alone together before we discovered all this.] He spoke meeting her jungle green eyes. [I will make it up to you KertaGai.]

Sadi felt warmth flow through her at his words as his aura caressed her senses. Staring into his azure eyes Sadi did not think she could love a man more completely than she loved him. She leaned forward and kissed him delicately.


[We will have eternity together Androcles Leonidas. In that time I’m quite sure we can find time to discover each other as we desire.] Sadi told him. [You fear what your father will do don’t you?]


[To be honest… I think this is the first time in my life that I don’t know what he is going to do.] Andro answered. [I won’t let him send Carisia away. And I’ll protect Arrarn, Narice and Toria. I worry for what he will tell me about the riders. They have come so far KertaGai. They are so close to throwing off the yoke of Aikiro’s influence.]


[Then you need to follow what your heart tells you my love. Not your father.] Sadi said evenly.


Andro chuckled. [That’s easy for you to say.] He said pulling her tighter. [He’s changed in the last few years. He is… different.]


[Different how?]


Andro shook his head. [It’s hard to explain. It’s almost as if he is a different man in many respects.]


[He is the one who told you to never question your faith in yourself and others.] Sadi said. [Stay true to that faith now. You know what the right thing to do is.]


Andro met her eyes for a long moment. [You’ve been spending far too much time with the Feravomir.] He said. [You are beginning to sound like her now.]


Sadi grinned and shrugged her shoulders. [She has taught me much. About my abilities and myself.]


[Just so long as you don’t begin preaching to me when we are engaged in hot and sweaty sexual encounters.] Andro spoke with a grin. [That would do my ego irreparable damage.] He said as he leaned over and inhaled deeply of her sugar plume and spice scent. 

Sadi laughed and pulsed her female aura back on him, pressing her breasts harder against his broad chest and pulling his groin tighter to her own. [The only thing I will preach to you while engaged in hot and sweaty sexual encounters is to never stop what you do so well.] 
Sadi seized his lips with her own wrapping her arms around his shoulders as he picked her up off the floor and crushed her to him. His kisses never failed to ignite her deepest passion and this time was no different as his tongue danced with hers for a few seconds before claiming what had always been his since that first day on the island. After a long moment they drew apart, a thin strand of salvia connecting their lips. Sadi brought her fingers up and caressed his handsome face.
[By the gods Androcles Leonidas… I can not put into words how much I love you.] She gasped.

[This is a good thing I hope.] He spoke nuzzling the side of her neck and her cheek with is lips and nose.

[Oh yes. A very good thing.] She answered. [Do… do you want me to remain my love? Your father will not be so harsh if I am here.]

Andro shook his head quickly. [No… that is not the Spartan way. I will face him and take whatever lumps he dishes out. But I will hold to my convictions.]

[I know you will.] Sadi said. [I truly don’t want too… but I have to go.]

Andro nodded as he released her. [I will see you and Enylarcopri for dinner.] He said. 

Sadi kissed him gently once more before moving for the door and leaving the office. Andro turned to the large window in his office and looked out over the airfield. He could just make out the Coven riders beginning to lift off and follow Deni and Lisisa for their training. He reached out within Mindvoice for the one source of strength and sisterly love he had always had no matter where he was. They had never been apart in the twenty-six years of their lives, and they were and always had been of one mind and voice.
[Elynth my sister.]
[I am here Andro.]
[Elynth I believe it’s time we confronted our fathers and let them know who we truly are.] Andro said.

[I’m landing outside now Andro my brother. And yes… it is time, for I do not intend to allow anyone to take my happiness from me.]
[I’ll be with you in a moment sister. Then we will see what the new moon will bring to us.] Andro said as he turned and headed for the door.

BELID

IMMORTAL BASE


As'hia was stuffing the medium sized pack Lynom had given her with the items he was pulling from the large supply bunker. Everything was happening so fast. It had taken her nearly five full minutes to reassure her parents that she was in control of herself and her actions. She knew her mother wanted to ask her personal questions, to reassure her that she was still a beautiful young woman no matter what had happened, but this was not something she would do in front of her father. Ta’lon was very protective of his youngest daughter, and he kept telling her to be proud and strong and that they were coming soon. Seeing them in the transmission, being able to hear their voices, this had been the balm she had needed. To know that they still loved her and were working diligently to find a way to get her off this rock. And then As'hia realized none of that would have been possible without the incredible risk the man in front of her had taken.

She looked at Lynom’s back as he rummaged through one of the huge metal lockers that filled the bunker. He hadn’t lied to her As'hia realized at that moment. As'hia had seen and talked to his mother and father. Nothing he had told her had ever been a lie. His father truly was Cha'talla of the Immortals and his mother was a breathtakingly beautiful pureblood vampire. Her parents were moving about the Immortal base on Kranek freely, the first Elven Queen of the Union among them. And like a knife to her gut, As'hia had seen Princess Normya and Lynom’s older brother holding each other with love and devotion. Princess Normya’s eyes were so bright and full of happiness, that much was easy enough for a fool to see. And that happiness stemmed from the massive half Immortal brother of the man in front of her. He had been brief with his parents and Queen Dysea, sending the information he wanted to relay to them in a single burst transmission, while he gave her the rest of the time to talk with her parents as he prepared for them to leave. They would never have been able to leave had Phy'iad and all of his men been here on the base. Now, even though there were still a hundred odd Immortals present, the corridors and hallways seem deserted. And Lynom was wasting no time in making sure they were gone as quickly as possible.
He had told his mother that the implants were failing and he could not repair them. She did not know exactly what he meant by that, only that the look he had passed her briefly told her it was she who had caused the damage to these implants. As'hia had seen his brother, and while there was no mistaking he had Immortal blood, his features were not at all unpleasant as they were with many of the Immortals here. As they were with Lynom. She wondered exactly how that had come to be and could only surmise that he had inherited more of his father’s genes than his mother. Looking back on everything now, hearing what his brother had said, how Lynom had risk his own safety and that of his tribe to rescue and protect her, it suddenly caused As'hia to stop for a moment and process all that had happened. With the exception of the times she had attacked him; never once had he had a harsh word to say to her. Even when he began to take her blood, he would apologize to her profusely for having to resort to such action. 
Setting aside her pain and humiliation, As'hia realized that what he had done had indeed saved her life. Once the other Immortals could smell his blood within her, on her body, none of them attempted to do what the first one had tried. And As'hia’s own actions had almost cost them both their lives that day, forcing Lynom to do what he had done. As she stared at his back, she could not help but realize she owed her life to this man and she had treated him so terribly for so long.

“Lynom?” She said softly.

His arm came back holding out the small scanner. “Take this as well.” He told her.

As'hia looked at his back once more as she placed the scanner in the pack. “Lynom?” She asked again.

Lynom turned and glanced at her as he began searching the locker next to the one he was at. “What?”

“Thank… thank you.” She said softly.

Lynom stopped what he was doing and looked at her. As'hia ignored his harsh Immortal features and concentrated on his dark eyes. She hadn’t realized until this very moment how bright and intelligent they were. “You needed to speak with them and they with you.” He said finally. “You are welcome.”
“You took a great risk doing that.” As'hia said.

“Every day we live is a risk.” He answered. “It is how we live those days that is the measure of who we are. My father taught me that.” He took the pack from her arms and hefted it easily. “Can you carry this without discomfort?”

As'hia nodded. “Yes… easily.”

Lynom nodded. “Then we have enough. We should make our way to the exit.”

“What did your mother mean when she asked about the implants?” As'hia asked. “What was she talking about?”

“The implants that keep my skin alive.” Lynom told her.

“Your skin?”

“I told you this was not my skin Ssin'urn 'Anon. I was not lying to you about that, just as I have not lied to you about anything since this horror began for you.” Lynom said.

“I don’t understand.” As'hia spoke. “How could that not be your skin?”

“The implants keep the biogel within this false skin alive. It gives it blood and warmth and makes it pliable to the touch. Just like normal Immortal skin.” Lynom explained. “It is how I was able to infiltrate Phy'iad and his group.”

“But you… you are an Immortal. Why would you need to infiltrate his group?” As'hia asked. “Why wouldn’t they just accept you?”

“I am not just an Immortal Ssin'urn 'Anon. You saw my mother… I am half vampire.” He replied.
As'hia looked confused. “But you look no different from any other Immortal here.”

“What I look like under this skin is of no matter.” Lynom spoke. “I will need you to help me remove it when we are free of this place however… or I will become sick from the toxic elements it could infect my blood with.”

As'hia looked away quickly suddenly very ashamed of herself. “Lynom… I am… I am sorry for not believing what you told me.”

“It is no matter.” He told her as he reached for something in the locker. “In your position I would have done the same thing I believe.”

“You could have… you could have told me.” She said.

“I tried to tell you As'hia.” He replied turning to look at her. “The Mindvoice connection we share enables you to see inside my mind. Taking… taking your blood has only made that connection that much more powerful.”

“I don’t see anything.” As'hia spoke. “You won’t allow me to see anything. You don’t even answer me half the time.”

Lynom looked at her. “With good reason.” He spoke evenly. “This O’lan… he is the one who… who wanted you to change who you are?”

“How did you know that?” She asked.

“You hold a great deal of anger towards him. You blame him for what happened. For trying to change who you were and putting you in such a way where you felt you needed to go to the resort in the first place.” Lynom said.

“You could tell all that just from my mind?” As'hia asked.

Lynom looked away quickly. “You do not shield as well as you should.” He said. “When I lower my shields far enough I can sense and see your surface thoughts.”

“How… how often have you done this?” As'hia asked surprised.

“Not for many weeks.” He answered just as quickly. 
He pulled the pack he would be carrying over to him and put several more items into it as As'hia watched him. She secured the top of her pack and then looked up at his face as he turned once more. She didn’t know why she asked the question, it just blurted out of her before she actually thought about it. His answer however, his answer to her question caused her shame to increase to levels she had never felt before.

“Do you have anyone… anyone on your planet? Someone special?” She asked.
Lynom shook his head. “I have never experienced a relationship with a woman.” He replied. “Until recently… until recently I have never wanted too.”

“So why don’t you when you return home?” As'hia asked.

“It will never happen.” He spoke.

“Why? You will be home soon.” As'hia asked.

“It will never happen because the only woman I want… the only one that stirs me enough to try, she considers me to be a monster.” Lynom spoke softly looking directly at her. He hefted the pack as As'hia stared at him open mouthed. “We must go now.” He told her.

“And just where do you think you are going?” The male voice asked. Lynom and As'hia looked up quickly and saw the bulk of the armed Immortal staring at them from the entrance to the bunker. “I told Phy'iad we should never have taken you in. I told him you were different and we shouldn’t have trusted you.”

Lynom stepped in front of As'hia. “I do not wish to injure you Tau’ra. Step aside and let us pass.”
The Immortal laughed as he looked at Lynom. “Injure me?” He snorted. “What makes you think you can injure me young pup? I have a thousand years of life on you, and there is no Akruxian Immortal of your age who could hope to defeat me! Your disgrace your people with these traitorous actions! I…”

Had As'hia not been paying attention she would have missed the entire event. Lynom blurred in motion, sweeping under the Immortal’s outstretch arm that held the weapon. She saw the flash of a blade just before it buried itself into the Immortal’s midsection. She heard the snapped of thick bone as Lynom’s grip on the Immortal’s wrist twisted and wrenched. As the blade perforated his chest cavity there was a rush of air from his lungs and Lynom lifted him into the air and smashed him back to the floor of the bunker. As'hia winced at the sickening crunch of bone and flesh as his large body hit the floor and then she heard Lynom’s voice. It was the voice of a merciless killer, so cold and calculating in its intensity.

“You are not my people!” Lynom snarled viciously as he lowered his face close to the dying Immortal. “You have never been my people! I despise you and all who follow Phy'iad! And one day soon, I will see this den of sadistic, butchering animals erased from existence! As the life leaves your eyes Tau’ra, take heart that Phy'iad and your sick friends will be joining you in the days to come. You will die under the blades and weapons of the Immortal hero Cha’talla and his sons!”

Lynom wrenched upward with his blade and the Immortal’s eyes flashed open wide at his words. They closed just as quickly as Lynom’s blade sliced through his internal organs like a hot knife through butter and his blood began soaking the floor beneath him. Lynom pulled the blade free and pushed the body away from him as he got back to his feet. He wiped the blade on the Immortal’s chest and returned it to the hidden scabbard and turned back to look at As'hia as he lifted the pack. Her eyes were wide in shock and just a little bit of fear as she looked at him.

“Come Ssin'urn 'Anon, we must move quickly before they discover his body.” Lynom spoke.
“What… what about any elves he may have…” As'hia asked as she pulled on the pack.

Lynom shook his head without pause. “He is not among the men that Phy'iad allows to… allows to break the elves in that way.” He answered as he held out Tau’ra’s hand weapon to her. “None of those he left behind are.”

“How do you know?” As'hia asked.

“You must trust me at some point if you wish to escape this place Ssin’urn ‘Anon. Now would be a good time to start.” Lynom spoke as he toed the cooling body of the Immortal out of their way.

As'hia took the weapon and looked at Lynom as she did. “What if they follow us?” She asked.
“When we get outside I have the weapons you were captured with.” Lynom spoke. “If they follow us, we will kill them. I swore to your parents I would return you to them and I will keep that vow. Now let us go before I have to kill more of these vile imposters of my people!”

EDEN CITY
TEMPORARY HOME OF AIKIRO AND YURI

“…little whoring bitch of a daughter!” Yuri snarled viciously as she flung the vase across the room to smash against the far wall. Pieces ricocheted off the wall to bounce harmlessly off Robert Moran’s shoulder where he stood silently, stewing in his own anger. “Carisia… she had this planned all along! I know she did!”

Aikiro stood looking out the window silently, her own rage simmering just beneath the calm exterior she was struggling to maintain. Tesand stood to her side, and like Moran was silent, but ready to speak if they wanted.

“I… I expected something like this from Toria Dellion… but Narice?” Aikiro said softly. “My own daughter is willingly laying with one of that animal Leonidas’s sons. A mongrel no less… she can not even pick one of the purebloods! It has to be a ploy! It has to be!”

Tesand watched Aikiro’s face carefully and could honestly say he had never seen the cold calculating anger that was now displayed in the set of her jaw and hardness of her dark eyes. He was about to say something when Yuri whirled around to look at her.

“It’s no ploy mother! You told me yourself you felt something different from her the last time we saw her.” Yuri hissed. “This is it. Leonidas’s son has corrupted her! Corrupted all of them! I should have killed that lotha nek the moment they pulled her from my womb!” (little slut)
“The larger and more important question is whether we can trust the remaining riders.” Moran spoke now.

Yuri cut her eyes to him. “This is not the time Robert!” She growled.

“Yes it is!” Moran insisted without fear of her. “If Androcles Leonidas has corrupted all the riders as he has corrupted Carisia and Narice, then it will not matter if our mission to Ritaah succeeds, we will lose a vital asset in the dragons. An asset that would have prolonged the war enough so that we could weaponize the technology we would get from the MV ship.”

Aikiro turned to look at him and once more she silently thanked her decision to put this man in command of her military. “Robert is right.” She spoke finally.

“Mother you…!” Yuri protested.

“Yuri!” Aikiro barked at her. “What would you have me do? I have been trying to contact Leonidas ever since we saw the broadcast. He refuses to even answer me, either by COM unit or within Mindvoice! I can not penetrate the MV bubble around the base they are on! I will not put our primary mission here in jeopardy because of our daughters and their inability to keep their vithin legs closed in the face of two animals with big we’has!” (cocks)

“I will slit her pretty throat when I see her again!” Yuri snapped.

Aikiro shook her head. “It is doubtful we will ever see them again.” She stated. “If what that fool on the Netnews reported is accurate, then both of them are lost to us already. You saw the images. Even I could not foresee your sister doing something like this. It makes me want to vomit to think of her in that animal’s arms, but it is now outside my realm of influence.”

“We just let her… them get away with it?” Yuri demanded.

“I would imagine Leonidas is just as incensed as we are right now.” Aikiro spoke. “He is probably on his way down there right now to beat his sons for consorting with their vile enemy in such a way.”

“Perhaps we will get lucky and he will accidentally kill them.” Tesand said.
“All of you know Lycavorian cultures as well as I do.” Aikiro said. “If Androcles and Arrarn Leonidas have claimed them for their mates and wives Leonidas will be able to do nothing.”
“What will the people of the Union say?” Moran spoke. “How will they react knowing two of their precious Leonidas sons have taken mates from their vilest enemy? Can we use this against them?”

Tesand shook his head. “Reaction to the Cease Fire Accords was well greeted by almost every Union politician.” He said. “A farce it may be to those of us who know, but to the general population of the Union it shows that our two species have come a long way and that we can live in peace. This will only be seen as another sign to them that the Cease Fire was the right course of action.”

Aikiro nodded. “Tesand is right.” She said. “And we are not supposed to be here. Martin Leonidas had that bitch Selene insure we could not reach out to the Netnews in any way. We are isolated here.”

“This will cause the KFI to accelerate their invasion plans.” Moran spoke. “Even though no proof was given… the Kavalians are just ignorant enough to take this reporter’s words as gospel and correctly assume our dragons our here.”

“Leonidas will never publicly acknowledge he is training our dragons.” Tesand spoke.

“He can’t deny it Tesand.” Moran said. “Not now. The Netnews just reported it.”

“They reported innuendos and rumors.” Tesand said calmly. “Nothing factual to base it on and Leonidas’s lapdogs will grasp at that. At least until he is able to either take our dragons from us, or get them off of his planet and out of the Union. He has no choice if he does not wish to be drawn into our war with the Kavalians.”

“If his son has not turned them all against us!” Yuri spat.

Tesand nodded slowly. “Yes… there is that to consider as well.”

“This Androcles is far more talented than I ever gave him credit for.” Aikiro spoke softly. She laughed and shook her head. “He told me he did not have to play the game better than me. Just well enough to counter my moves. He has done just that. In many ways he is even more cunning than his father.”
“Mother… how can you compliment that vile dog after what he has done?” Yuri looked at her with wide eyes as she exclaimed the question.

“I can compliment him because he has succeeded in countering our goal in training our dragons to one day combat the Union pairs. That is why we brought them here. To fight the Kavalian animals and then eventually turn them against the Union.” Aikiro spoke looking at her. “Androcles Leonidas has effectively nullified that goal. Narice and Carisia were the most powerful of the dragon pairs we had, and if he has been able to turn them against us, then the others are lost as well.”

“Are we so sure he turned them against us?” Moran asked causing Aikiro to look at him oddly. 

“Not Dante! Or Javier or Lucia! He could never turn them against us!” Yuri snapped quickly. “I still have three children who are bound to dragons and who would not be lured in by his words!”

 Aikiro nodded slowly still looking at Robert. “This is true.” She said. “And we will need to get them out of there quickly for them not to be affected. Robert… what is it you mean when you say that?” 
“Carisia has never been fully on board Aikiro. You know that. Not since she took that red dragon from Yuri.” Robert said. “It pisses me off… but it doesn’t surprise me that the first opportunity she got she deserted. To be honest… in a way I’m not as surprised as the rest of you about Narice. She has always been introverted. Contemplative. I believe in our way of life, I embrace it, Narice never has. We’ve been here going on four months now and all of us have seen how deeply spiritual the Lycavorians are. It is nonsense to us, but to them it is part of their way of life… it means something. Especially if you include the fact that one of these dragons is considered a leader of sorts. A holy icon by some definition, held up there with their in the same light as their First Oracle. And we all know how they view Leonidas and anyone within his family.”

“Robert you are speaking nonsense now!” Yuri hissed.

Aikiro stepped closer to him. “No… go on!”

“Mother…?” Yuri spoke looking at her.

“No… I want to hear what he is saying.” Aikiro told her holding up her hand. “Go on Robert.”

“All I’m saying is we should not be surprised by those who are drawn in by the nature of the Lycavorians and the Union.” Moran spoke. 

“You are hinting that they may be brainwashing them?” Aikiro said.

Moran shook his head. “I wouldn’t call it brainwashing.” He said. “Not in how we view the definition of that word.”

“Then what do you call it Robert?” Tesand asked.

Moran shrugged. “For lack of a better word… faith.”

“Faith?” Aikiro said.

“Yes… faith. Faith in a higher purpose and reason.” Moran told her. “Personally I think it is all hogwash, just like you do, but ever since Leonidas returned twenty-six years ago their faith has only gotten stronger. And everything that has happened since he returned has only lent credence to their belief that everything happens for a reason.” 
Aikiro stood there for a long moment looking at him. This was a side of Robert Moran she had never seen and it intrigued her. “Robert… you do more to reinforce my decision to make you the High Coven Military Commander every day. And you continue to impress me. Be that as it may… we need to put our own plans in motion.” She turned to Tesand. “Juliana One has her orders correct Tesand?”
Tesand nodded to her. “They will not break communications silence until they are on the surface of Ritaah according to the plan. She and her team will execute their portion of the plan as they are moving from the LEONIDAS-Class Cruiser to the surface on STRIKERS. They will kill Resumar Leonidas and his Kavalian whore of a wife, the dragons they have with them, the entire Union Strike Team and then proceed to the Mindvoice ship and prepare it to lift off for return to Coven space.”
Aikiro smiled. “I told you using the clone of his friend would make him more agreeable to the mission.” She said. “It makes him pause in his actions and decisions.”
Tesand nodded. “Indeed.” He said. “They will contact us when they have secured the MV ship according to plan. She will inform us then if they were able to deactivate and secure the MV avatar from Leonidas’s ship as well.”

“By that time we need to be on our way back to High Coven space.” Moran spoke now. “Three… four days maximum… or we will never get off this planet alive.”

Aikiro looked at Yuri. “Two days.” She said finally. “Get a message to Dante through the team we have in place in the nearby jungle. They have been hiding correct?”
Moran nodded. “They haven’t left the caves they have been in except to transmit every other night.” He answered. “If they come out… it won’t be long before they are spotted.”
Aikiro nodded. “It won’t matter in two days anyway.”

“What message mother?” Yuri asked.

“Tell him he is to execute the plan with Zarah Leonidas.” Aikiro spoke. “I want what is in her head. I care not how he gets it.”

“His powers of influence have worked only moderately well on her.” Yuri stated.

“Then we will set up neural boosters here and he can draw from your power as well.” Aikiro answered. “She is the youngest and least experienced of that pig’s children. He will need to grab her when she is distant from her brother for I sense a deeper connection there. Once he does Yuri, you will need to throw up shields to mask the fact he has her.”

Yuri moved closer to her and nodded. “You don’t care how he obtains the information?” She said.

Aikiro met her eyes. “He and Javier may rape her body as much as they like as long as he gets that information. I want to know where Leonidas’s Mindvoice ship is, for I intend to either take what I can from it, or destroy it so he can no longer use it.”

Yuri’s smile was exceptionally cruel and she nodded. “I will get the message to him.” She said. “The team will need to expose themselves to get the message to him as Robert said you know this.”

“It can’t be helped. We can not risk Androcles Leonidas detecting a shielded Mindvoice conversation so close to his precious base. He will instantly order a bubble formed and we will lose our opportunity.” Aikiro said. “These are our best troops and I have confidence in them.”

“I have our escape plan already worked out.” Moran said. “We’ve made it a point to go back and forth to our ships at odd times since we have been here. Alone and together. It will not look strange for us to do this once we have the information we want.”

Aikiro looked at Tesand. “The Alpha Team that will strike Leonidas’s MV ship.” She said. “I want to meet them.”

Tesand’s eyes narrowed. “Why?” He asked.

“I intend to lead them myself.” Aikiro stated confidently.

HADARIA
UNDERGROUND BUNKER COMPLEX


Joci looked up from the chair at the table finally, unable to stand Atropos’s eyes boring into him any longer.


“Why do you stare at me?” He barked.


Husen knew well what Atropos was capable of and he placed his hand on Joci’s arm from where he sat next to him. “Joci… you should mind your temper.” He said in a calm voice. “This is…”


“I know who he is!” Joci snapped looking at Husen. He turned back to look at Atropos, matching his glare evenly. “Atropos, older brother to our beloved Queen Aricia, Star Colonel of the Durcunusaan and commander of our beloved Queen Anja’s Durcunusaan Detail. I am not a fool!”

“Your actions mark you as such!” Atropos snapped.


“Father!” Belen barked as he came to his feet from the chair he sat in along the wall.


“My actions!” Joci snarled. “Now I am to be ridiculed for being a man!”


“You are a Spartan!” Atropos growled back. “You should not have acted in the way you have!”


Joci came to his feet. “And how have I acted?” He hissed. 


“What you did was dishonorable!” Atropos spat at him. “Succumbing to your ridiculous fantasies regarding your Queen!”


Joci laughed at him then. “Bah! What do you know! There are hundreds… thousands of Spartans who fantasized of the Queens every day! What it would be like to lay with such beauty and grace and intelligence! That does not mean they would not willingly throw themselves upon our enemies, or any who would do our Queens harm! Any who would do our King harm! That scum Rinard offered an opportunity for me to fulfill that fantasy! I did not know what his vile intentions were, and if I did I would have gut him where he stood! There is no harm in what I have done! When I discovered something was amiss I tried to rectify the situation!”

“Rectify? You have made things worse! What do you call what is happening now with Anja and the fools on the Elder Council?” Atropos roared stepping closer to him.


“I call it deceitful politics! Something that would have happened no matter whether I took part in!” Joci snapped. “I did take part in it however! And when I saw and came to realize what Ceuma was, I attempted to make things right! I did not know Rinard would try to kill her! Or those that took part in what happen!”


“You should have come forward immediately!” Atropos barked.


Joci shook his head. “And risked Ceuma’s life? No.”


“She is a clone!” Atropos roared.


Joci stepped up to him without fear as Husen and Belen moved to come between the two men. “Her name is Ceuma!” Joci shouted. “And she is my wife and mate! I do not fear you Atropos… and do not make the mistake of thinking I will not defend my mate’s honor.”


“She is a clone of Queen Anja!” Atropos snapped.


“And she is her own person!” Joci exclaimed. “She has her own mind. Her own thoughts. Her own will! She is nothing like Queen Anja, may the gods bless her! My mother, a traditional Lycavorian woman no different than your own, my mother helped her to discover herself. She helped Ceuma to realize who and what she was. Or will you now speak unkindly of my mother as well?” Joci’s features changed quickly then and his fangs extended while his eyes took on a decidedly orange like hue to them. “I will only tolerate you speaking of what you don’t know and don’t understand in regards to my mate because of what is happening Atropos of the Durcunusaan. Do not think I will allow you to speak badly of my mother, a woman who is far older and more experienced than you! For if you do… then we will come to blows.”

“And I would squash you like the insect you appear to be!” Atropos growled at him.


Joci’s smile was crazy. “That may be so… but I guarantee you will know who it is who marks you!”


Belen took his father’s arm. “Father enough of this!” He snapped. “This man is not our enemy!”


“What he has done is…!” Atropos began to speak.


“Will you think this way of me as well?” Belen asked.


Atropos whirled on him. “What?”


“What do you think father?” Belen spoke. “Before I found Sivana, do you not think I had similar thoughts of Anja? What it would be like to hold her in my arms? To bed with her?”


“Belen!” Atropos rasped.


“You are her Captain!” Belen pressed forward. “And you have loved our mother since long before Queen Anja ever became part of your life. There are many who are like Joci… like I was until I found Sivana. There is nothing wrong with it. Sivana and I both have commented through the years on many female elves who resemble Queen Dysea or Queen For'mya and what men must think when they see them. You have said yourself that Martin has the finest taste in females that you have ever seen. This is not a crime father. Joci did not partake in a crime.”


“What he did…”


“What he did was to accept an opportunity presented falsely to him to fulfill a fantasy that thousands of our men have, just as he said.” Belen spoke calmly. “When he discovered the insidiousness of what was happening he attempted to make things right. To protect the innocent. Just as any Spartan would. You can not blame him for falling in love with her.”


“Can’t I?” Atropos demanded. “Why not?”


“She may be a clone of Queen Anja.” Joci spoke. “She may look a twin to her in every way, but she is so far removed from her they may as well be night and day.”


“So you say!” Atropos declared. “And yet you took her as your mate and wife!”


“Because I fell in love with whom she is now.” Joci announced. “Not who she looks like on the outside.”

“Any fool could say that!” Atropos snapped. “Why should I believe you?”


“What you believe is of no concern to me!” Joci snapped. “Only what my mate and wife believe about me matters anymore.” He turned and moved back to the chair and sat back down. “She is all that matters anymore.”


Eurin drew back the gene sequencer from Ceuma’s arm and looked at her with a smile. Even as the Divine One and senior Healer among the Hadarian people, Eurin had very little contact with actual living breathing clones. Sitting before her, with the exception of the corn shade blond hair, was Anja Leonidas. Right down to the incredible jade green colored eyes, full lips and dimples. 

“Thank you.” Eurin said with a tentative smile. “We… we are almost done I assure you. It should not be much longer.”


Ceuma looked at Eurin and nodded. “I know. There are not many more tests you can run are there?”


Eurin tilted her head slightly. “You… you know what we are doing?” She asked. “The types of tests?”


Ceuma nodded. “You have done a Beta Gene Sequencer Test, a Hyperspatial Scan, and two different types of Protonic Enhancer Neuroscopes. If you have not found what it is you are looking for yet, further tests will not be helpful.”


Eurin looked surprised. “You… you know what these tests are?” She asked.


“I know what they are.” Ceuma answered.


“How do you know this?” Eurin asked.


Ceuma shook her head slowly. “That I do not know. You could give me the tools and I would know how to use them, but do not ask me how I know how to use them.”


Eurin smiled and held up the gene sequencer. “I’ll be right back.” She said turning and moving across the room to stand next to Sivana. She was watching the monitor with Anja next to her, neither of them talking. “She knows what the tests are?” Eurin told them.


Sivana nodded slowly. “That’s not surprising.” She said. She lifted her finger and traced the colorful lines on the monitor. “This is her MIS scan. Her memory Ingrams are regenerating at ten times the normal cycle. I would estimate that within the next day or so she will have fully regenerated the Memory Ingrams up until the point Anja’s DNA sample was taken.”


“Can we determine when that was?” Eurin asked.


“When I first transferred to Eden Base I downloaded all of my medical records to the base’s computer system.” Anja answered. “The sample would have had to have been taken after we lost the base to the Coven for a few weeks. I’m sure Yuri took the opportunity to empty whatever she could salvage from the database after Admiral Wallace ordered it wiped and destroyed.”

“That is why she knows how to use the tools.” Eurin said.


Anja nodded. “It was no different for me when I began to discover the more advanced facilities and equipment in Sparta when we first arrived.” Anja said. “I knew how to use them… what they were used for… but I didn’t know how I knew.”


Sivana looked at her sister. “She is… she is a perfect copy of you sister.” She said softly. “In almost every way. She is cognizant of herself, what she is and her surroundings. And based on what she has told us, the Hadarian genes in her body have already manifested themselves. She healed herself after Rinard stabbed her. She was able to heal the injuries this Spartan Joci suffered just recently if his scans are accurate. The bandages and balms she used did nothing, as her touch had already taken the healing process beyond what they could have. It will only grow stronger now that it has begun to set itself in her touch. She will need to learn how to control it Anja.”

Anja nodded. “I know.” She said softly moving closer to the monitor. “You have studied the growth of Hadarian Metaphysical Radiation more than I Vana. Will she… will she be as powerful as us? As Eliani?”


Sivana shrugged her slim shoulders. “That is hard to say.” Sivana replied. Sivana glanced at Eurin. “Eurin?”


Eurin shook her head. “It is doubtful. Belen is a Tier Six Mindvoicer. Malic and Nyla are also Tier Six. Martin can not be measured and nor can you now Anja. Your PCC coefficients are so high that it would be pointless to try and measure them. And with the exception of Belen and Sivana, all of you are bonded to dragons. I believe a great deal of your ability to channel your power comes from your strength within Mindvoice. It allows you to focus and concentrate that much harder, making the metaphysical radiation and healing properties more focused. She will not have that ability.”


“This Joci is only listed as a Tier Four.” Sivana spoke looking at the data pad.


Eurin nodded. “Yes… and Rinard as well. Which means her Mindvoice ability, once it begins to manifest itself, will be in the same range. Considerably stronger than the majority of our Healers, but not close to those of you with purer blood. If she… if she walks that path of course, she would become one of the few dozen strongest Healers within the Union quite easily I would think.”

“What do we do with her?” Sivana asked softly looking at Anja. “We are fraternal twins Anja… but in many respects you and she are identical. The variance in the differences of your DNA is even less than ours.”


“Vana?” Anja declared looking at her sister.


“I’m only stating the obvious!” Sivana spoke. “I’m not saying anything else.”


“I don’t know what we are going to do.” Anja said. “Discovering that she is alive is not something that had ever played into the equation to be honest. Martin and I both thought for sure that Rinard would have eliminated the clone when he got what he wanted. If not for this fool Joci…”


“My mate is no fool!” The angry voice growled from behind them. Anja, Sivana and Eurin turned quickly to see Ceuma standing behind them, her jade greens eyes flashing angrily in the light of the examining room. “And I will not allow you to decide my fate and future. What right do you have to decide that for me?”


“Listen… you…” Anja began to talk.


“My name is Ceuma!” She barked. “It is the name I have chosen for myself and the name I have lived with for over a year. If it is too hard for you to pronounce correctly I would be most happy to explain it to you. Or do you refuse to speak my name because I am a clone of you and you consider me beneath you in some manner.”


Anja’s own jade green eyes grew wider. “What? No… no that is… it is nothing like that!” She exclaimed.


“Do I frighten you then?” Ceuma asked.

Anja’s eyes narrowed. “You are not supposed to be alive!” She snapped.


“Anja!” Eurin gasped in shock, though Ceuma and Sivana simply looked at her.


“Yes… I know that most intimately.” Ceuma finally said. “However… I am alive. You are troubled by that. That I exist.”


“It’s not everyday you meet an exact duplicate of yourself.” Anja stated. “I think troubled is actually a mild word to be honest.”


“I am alive.” Ceuma said. “I may look like you… be a copy of you… but as I told you in the transmission I am not you. Do you… do you intend to kill me?”


“What?” Anja gasped. “No!”


“That is good.” Ceuma said with a sigh. “I would not want to fight you. Joci has made sure I am capable of handling myself if need be.”


“You… you don’t need to be with this man.” Anja stated.


Ceuma’s eyes grew wide. “He is my mate and husband!” She exclaimed. “Why… why would I not want to be with him? I love him with all that I am!” She saw Anja glance quickly at Sivana and she smiled. “Yes… I know what love is. I feel it every morning when I wake in his arms. I feel it every night when I fall asleep in those same arms. And I feel his love and utter devotion to me whenever he makes love to me and steals my breath away.”


“How… how could you feel that way after what he did?” Sivana asked softly.


“I know everything about what happen.” Ceuma asked. “I know what that bastard Rinard told him, and I know what you saw in the security footage was not done at different times as Rinard would have you believe.”

“It wasn't?” Eurin asked surprised.

Ceuma shook her head. “It all took place in one day and the moment Joci knew that there was something not right he began to plot to get me out of there. Even then I knew what was happening… but Rinard was using his aura against me. Inflaming my…” She stopped talking for a moment and that is when Anja reached out and touched her arm. 

“We… we know about their auras.” Anja said gently.

Ceuma took a deep breath and nodded. “Of course you do.” She stated. “The moment Joci knew that there was something wrong he began to question what Rinard was doing. That is why you only see him in the first security footage taken and not the rest.”

Anja’s eyes narrowed. “He’s… he’s in all of them.” She stated.

Ceuma shook her head. “It may appear that way… but in fact he was not. I would know this because he was the only one who poured forth his feeling when he took me. He was the only one… he was the only one who was larger than Rinard and who I actually enjoyed being with that day. The footage that is being shown to you and all of the Union has been altered to show him in all of the sessions, when in fact he and Rinard argued after the first time and he departed.”

Sivana’s eyes grew wider. “That is how he survived Rinard killing the others!” She gasped. “He left before Rinard discovered where he lived.”

Ceuma nodded. “That is what we determined as well when we first saw the footage on the Netnews. Rinard is better connected than you might think… and he has others willing to do his dirty work for a price.”

“The woman?” Anja asked. “Who is the woman? Did Rinard kill her as well?”

Ceuma shook her head. “No. He was harsh with her in bed. He knew she did not want to be there… she kept saying she was only doing what she had been told. He took her roughly at times… but she was a good actress it seems. It took several hours to prepare her physically for her role. She had to alter her features and body enough so that it appears to be this Seanna in the footage.”

“Did you see her face before she changed it?” Anja asked.

Ceuma shook her head. “No. I’m sorry.”

“What do you remember?” Anja asked.
“About Rinard? I remember everything that…” Ceuma began to reply.

“No.” Anja said softly. “Before Rinard. Do you know where you came from? Where you were made? Where you have been? What you have done?”

“I have memories of a man.” Ceuma said in reply. “He was a stern man… kind but stern. I remember going through some training, schooling. I remember fighting in the desert. I can… I can remember the first night I… you… spent with the King.” Ceuma tilted her head slightly as she looked at Anja. “He is… he is very gifted physically…” Ceuma smiled wistfully. “Much like my Joci, though only a little thicker. He…”

“Ah… I believe that is enough of a description.” Eurin spoke quickly.

“I don’t understand why you would choose this Kevin person over him at that time of your life.” Ceuma said. “I would not have done so.”
Anja rolled her eyes. “Yeah… I’ve asked that question of myself a few times over the years.” She spoke as Sivana grinned.

“I guess that answers the question of whether her memories are yours sister.” Sivana said.

“There is a gap.” Ceuma said evenly. “I remember being assigned to a place on a dead planet. I did not want to be there. The next thing I remember is waking up in a ship and looking at Rinard. His is not the most pleasant face to wake up to.”

“I don’t imagine it is.” Eurin snorted.

“Up until Joci and I returned to his mother’s home, everything else is pretty much a blur.” Ceuma said. “It wasn't until Toncae began helping me to focus that I was able to fully become aware. I know that Rinard bit me to change me and make me more susceptible to his aura, and there were voices and images, but I can’t remember them very well.”

“I believe this is what Anja meant when she said you don’t have to be with this man.” Eurin spoke.

Ceuma looked at her. “Perhaps you don’t understand. Rinard may have turned me into what I am now, but it is Joci who my blood burns for completely. Just as yours burns for the King.” She said looking at Anja. “He does not love me because I look like you; he loves me for who I have become. It is his aura that caresses my senses and nerves now. It is Joci that my mind and heart calls for, Joci whose touch my body craves and Joci’s name I cry in the midst of our passion. The color of our skin when pressed together… the way he kisses me. No… Joci is my choice… and I wish to be with him now please.”

“We need to discuss quite a bit before I allow you to return to him.” Anja said.

Ceuma’s eyes narrowed. “Allow me to…. it was my choice to come here!” She snapped. “Our choice! We knew the only way we would be safe was to come here and help you prove everything that Rinard is doing is a lie! Do not presume to stand there and tell me when you will allow me to be with my mate! You would be sorely mistaken! We could just as easily have done what Toncae wanted us to do and run away!”

“And why didn’t you?” Anja asked.

“Because Joci is a Spartan!” Ceuma barked. “It is all he has ever wanted to be! He will never run away when there is a threat to those he is sworn to safeguard! And I am his mate and wife! I won’t allow him to run from his duty just to protect me!”

“That doesn’t excuse what he has done.” Anja said.

“What has he done to break any law?” Ceuma spat. “Is a crime to secretly desire your Queen now? Though after speaking with you, I can’t imagine why he would desire you! You are an upaee!”

Sivana couldn’t contain her outburst of laughter at the expression on Anja’s face. Eurin looked positively horrified and Ceuma glared at Anja toe to toe and eyeball to eyeball, no back down in her whatsoever.
“You speak the ancient Lycavorian language?” Anja spoke finally. 

“Of course I speak it!” Ceuma barked. “Joci’s mother is very traditional. Did you not hear me when I told you that?”

Sivana gripped her sister’s arm and shook her head unable to get her laughter under control. “Oh sister!” She gasped between chortles. “Anja… she is so much like you it is scary!”

“Vana… this is serious!” Anja protested.

“Trust me Queen Anja… I have no desire to steal your life from you.” Ceuma spoke once more. “The Hadarian Elders I would just shoot; the King is not in the least bit desirable to me; while intriguing I have no desire to sleep with other women, and I most certainly do not wish to have children. At least not yet. You can have your life. We are here so that we may get our lives back.”
Even Eurin smiled now and she looked at Anja. “I can honestly say she most definitely has your disposition Anja. And I hardly believe she is a threat to us. Not when they could have just as easily not come forward as she said.”

Anja crossed her arms under her full breasts and stared at Ceuma. Ceuma copied her exactly and folded her arms under her equally full breasts and stared right back.

Sivana chuckled. “This is going to be very interesting.” She said.


Atropos turned when the door to the room slid open. He saw a flash of corn blond hair on the head of his Queen and instinctively reached out to snatch Ceuma’s arm.


“Joci!” Ceuma exclaimed just as Atropos snagged her forearm.


Joci bolted to his feet. “Release her!” He bellowed stepping towards them just as Anja, Sivana and Eurin appeared in the doorway.


Ceuma wrenched her arm free with surprising strength and snarled at Atropos, her wolf fangs bursting from her gums. “Only my mate touches me!” She screamed. “Don’t you…”


Ceuma’s eyes grew a little wider when Joci’s aura washed over her and his thick arms encircled her from behind. Her eyes softened and her fangs quickly retracted and she cooed out her happiness as she leaned back against him. “Husband.” She whispered.


“I am here my wife.” Joci whispered in her ear, nuzzling her cheek as he did so. “You are safe.”


Ceuma turned within his embrace and wrapped her arms around his waist, crushing her small frame against his six feet of muscle and bone.


Atropos turned his head as Anja came up next to him. “Anja?” He asked softly.


Anja looked at him and patted his arm. “They are no threat to us or to me Atropos.” She said. “In fact… they just became our biggest asset. I am going to love seeing the look on Rinard and Buonau’s face when Ceuma here unveils our surprise.”


“My Queen… Anja… she is you.” Atropos said.


Anja shook her head. “No… she may look like me… her DNA may be identical to me… but she is most definitely not me.”


“Then who is she?”


Anja found herself smiling. “Her name is Ceuma.” She answered.

CITY OF TENILO 

WESTERN CONTINENT

HOME OF CHIEF MINISTER WIKTOR

“…do not know why she has not signaled me Elder Buonau.” The Commander of the Elder Guard Militia spoke from the secure transmission. “I have seen her five times over the last three days and she waves me off. Three times when it would have been perfect to execute our plan to take the children.”


“Why would Duewa do that?” Buonau asked.


“I do not know.” The man said. “I do know that the Co-Commander of the Royal Estate’s Durcunusaan detail, a Dilochitès Thoti, has been spending quite a bit of time with her. They have rarely been apart over this same time frame. Perhaps the King is aware we may attempt something like this and is having her watched more carefully.”


“Impossible.” Buonau snapped. “Our security has been impeccable.”

Wiktor leaned forward in her chair. “Buonau… the hearing for Anja is in two days. Is it possible Duewa is getting anxious and not willing to go through with our plan?”

Buonau looked at her. “No… I don’t believe that.” She stated. “My daughter has just as much to gain as we do from taking power from Anja. Besides… she is the one in the footage impersonating Seanna. She is even guiltier than the rest of us for acting with Rinard against the ruling Queen.”

Wiktor looked at Okein quickly but kept her expression neutral. She knew Buonau was a hard woman and would do anything to regain the power she had lost since Anja had been Queen, but sacrificing her own daughter to safeguard herself was not something she thought Buonau capable of.


“What do you wish me to do Elder Buonau?” The Militia Commander asked.


“The hearing where we will usurp Anja is in two days.” Buonau spoke quickly. “I will contact my daughter before then, but for now plan your assault for that day as they are returning from their school.”


The man nodded. “As you order Elder Buonau.”


Buonau turned to face them as the transmission went dark. “I will contact her and find out what is going on.”

“Having Retta and Calyb with us when we denounce their mother will have a telling effect Buonau.” Wiktor spoke. “That is why we went through with this and let them return to Earth with Leonidas.”


Buonau nodded. “I know that. You decided against my recommendation to take them before he left however.”


“Taking the Union King’s children from him on the day we charged their mother would have appeared just as false as the charges we have brought against her. And it would have thrown Leonidas into a frenzied rage.” Wiktor said. “He would have slaughtered any who attempted to take them.”


“I don’t believe he would have.” Buonau said. “I have studied this man extensively. He is a mindless brute, nothing more.”


Wiktor nodded. “As you have said in the past Buonau. However there are those of us who do not agree with that assessment. We give the man more credit than you. And even if what you say is true… he is a mindless brute with control of the most powerful weapons known to exist, and men and women willing to die at his very word.”


Buonau met her gaze. “Do you doubt what we will do?” She asked.

Wiktor shook her head immediately. “Not in the least.” She spoke. “I’m only saying we should be more cautious. You know of course who it is Rinard’s contacts have said will support us when we break away from the Union?”


Buonau nodded. “The Kavalians. Yes.”


“We need to be very careful in our dealings with them Buonau.” Wiktor spoke. “I do not fully trust their intentions.”


“We will have everything in writing and by contract Wiktor… don’t worry.” Buonau said. “Have you finished the formal announcement for when we declare our Independence?”


“It is nearly complete.” Wiktor said.


“Then I will allow you to go about your work while I contact Duewa and find out why she is delaying action.” Buonau said getting to her feet. “We will meet in the normal spot tomorrow to make final preparations in turning Anja over to Rinard.”


Wiktor and Okein watched as she made her way out of the main room and headed for the door. Okein waited until the door to the home had closed before turning to Wiktor. “We are doing the right thing aren’t we Wiktor. We are not going to regret this are we?”


“What choice do we have now but to go through with it?” Wiktor said. “We can not turn back and we must see it through to the end.”


“Why do you think Duewa has not given the signal to take the children?” Okein asked.


Wiktor shook her head. “Buonau is right in that Duewa dislikes Anja and the Lycavorians more than most.” She said. “Perhaps the Commander is correct and she is being watched much more carefully now by the Durcunusaan. In any event, that is not our concern. Help me finish this announcement for the hearing. It must be perfect.”
EARTH 

SPARTA


Buonau and Wiktor were correct in that Dilochitès Thoti, the Co-Commander of the Royal Estate Durcunusaan detail was spending much more time with Duewa. However it was not for the reasons they thought. And none of them would have been in the least bit happy had they taken note of Duewa’s reaction to this added attention. 


In fact they would have been downright horrified.


Horrified because, after three days of spending nearly every waking moment with Thoti and his son Hiero; seeing the interaction between Hiero and her two sons, Duewa was calling into question everything her mother had taught her through the years. It wasn’t the substance of what her mother had taught her, nothing of what she had schooled and drilled to Duewa was wrong in any way. The Lycavorians were a barbaric and sometimes cruel species. Many of their customs and traditions were foreign to Duewa, foreign to her mother and many of the older Elders and that is why they did not understand. And it had dawned on Duewa during the second day with Thoti that understanding was the major difference between them.

The dinner he and Hiero had prepared for her and her sons had been delicious, and it had stunned Duewa to think that a man could cook better than her. Yet Thoti’s culinary skills far surpassed her own, and at first she thought it was because he had raised his son for so long by himself. It wasn't until they were eating that she discovered it was a recipe he had received from the King. When she questioned him in a joking manner that Martin Leonidas had five wives to do his cooking, not to mention countless servants, Thoti had laughed and shook his head. She discovered that while all his wives and mates were incredible cooks, as any Lycavorian born or raised woman was, it was Martin Leonidas who had done the most cooking while his children were growing. Even to this day, it was something he looked forward to doing when it was just his family present for the meal. Duewa had listened to Thoti enraptured as he related to her his childhood, how he had met his Hadarian wife, and everything in between. His manner was laconic in many respects, but Duewa could see the burning intelligence in his eyes. 


She had watched him while he cooked with Hiero, directing his son in what to do, and even taking the time to pull her own sons into the kitchen with them. She had watched him skill them in cooking as he no doubt skilled the warriors he had trained through the years. He moved with confident grace, always aware of what was going on around him. Even talking to her and seemingly not paying attention to the three young boys in the kitchen, he had stopped her youngest from burning himself on the hotplate. He had not scolded Tinyn harshly, only told him that he needed to be aware of all around him. When her oldest Tinrell asked why they needed to do that Thoti had only smiled and said it would make them better Healers. 

Duewa was an exceptionally intelligent young woman, yet for the first time in her entire life, she had actually stopped to take in all around her. The day after their dinner, she had actually asked Retta and Calyb to show her what they could do. Thoti had told her to find a door into their world the previous night, and when Duewa asked them to show her what they could do, that door not only opened it was smashed off its hinges. She had been amazed at what they could do at so young an age, and when she asked Retta to show Tinrell to do something, she had willingly agreed. She had watched as with patience a ten year old should not have had, Retta showed him what she had asked and did so until he had gotten it exactly right. The joy in her son’s eyes was something she had never seen before and within hours Retta and Calyb were sitting in the courtyard, Mara and Endeem just behind them, listening without hesitation as Duewa schooled them in a style of Healing that they did not know. When she had sent them off to school later that morning, Duewa had reflected on what had happened, keeping an open mind and realizing that perhaps her mother had been wrong all along. There was an old saying that she had heard while on Earth in the previous months, people fear what they don’t understand, and realization dawned on Duewa that is exactly what was wrong with her.

That had been two days ago, and now she sat at the table in her small apartment while Thoti busied himself making them breakfast and she watched him. Watched him as she had watched no one in her life. Thoti stood a tad over six foot one in height; most Lycavorian men were well over the average five foot nine height of others within the Union. His two hundred and nineteen pounds was all tightly packed and lean muscle and definition. Duewa’s now dead Hadarian husband came no where close to the physical proportions of Thoti, and he was much more feminine in nature. Thoti was not a man who spent much time indoors, his skin deeply tanned. He was certainly not the most handsome man she had ever seen, or the most attractive male who had been interested in her, but as she gazed at him now Duewa found her heart racing at the prospect that this man might actually want her. Duewa had seen for herself the devotion and absolute commitment to their mates that Lycavorian and Elven males presented. The largest example of that was Martin Leonidas himself who, though the security footage of the clone of Anja being taken by many men still circulated throughout the Union, still remained utterly in love with her. Just as he did his other wives and mates. Duewa wondered if Thoti had been that way with his wife. She had been Hadarian Duewa discovered from Thoti himself, with short bright red hair and soft green eyes if the images of her in their home were accurate. Duewa learned he had committed himself to his son after her death, never showing interest in any female until… until her!


This insight hit Duewa like a slab of stone as she stared at him and incredibly Duewa felt a sudden surge of desire sweep through her at this knowledge. She had never had a Lycavorian man show interest in her. Those stationed on Hadaria knew her as an upaee they called her so often. A woman to steer well clear of if you valued your sanity. Rinard did not count as far as Duewa was concerned. He truly was a vile brute of a man who treated her as a slab of meat in their encounters. The times she had to allow him to slobber and grunt all over her body for the security footage to be taken Duewa thought she would vomit. He had been very rough with her, causing her quite a bit of pain with his size and demeanor. He had taken her like he hated her, without regard for what she was feeling. And Duewa had certainly felt no pleasure that day. As she gazed at Thoti, she felt a wave of shame sweep over her as she found herself wondering how large he was. Duewa had always heard from others that Lycavorian men were very well equipped sexually, and Rinard had far surpassed her husband in size, but he had truly been an animal. Duewa found herself wondering what it would be like with Thoti, and the thought of that caused her to become aroused just enough that she saw his head come up quickly as if he detected a new scent. 

Duewa silently cursed her stupidity as she looked down at the table, realizing that she should have known he would have smelled her arousal because of his animal senses. She took several deep breaths before lifting her head once more, only to find Thoti’s ruggedly handsome face not three inches from hers. His blue eyes were bright and filled with craving. Duewa knew instantly who that craving was for and try as she might to force it down, her arousal only grew.
“Tho… Thoti!” She gasped.

“Duewa!” He spoke to her in a husky tone. His deep voice strummed across the skin of Duewa’s cheeks and she had to stifle a groan of wanton need.

What was happening to her? She should not be acting this way. She should not be feeling this way, but no matter how she tried to fight it, she found herself wanting this man to have her. She watched his head tilt to the side slightly, his blue eyes measuring her up and she saw him smile ever so slightly, exposing the tips of his wolf fangs.
“Is what I smell… is it for me Duewa?” Thoti asked as he pushed the arranged flatware out of the way, some of it hitting the floor and shattering.

“Thoti I… I…”

Duewa nearly came in her thin panties when his hand came up behind her head and he pulled her lips to his as his fingers entwined in her thick auburn red hair. Her green eyes were wide for the briefest of moments at what was happening, and then his warm tongue invaded her mouth and embraced her own. Her eyelids closed almost dreamily then, as his tongue demanded entrance and she gave it to him. She had kissed her husband like this many times, but he never seemed to respond, and it had never made her body ignite in the way it was igniting now. Thoti not only kissed her, he devoured her. His tongue danced with hers in ways she had never felt, and the sheer dominance of his kiss was sending jolts of electric pleasure skittering throughout her body. 

By the grace of the Divine One he was going to make her come just by kissing her this way Duewa thought.
Her nipples were burning points of hardness pressing almost painfully against the fabric of her clothes. No matter how tightly she squeezed her thighs together, she could not stop the burning from her pussy or the wetness that was soaking her inner thighs. Duewa felt him begin to pull back from the kiss and felt suddenly empty. She opened her eyes slowly and saw his blue orbs staring at her with a devastating yearning. Blue orbs that were now encircled in a deep dark black ring; his wolf eyes. Duewa had never seen such beautiful eyes before and she gasped softly at the intensity of their gaze. A gaze that only increased the ardent fervor that was rapidly sweeping through her. Duewa was shocked at how badly her body yearned for this man’s touch upon her, her regimented Hadarian training inexorably being smashed into oblivion.
“Send… you must send me away now Duewa!” Thoti rasped. “If… if you do not want this to go any further, please send me away now!”

“Thoti… Thoti I can’t…” Duewa stammered trying to focus her words and get her raging emotions under control.

Thoti’s eyes closed then and his face drew away quickly. She could see him struggling to bring his own emotions under control as he stood up completely. “Forgive me.” He spoke very solemnly. “I… I should not have… tarfarie lae.” (Forgive me)
Duewa watched him turn and begin moving towards the door to her small apartment. Her soft green eyes grew wide as she become conscious of the fact that something she sought badly was about to leave. Duewa got to her feet slowly as she abruptly realized her future was about to walk out of her life forever and she was not going to stop him. After decades of listening to her mother, of doing her mother’s bidding no matter what it was or the shame it caused her, Duewa recognized it was everything her mother had wanted from her. Everything her mother expected her to do. All of it was guided by the fact that it helped her mother to regain power she had lost. None of it was what Duewa wanted. With the only exception being her beautiful sons, nothing Duewa had done in her adult life had been because it was what she wanted. All of it had been guided by her mother’s desire.

“Thoti!” Duewa heard herself call out his name just as his hand reached up to open the door. Duewa moved in front of the table, her hands shaking terribly as small tears spilled from the corners of her eyes. “Don’t… don’t you leave me!” When Thoti turned slowly to look at her with those devastating blue wolf eyes, the walls within Duewa, the walls she had spent so many years erecting, those walls came crashing down in an instant. “Don’t you leave me like… don’t you leave me like everything else in my life has left me.”
Duewa attempted to blink away the tears and then he was in front of her once more. She gasped at the speed with which he had moved, she had never seen anyone move so quickly, and then she sobbed loudly as his arms swept her up and he crushed his lips to her once more. It was the final instant that caused her to weep as everything she had learned, everything she had been raised to expect and experience was eternally shredded into nothing. She felt Thoti stagger back slightly until she bumped into the table, but this did not register fully for his soft lips and talented tongue were plundering her very essence. She gasped for air as he pulled back and she felt his hands reach up to grasp the flimsy shirt she wore. It came away in one tearing motion, the brassier confining her firm breasts with it, and Duewa saw stars as his head dropped down instantly and his warm lips engulfed one of her searing hot nipples. Duewa whimpered as the first orgasm smashed through her, Thoti’s strong hands pulling at the matching pants of the outfit that was now useless to her. Duewa heard more tearing sounds, but was lost within the grips of her orgasm, and then Thoti dropped her firm butt on the top of the table. He didn’t let go of her as she shuddered in the throes of passion, gingerly stretching her body across the table, and then his head dropped even lower. Duewa’s hands slammed down on the table top and she screamed in overwhelming delight when his lips found their way to her center like a heat seeking missile. His mouth clamped over her spasming pussy, his lips sealing themselves to her labia as his tongue stabbed out and battered her stiff clit without mercy. This action triggered another orgasm instantly, for no man had ever done this to her before. Duewa’s mouth fell open in a silent wail of pleasure, her soft green eyes wide in incredulity as her lithe body shuddered violently in needed pent up release.

Thoti, for his part, was equally incensed. The wolf within him was charging forward as he took what he wanted so badly. Duewa’s sweet berry blossom scent filtered into his nostrils and his brain, searing itself into his core, as he drank her sweet come like a starving madman. He detected the faint scent of another in her blood, but as she screeched out her passion and filled his mouth and throat with her essence, he dismissed it. When he was done with her, the only scent that would saturate her blood and being would be his. The burning in his blood for this woman he had not felt since his long dead mate and wife Hanna. She had been the only one able to make him feel this way, and Thoti was determined to love this Hadarian female so completely she would never wish to be with another. His cock was harder now than it had been in many years, and he yanked at his uniform pants with one hand as the fingers of his other hand manipulated Duewa’s stiff nipples. He didn’t need to worry about holding her in place for she had locked her thighs tightly around his head, her fingers clutching his head tightly as she shuddered in bliss.

Duewa basked in the incredible sensations of what she had just had ripping through her. Never had she felt such total and dominating pleasure. Never had she thought such sensations could exist. As her head tossed slowly from side to side she could feel the burning still growing, still building. She gasped when Thoti’s oh so wonderful lips and tongue left her now soaked pussy and he pushed her long lean legs further apart. Her pussy, her center, never had she even thought these words before, and now they came so naturally. By the gods what had this man’s passion released within her she thought? Thoti grasped her hands and yanked her up with barely a pause and then she tasted herself on his lips as he kissed her with scarcely controlled, but completely animalistic passion. A passion that was stirring her to a higher plane as well. She vaguely noticed that he was now shirtless, and her breasts were crushed against his hot, tanned skin, her erect nipples sweltering to the touch. He yanked her head back gently and gazed into her eyes, his hands and fingers wrapped within her long hair now wildly strewn about and unkempt. Duewa saw the animal then, and what she saw impelled her further into that realm she had never been before. She glanced down when his hands pulled her forward and her green eyes grew wide as she saw what he was offering her. What he wanted from her. 

Duewa shook her head quickly, placing her palms against his chest, trying to push him away. “Tho… Thoti… no! I…”

He was far too strong for her, especially in her state and soon he had her off the table and had pushed her to her knees in front of him. Duewa’s wide eyes gazed at his huge cock as she placed her hands on his hips, still trying to hold him back. He was larger than Rinard, so thick and dominating and so…

Delicious looking!

Duewa could not believe she had just thought that but it was so true. Even with Rinard and the others she had tolerated in that disguise, she had never done what she wanted to do now. It was disgusting and beneath her to resort to such methods, yet now her mouth was watering at just the thought of it. His fingers were laced within her hair and pulling her head closer to his throbbing cock. Whatever misgivings had been bred into her from her childhood quickly found their way in oblivion as Duewa took her hands from his hips and wrapped them around that pulsing shaft. She heard Thoti gasp out and his abdomen quivered at just her touch upon his cock and this knowledge only caused Duewa to feel power. Power over him in a way that he had power over her only moments ago. Power to make him feel the same pleasure he had given her so easily. Duewa leaned closer, marveling at the throbbing shaft just millimeters from her lips. It had to be at least twenty-five and a half centimeters long and six centimeters thick. She could barely get her fingers to touch around the circumference and…
“Anse woman!” Thoti’s voice rasped out. “Don’t… don’t play with me! I won’t last if…” Duewa didn’t let him finish his sentence as she engulfed the bulbous head of his cock within her lips and took him deeply into her mouth. “Arrrggghhh!”
Duewa’s eyes were wide as she felt the cascading heat from his throbbing cock within the confines of her mouth. Her tongue pressed against the underside of his shaft and she could actually feel the blood pulsing along that thick vein. She closed her eyes in surreal bliss and shivered in a tiny orgasm just from the feel of his thick pole within her lips. The texture of his cock was like soft satin, so smooth and warm. She held him motionless within her mouth, the head of his cock at the back of her throat. She could feel his thighs tense and his abdomen clench as he held back from plunging his shaft entirely into her throat. The musky fragrance of his maleness filled her nose and then she could taste him. It was lightly salty but delicious in its consistency and flavor. This only caused her to groan even more around his thick shaft, the humming vibration rippling along the fifteen or so centimeters of his beautiful shaft that she held tightly between her lips. Instinctively she began to draw her head back, keeping her lips tightly sealed around his cock until she could feel the ridges of the underside of the pulsating head. Without further question or thought she plunged her head back down the length of his thick cock and heard him hiss out his satisfaction. Duewa dropped one hand from around the base of his shaft to cup his large balls. They felt so full to her and she wondered just what it would be like to taste him fully. She knew from her time with Rinard that Lycavorian men were able to release quite a bit of come and she didn’t know what she would do when…

“Duewa!” Thoti cried as his hands tightened on her head. “Duewa… I can’t hold it any… nubou.”

The answer to her question came then as the head of his beautiful cock engorged even larger at the back of her throat and she felt the first blast of his burning hot come race down her throat. Duewa’s eyes closed in faraway delight as she realized the control she had over her man.
Her man.

As his come warmed her stomach, the next eruption flooded her mouth without pause and Duewa savored the flavor as she swallowed what he gave to her devoid of hesitation and realized that he was her man now. 
This is what she had been missing for so many years Duewa thought as she released his erupting balls with her hand and wrapped her arms as far around his powerful ass cheeks as she could reach. Tiny orgasms quaked through her as she drank Thoti’s essence fervently, never wanting it to end. Four. Five. Six. Seven powerful explosions of his mouth-watering come found their way into her mouth and belly before it began to ebb. Duewa felt magnificently full then as Thoti leaned forward slightly to rest his hands on the edge of the table. She suckled every last bit of his essence from his still unbelievably hard cock, not wanting to let a single drop escape the prison of her lips, and still he did not diminish in size. Duewa found she would have been quite content to spend the rest of the day snuggled between his legs and feasting on his essence so marvelously did she enjoy herself, but Thoti had other plans.

Duewa felt his hands slide under her armpits and reluctantly she released his magnificent cock as her lifted her easily. Her face was reddened and she attempted to wipe her lips but Thoti took her face in his hands and gazed at her with those incredible eyes.
“Son vada carians woman!” He gasped looking at her flushed cheeks and quivering lips. “That… that was beyond incredible!”

Duewa was stunned as his lips came down on hers and she had no doubts he could taste himself on her lips. Apparently it did not matter to him in the least as he lifted her into his arms with another breath stealing kiss and rested her firm ass on the table top. Duewa lavished in his kiss and what it made her feel, until she felt him move between her spread thighs and the head of his huge cock press against her slick labia. She tore her lips from his and put her hands on his shoulders.
“Thoti… wait! I… I have never had one so…” Duewa gasped out the words.

His finger on her lips quieted her words of reluctant protest and he shook his head with a smile. His beautiful blue eyes had changed once more and Duewa could clearly see the black ring around the powder blue cornea. She saw the tips of his fangs just beneath his lips and he leaned forward to brush those wonderful lips across her own lips and then her cheeks until finally he nuzzle the side of her neck and her ear.

“No my sweet Duewa.” He spoke softly. “I have tasted you and you have tasted me. I am in your blood now… and I will never do anything to harm you. You are mine now Duewa of Hadaria and I intend to leave you breathless.”
Duewa felt the warmth and sincerity of his words sweep through her, but before she could answer him he hunched forward and the pulsing head of his huge cock pressed into her easily, followed by four inches of his shaft. Duewa’s fingers curled inward on his shoulders as her eyes bulged open and her head dropped limply to the side. Nothing she had experienced had ever prepared her for what she felt now. Thoti’s cock filled her like nothing she could describe and her lips parted as she howled out her shameless delight. The orgasm smashed aside all that remained of the old Duewa and ushered in the new. Not even pausing to allow her to catch her breath, Duewa felt him hunch forward again, burying the remainder of his huge cock into her velvet tightness. Her head lolled to the side once more, bright flashes of light bursting in her head as Thoti stretched her magnificently. Her orgasms were coming nonstop and she could not focus her mind enough to do more than clutch him as he began to move within her depths. 
“Thoti! Thoti!” Duewa screamed with abandon. “My… my beautiful Thoti! I… fuuccckk meeeee! Give… gives me… aahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

Duewa could no longer form coherent words as Thoti filled his large hands with the cheeks of her ass and began to pummel her firm body with devastating strokes of his massive cock. He was reaching up inside her to places she never knew she had, hitting spots within her pussy that had until this day remained untouched, and Duewa was awash in the agonizing pleasure it was causing. He lifted her from the table and without hesitation she wrapped her taut legs around his waist, and her arms around his broad shoulders, never wanting the feelings to stop. Still he continued to drive into her with power and ease, the walls of her pussy contracting and releasing his dominating cock with a will of its own it seemed. Duewa could feel his heavy balls slapping against the underside of her ass every time he rammed home, and she only had to glance down between their bodies once to see every incredible inch of his huge cock buried inside her trembling body to know that what she was feeling was very real.
Duewa felt his movements become faster and harder and she whimpered out her ecstasy as her orgasm began deep in the center of her belly and exploded outward like a supernova. She screeched out her brazen enchantment, every nerve ending in her body shouting to the heavens as she felt his huge cock distend to almost impossible proportions inside her. With a final grunt of wanton surrender, Thoti rammed into her completely one last time and Duewa’s world descended into a sphere of emotion that she had never visited when the first explosion of his molten come detonated directly into her womb. He crushed her small frame against his body, his face buried in her sweet smelling hair, even as Duewa tried to pull him tighter to her.

You are mine now Duewa of Hadaria. He had said to her only moments before. 
Duewa allowed the tears to come once more. Tears of release, of happiness, of wanton enchantment. But most of all, tears for a love she never imagined she would find.

SODRAG


“…completely lost your nubous mind?” Martin Leonidas raged at his oldest son as he paced back and forth on the tarmac.


Andro and Elynth stood quietly as Martin kept shaking his head as he moved. Torma rested on the ground behind him, their STRIKER a hundred meters further back. Andro had no intention of letting his father anywhere near Carisia or Arrarn, Narice and Toria. He had felt something different from his father for some time now, something dark and foreboding and he did not want to expose those he loved to it without reason.


“Have you and Arrarn lost your minds?” Martin continued. “What were you thinking?” He held up his hand. “Don’t answer that! You weren’t thinking… or you were thinking with the wrong head! That I can forgive, they are beautiful young women!”


“I assure you father… we are in complete control of our facilities.” Andro stated as calmly as he could.


Martin stopped pacing and looked at him. “What the fuck is that? A joke?” He snapped.

“Now is not the time to joke with me son!”


“It is not a joke.” Andro answered. “I’m not understanding what it is you are so upset about?” Andro said.


“You’re kidding right?” Martin barked. “It’s all over the Netnews Andro! You and this Carisia. Arrarn and Aikiro’s daughter Narice… and this unknown red head. The entire Union knows about it now.” Martin looked at him. “That vile bitch Yuri’s daughter? Andro… this is way beyond the pale son.”

“Enylarcopri is not like her mother in any way.” Andro spoke. “In fact she despises her mother with every fiber of her being.”


Martin looked at his son with wide eyes. “Enylarcopri?” He spat. “Ah… Andro you didn’t?”

Andro nodded. “Yes.”


“Nubou lae!” Martin swore. “Tell me your brother didn’t…?” Martin’s eyes grew even larger and he stepped right up to Andro, his face only inches away. “Have you and your brother gone completely off the fucking deep end! You married them?” He screamed. “You took them as your mates?”


Andro’s azure blue eyes remained undaunted. “You have still not given a reason why this is so unacceptable to you father.” He said calmly. 


“Reason?” Martin hissed. “They are our fucking enemies! That is reason enough!”


“Carisia, Narice and Toria are not our enemies.” Andro stated. “Nor are the riders and dragons I am training.”


“They are High Coven!” Martin snarled. “They killed your grandfather! They have tried to kill your mothers and me in the past! They…”


“Have never done any such thing.” Andro interrupted him. “Is that what this is all about father? What the High Coven has done to you and our family in the past?”


“Don’t you tap dance with me boy!” Martin barked at him.


“I know all about our past father.” Andro spoke. “I grew up every day hearing about our past and how it has shaped our future. It shapes our future even now. Carisia is the future of the High Coven. Narice and Toria as well. They are our future.”


“You won’t have a future if you trust them!” Martin roared. “They’ll gut you in your sleep and leave you for dead! There is no future with them and you will end it now!”


Elynth’s head came up now and her golden eyes stared right at Martin. So you will force me to leave my mate as well King Martin. She spoke.


What? Torma snapped.


Martin looked at Elynth. Ah… not you too!

Elynth looked at her father without fear as his obsidian body rose off the ground. Anthar! Elynth said. He has taken me as his mate and I have joyously accepted. We have been mates for almost three months and I bless the gods above every day I wake with him next to me father.


Torma growled menacingly. You had no right to do this! He roared within Mindvoice. You should have asked permission from the Elder Council as is our way! You should have asked your mother and me!


And listen to a litany of false reasons why it would be such a horrible idea? Elynth shook her head. I don’t think so. I have shared dreams with him for many months now father. Long before he ever came here. Just as Andro and Sadi have seen Carisia in their dreams. This is not something that just happened. This was preordained. We are meant to be together. And I am old enough to make decisions for myself and I have been since well before now.

“Rensibfla!” Martin growled before Torma could reply causing both Andro and Elynth to look at him. “Your actions only prove neither of you can make sensible decisions!”


“By whose definition father?” Andro asked harshly. “Ours or yours?”


Martin glared at him. “By mine!” He shouted. “By Torma’s! By the fact that I am your father and the fucking King of this Union! The Coven can’t be trusted! Yuri, Aikiro… none of them! And most especially not their slut daughters.”

Andro’s eyes narrowed. “I will forgive your comment this once father. I will not forgive it again.” He spoke maintaining control on his own anger which was building now as well. “Your mistrust of the High Coven is relevant to a point father.” He spoke evenly. “But it should not include those who have been here. Those you have not seen and trained every day. These men and women, these riders and dragons, they grow by leaps and bounds in what they can do. Each day brings them closer to breaking the chains that tie them to the Coven. They…”


“They will leave here when you are done!” Martin barked out. “They will go into battle against the Kavalians and more than likely be the turning point in their war with the Coven. We will have handed the Coven victory because you know as well as I do that even one dragon can alter the landscape of a battle! When the Coven is done with the Kavalians… we will end up facing these same riders and dragons! We will have created our own worst enemy!”


It is true! Torma echoed. We are training them to do everything we can do! It will only make it harder to defeat them!


“You both seem to think that a battle between them and us is inevitable.” Andro said. “Why is that?”


“They are High Coven! Vampires!” Martin snapped. “Our two species have been at war for as long as anyone can remember!”


“Yet you still took mother as your mate and wife.” Andro said. 


“Don’t bring your mother into this!” Martin barked.


“And why not? She is a vampire. A Pureblood. What makes her any different than Carisia or Narice? What makes it so you can accept her… love her… and despise who Arrarn and I now love?” Andro spoke.


“Your mother has never been part of the High Coven!” Martin snarled. “She has always hated it… and the first chance she got she left! Her mother died insuring she was free!”


“And because Carisia and Narice are of the same blood as the two women our family hates the most… they are not capable of such action as well?” Andro said. “Father… that sounds awfully close to distrust by association. Something you yourself have told me and my siblings to avoid.”


“You can not trust Yuri’s daughter!” Martin roared. “You can not trust Aikiro’s daughter! They are not your mother and I won’t allow it!”


Nor will I allow this relationship to continue between you and this… this Anthar! Torma announced.


“You won’t allow it?” Andro stated. “What gives you the right to tell us who we can take as our mates?”


“I am your father and King!” Martin hissed. “That gives me the right!”


The right to tell me who I can take as a mate as well King Martin? Elynth spoke.


No! I have that right as your father! Torma declared.


“You are not even giving them a chance.” Andro said. “You never have. Not since they have been here. You have seen them once! Only once! You don’t even know what they can do!”


“You disobeyed my instructions and issued them Mark Eleven saddles!” Martin nearly screamed. “The most sophisticated saddle we have in our inventory and you just give it out to our enemy!”


“I had the TJB removed from all of them.” Andro spoke. “The Mark Eleven is the most comfortable and streamlined of our saddles. You wanted me to train them and I decided they needed them!”


“You decided!” Martin snapped. 


“You put me in charge of their training!” Andro reminded him.


“I did that because I could not be seen by the Kavalians as moving back and forth to a secret location!” Martin exclaimed. “Now that doesn’t matter… because your reporter friends have let the fucking cat out of the bag!”

“Dilaen and Thomas Roan had nothing to do with the information that was released.” Andro spoke. “They have… they have been here with us for three days now! They are not responsible!”


Martin glared at him. “You… brought two reporters from the Netnews to one of our five most secret bases within the Union?” He screamed. “Aur carian son… you have gone insane!”


“Having them on our side for a change will work to our favor!” Andro snapped. “I would think you would understand that!”


“First Yuri’s daughter… then Aikiro’s daughter… now these reporters!” Martin barked. “Is there any other bombs you are planning to drop on me?”


Andro shook his head slowly. “None that would make you see things differently it appears.” He said.


“You’re nubous right about that!” Martin shouted. “You have royally fucked up here Andro! Aikiro has been screaming for me in Mindvoice since this news broke. She is beyond mad… and no doubt that lunatic, whack job daughter of hers is even more crazy with anger. Not to mention I have to explain to the Kavalians…”


“It is the Kavalians we should be worried about.” Andro said instantly.


“We are not at war with the Kavalians!” Martin snapped.


“Nor are we at war with the High Coven.” Andro interjected. “Not any longer.”


“The Cease Fire Accords were a farce to cover you training their dragons!” Martin exclaimed.


Andro nodded. “And to all but a select few, the Cease Fire Accords are very real. This announcement concerning Carisia and Narice has nothing to do with the Kavalians and hiding the Coven dragons. You are really pissed off because Arrarn and I have fallen in love with the daughters of two women you truly hate!” He turned to look at Torma. “And you are bent out of shape because Elynth allowed a male she was most attracted to claim her as his mate without consulting you. Anthar is as devoted to her as you are to Isheeni Torma. He would…”


“Love!” Martin barked. 


I do not care what he would do young Androcles! Torma snarled within Mindvoice. This… this relationship is not acceptable to me! Nor will it be to your mother!


I would like to hear mother say that! Elynth barked right back.


You dare question me daughter!


Elynth drew herself up on all four of her legs now. Yes!

Andro looked at his father. “What is it with you two?” He asked quickly. “Where… where is all this anger coming from father? You have never been like this before. You always were one to look at everything before making a decision. What… what has changed?”


“Nothing has changed!” Martin spoke.


“Never fear the unknown.” Andro said. “Is that not what you have raised all of us to believe and follow? Why can you not look past your own hate and distrust of Yuri and Aikiro and see the…”


“Two days!” Martin shouted. “You put together a plan to separate the coven riders from their dragons. In two days they will be taken into custody and their dragons taken from them. I should never have agreed to this in the first place.”


Andro’s eyes were wide. “You are joking!” He gasped.


“Fuck no, I’m not joking. Aikiro and Yuri, all of them, they are gone. They stole those dragons from us and they will not leave with them!” Martin snapped. 


“Carisia is my mate!” Andro barked. “My wife! As Narice and Toria are Arrarn’s! Anthar is Elynth’s mate! You can’t just send them away!”


“You should have thought about that before you thought with your dick and not your head!” Martin hissed. “That’s exactly what I’m going to do! Torma and I talked about this on the way here. They will be separated from their riders and taken to Dragon Mountain to be reintegrated into the population. And Vollenth… he’s done! You should have killed him when you had the opportunity! He is a disease and he will only be a problem as long as he is alive. A problem we don’t need.”


You can’t! Elynth declared her wings rustling at this news.


You will obey daughter! Torma spoke.


The bonds they have created with their riders are too strong! Elynth announced. If you… if you separate them now, after what we have taught them, you will be condemning all of them to eternal emptiness! They will never recover! They will have a hole in their psyche and their souls that can never be filled!


Martin shook his head. “I’m sorry… but that is the fault of you and Andro. Not ours.” Martin spoke more softly. “You should never have given them the training that you have. You should have remained with the very basic maneuvers and tactics. You two chose to go deeper and bring them together.”

Andro stood there wide eyed. “Have you even seen Vollenth?” He snapped. “Did you even stop to see who he has become before you made this decision? He has sons that he adores. Viera and he are discovering each other as mates should!”


Martin shook his head. “He was Yuri’s dragon, and he will always have a part of her within him. She’s a black hearted bitch and she passed that on to him.”


Does grandmother know you have decided this? Elynth snapped.


“Arzoal had no say in this.” Martin answered. “This is a decision I made for the security of the Union.”

“Father… you… this is not you!” Andro pleaded. “What you are doing… you would not do this!”


Martin met his eyes. “It’s already done. In two days a detachment from the Durcunusaan Dragon Guards will be here to take the dragons into custody and then return them to Dragon Mountain. You will insure there is no trouble. Is that clear?”


“NO!” Andro roared. “It is not clear! This is wrong! You are letting your hatred and mistrust of Yuri and her mother influence your decisions! Both of you are being affected! It is wrong and you both know it!”


“Do you two want to take care of Vollenth… or should we?” Martin continued. 


“Father you…”


“Androcles Leonidas!” Martin bellowed. “Do I need to relieve you of your command or will you follow the directives of your King?”


Andro’s azure eyes held boundless shock in them, unbelieving that his father could act in such a callous way. “You… you would relieve me of my command?” He gasped.


“If that’s what it takes to make sure my orders are followed… yes.” Martin stated. “Now what is it going to be?”


You would take from us those that we love! Elynth snarled glaring at Martin. Those that love us?

Be silent Elynth! Torma declared.


I will not be silent! Anthar is my mate! I love him as he loves me! What right do you have to tell me otherwise? 


We only do this for your own good. Torma spoke.


“Andro?” Martin asked never taking his eyes off his son. “Give me an answer. I have other meetings to attend and I have to deal with that bitch Aikiro. What’s it going to be?”


[Andro my brother, what is happening?] Elynth spoke slamming up shields that neither her father or Martin could breach.


Martin looked at Torma quickly when they felt it. “Don’t do that.” He stated turning back to his son. “Don’t make me relieve you son.”


Andro didn’t look up but raised his hand and placed it on Elynth’s muscular neck as he met his father’s eyes. “I… I will do as your order King Leonidas.” He spoke with a chilling cold in his tone.


“Vollenth?” Martin asked.


“Those are your orders are they not?” Andro hissed savagely.


Martin nodded. “You’ll thank me later son.” He said.


“You may believe that if it makes you feel better father.” Andro spoke coldly.


“Contact me when it is done. The DDG detail will be here in two days. First thing in the morning.” Martin said. He turned without pause and began moving back towards the STRIKER. 


Torma looked at his daughter. It is for the best daughter. He told her.


Would you say the same thing if mother was being taken from you? Elynth snarled at her father. I think not! Not my father! He would never accept that!


Torma shook his massive head and began following Martin back towards the STRIKER.


Elynth lowered her head next to Andro’s shoulder and pressed the side of her snout against his cheek. [Andro my beloved brother, what is happening?]


Andro lifted his arm and laced it under her jaw as far as he could, watching as the ramp on the STRIKER began to close and the engines began to spool up.

[Did you see it Elynth?] Andro asked her. [Did you see it?]


[See what?]


[The darkness that swirls around both of them.] Andro spoke looking at her golden eyes as his father’s STRIKER lifted into the sky. [Like a fine mist within Mindvoice.]

Elynth’s eyes grew wider. [I thought… I thought it was just because he was so angry with us.]


Andro shook his head. [No. How many times have we angered them before now? Have they ever acted in this way? With such virulent hatred and anger?]

[No.] Elynth answered. 


[Something is wrong.] Andro spoke turning back to watch the STRIKER disappear quickly into the horizon. [Something is very wrong.]


[Andro… I will not allow him… I will not allow them to take Anthar from me.] Elynth declared. [I must talk with my mother.]


[NO!] Andro said looking at her now. [No. She would not be able to do anything now. We must do this ourselves sister.]


[What do you mean?] Elynth asked.


[Do you believe I will forsake Carisia? Do you believe I will make Arrarn forsake those he loves? I will protect my brother. I will protect them all. Including Vollenth and his sons and mate.] Andro spoke forcefully.


Elynth titled her head slightly. [Andro… what do we do? How can we stop this?]


Andro turned to face her fully, reaching up to take her snout in both his hands. Elynth lowered her massive head even further and placed it against his forehead. 


[They can’t take what they can’t find sister.] He stated simply.

