CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN
PILLAR OF FAITH

KAVALIAN SPACE

ELEVN HOURS FROM RITAAH

Athani Leonidas stirred on the large bed in hers and Resumar’s quarters and rolled over slowly, the thin sheet over her naked form pulling away to expose her breasts but still remain over her hips and legs. Athani never slept with clothes now, she loved the feel of Resumar’s hard body against her own too much to deny herself that simple pleasure, and it was something her handsome elf/wolf husband adored. Her tail twitched gently under the sheet as her hand reached for Resumar but found empty sheets and she lifted her head, her feline like eyes finding Resumar sitting in the chair across from the bed seemingly staring off into space. She lifted her upper body slightly, her golden blond hair falling around her shoulders and stared at his back and shoulders for a moment.

The crew of the PILLAR OF FAITH, once it was discovered that Resumar and she were married, had worked feverishly for four days knocking down bulkhead walls and enlarging the quarters that Resumar and she would occupy. She was astounded at the room they had provided for them, their quarters separated into three different sections, and very comfortably furnished. She recognized many of their things from the villa in Gytheio that had been brought up while they trained in Asia to make it more welcoming for them. Resumar had wanted her to buy whatever she desired while he helped to train the Coven Riders at SODRAG, but Athani had been much more frugal. She was used to not having very much, and what she had now was far more than she had ever dreamed she would have, and it would be a waste to simply buy things because she could. The single most important item she had found was the man sitting in the chair across the bedroom. Yes he was younger than her, nearly forty years younger than her, but Athani could not deny the irresistible love that she had for him. She in fact embraced it and everything it had brought her. It did bring her some measure of vengeance as she realized that Pusintin was also Lycavorian and wolf. Yet no matter how often he had taken her against her will, using his Alpha aura against her many of those times, he could never do to her what this half elf and half wolf man could do to her. Resumar Leonidas could make her toes cry out in happiness and delirious passion if he so chose to Athani thought with a smile, and she had felt within Mindvoice just how devoted to her he was. A feeling that Athani returned with ardor.


“Resumar?” She finally called out in barely a whisper as she drew the sheet around her and slid to the end of the bed. He didn’t answer her and Athani pushed off the bed to pad across the cool floor to where he sat. She made a mental note to buy some of those wonderful rugs she saw in the royal villa for their room here to chase away the chill. She came up beside him and reached out to place her hand on his shoulder, caressing the back of his neck and his two inch high elven ears with her fingers while her long tail lifted to trail along his upper thigh as she knew he so loved. “Resumar… my love?”


Resumar turned to look at her then and Athani saw his changed wolf eyes focus on her for an instant and then suddenly disappear. “Aryschanne?” He spoke.


“You looked very distant my love. Very distant from here.” Athani spoke softly. “Are you… are you alright?”


Resumar nodded and pulled her onto his knees and upper thighs. Athani smiled as she situated her petite frame in his lap, feeling his wonderful cock press against her smooth pussy through the sheet, but instinctively knowing now was not the time to pursue more pleasurable events. Athani had found that as much as she loved this man and all he had given her, it did not take much for her to surrender to him completely. His cock filled her to overflowing, and he made love to her with a passion and intensity that took her breath away every time. Athani had discovered very quickly in their relationship that Resumar Leonidas did not have to use his wolf aura on her to make her desire him insanely. The knowledge of how he felt about her and how he treated her usually did that all by itself.

“I am fine.” He said as his hands settled on her hips.


Athani lifted her hand and stroked his cheek. “Resumar Leonidas… I am your wife now and I have grown enough within Mindvoice thanks to Deneth and your Feravomir to know you were very distant from this room. This ship. What is wrong my love?”


Resumar looked at her blue/green eyes and gripped her firm ass cheeks pulling her even tighter onto his lap and feeling her tail curl around his calf and up along his thigh. “There is something happening on Earth.” He said softly.


Athani’s head tilted slightly. “What do you mean happening?”


Res shook his head slowly. “We are too far for me to communicate with anyone there in Mindvoice, not even my father or Andro, and they would be the only two who I could touch anyway. My family… we have always been able to sense when there is something wrong with another in our family. Perhaps not what that is, but that there is something wrong. It is a sense of unease that overtakes us and remains in the back of our minds until it is settled.”

Athani took his face in her hands. “What have you felt Resumar?” She asked.


“I don’t know for sure… but whatever has happened it has Androcles enraged to a point I have not felt from him since Alba Tau.” Resumar answered her. “It was very faint… but if I could sense it over this great a distance then something very bad has…”

“Something has happened to someone in your family?” Athani said immediately. “We could break COM silence and transmit home. We could…”


Resumar shook his head. “No. This mission is too important to risk detection by your people Aryschanne.”


“You are my people now Resumar Leonidas my love!” Athani stated with unequivocal pride. “You… Andro… your father… your family. And all who are included in that circle. My life began the day I met you and I have buried my past.”


Resumar smiled as he looked at her with love. “Then it is too important to risk detection by Kavalian forces.” He said. “I’m quite sure there are enough of my family members on Earth to handle it.”

Athani smiled and leaned forward to brush her lips across the front ridge of his elven ear and feeling him shudder in delight. “Better.” She said softly into his ear. “But there is still room for improvement.”

Resumar took a deep breath. “My family is strong. My siblings strong. If it is something that I need to know then my father or Andro will break COM silence and let me know. We will contact them anyway when we get on the surface and find the MV ship as we planned. Until then we will stick to the plan we have made.”


“So you trust the High Coven to do their part?” Athani asked.


“I trust you. I trust Deneth and Dario and Sorran.” Resumar spoke. “Trusting the High Coven is another matter entirely.”


“This… this Juliana One seems different since we left Resumar.” Athani said. “Almost as if she has discovered something she did not know before.”


Res nodded. “I’ve noticed that too. Dario as well.” He said. 


“Your cousin teases me endlessly about my tail you know.” She said with a smile as Dario’s name came up.


Resumar chuckled softly. “It is his way Aryschanne. He means nothing derogatory with his comments.”

Athani nodded quickly. “Oh… I know.” She stated with a smile. “I tease him back just as badly I suppose.” She said.

“He has always been like that. He spent quite a bit of time with my mother Anja as he was growing. His father was part of her Durcunusaan detail before shifting over to Deia’s. He acts like her in many ways. He tries to use humor and funny quips to keep the mood light no matter what is happening. You notice Sorran has taken after him in a darker sort of way?”

Athani nodded with a smile. “Yes. Well… we will have to find Dario his own Kavalian female that still has her tail so that he may become fascinated with her instead of me. If he is half as good to her as you are to me, then he will sweep her off her feet in moments.”


Resumar laughed. “Yes… that would be interesting. And if she is like you, he will be quite the clown around her.”


“Juliana One troubles you, doesn’t she?” Athani asked.


Resumar shook his head. “Not in the way you might think. There is something different about her since we left, but for some reason I don’t think it involves us. If it does… I don’t believe it is a threat.”


“The others I am not so sure about.” Athani spoke. “The man who replaced the fool you struck despises me even more… he just hides it better.”


“You must remember… these are the High Coven Elite troops.” Res told her. “They have been under the thumb of the High Coven Weapons Masters and those who have hated our kind for hundreds if not thousands of years. They have been brainwashed quite thoroughly.”


“Perhaps they…”


The COM panel interrupted Athani’s statement and she turned her head towards the desk. She went to move but Resumar held her tightly and stood up quickly. Athani laughed and wrapped her legs around his hips and her tail around his waist. Resumar moved to the desk holding her like that and Athani reached down and pressed the panel.

“Yes?” She asked turning back to Resumar and seeing his dark eyes grow alluring and filled with desire.


“Princess Athani… you and Prince Resumar may wish to join me on the bridge.” The voice of the FAITH’S Captain came over the COM. “Long range sensor readings have altered somewhat.”


The look of desire vanished quickly from Resumar’s face and he became all business once more. Athani could only inwardly shake her head. These were the men her father and Pusintin wanted to provoke and anger. Men who could be loving you senseless in one moment and slaughtering their enemies in the next. Not the sort of men you wanted to get on the bad side of she decided.

“Altered how?” He asked now.


“Perhaps you should see for yourself Milord.” The Captain answered. “And I recommend having the High Coven female join us as well.”


“Send for her.” Resumar ordered. “Athani and I will join you shortly.”


“As you order Milord.”

Resumar turned and looked at his wife. “I’m sorry.” He said.


“Don’t be sorry my love. As you have told me before, we will have eternity together.” Athani said with a smile. “Think of what we can do with all that time? Think of the pleasure we will give each other.” She batted her beautiful eyes at him and leaned forward to nibble his lips. “I know I look forward to it.”

Resumar chuckled. “So true.” He said. “So true.”


The Captain of the PILLAR OF FAITH turned as the main doors to the bridge slid open and Resumar came in with Athani besides him holding his hand. He was a Lycavorian officer, young by some standards at only six hundred and nineteen years old, but a man that had seen much action during the Evolli War and several border clashes with High Coven forces through the years. When he had been chosen to command the FAITH, knowing that it would be the ship of the King’s second oldest son, he knew he had reached the pinnacle of his career and that there was only one place he could go after this. To be chosen to command the warship of a Leonidas was the most honored of positions, and he had every intention of doing his duty to the very best of his ability. It was one of the reasons he had hand picked his entire command crew. He knew what skills Resumar Leonidas had, and Captain Antell would insure that he had the best teachers within the realm of starship combat just as his brother Andro had had. Like his brother however, Resumar had made it very clear to Antell when he first came onboard that he was sorely lacking in command experience when it came to ships. As Andro had done with Sa'sur and his father with Komirri, Resumar stated he was ready to learn and they would command this ship together.

“Antell… what do you have?” Resumar asked as he saw Juliana One enter the bridge from another side entrance, the Durcunusaan troop as her escort.


The burly Lycavorian motioned to one of his officers. “Switch it here.” He said as he moved up next to the main star chart as it came alive. He adjusted the controls from the panel until the holo image showed a single planet and dozens of red dots. “The disposition of the Kavalian forces has changed in the last several days it appears.” He spoke. “They have moved from orbiting Uirmeik into this portion of space that borders U’zolot Consortium space.” He motioned with his finger. “It is essentially Wild Space that the Consortium no longer deems of value.”


“Because they have mined it for everything within it.” Resumar said in disgust.


Antell nodded. “Yes. They are extending further out from their opposite border with the Union since your father refused them access to Union space and the mineral rich planets along the border.”


Juliana looked at Resumar. “The Union forfeited a windfall profit when your father did that.” She said. “The Empress… she called him a fool.”


Resumar nodded. “Yes we did… but the Consortium is not known for being kind to the planets they mine. Or the indigenous life that occupies a world. They are scavengers… nothing more. They sell whatever they can mine from these worlds and they don’t care who or what it hurts.” He answered tersely.


“I did not say I agree with the Empress’s assessment of your father’s actions Resumar Leonidas.” Juliana spoke quickly. “I was only stating what she said.”


Resumar looked at her then. “Then forgive the terseness of my reply.” He spoke. “Antell?”


“They have only left a few ships around Uirmeik. The rest have moved to this new area.” Antell told him. “They are staging for something.”


Resumar looked at him. “Staging for what?” He asked. “They can’t possibly think they can invade Union space from these sectors. They would not be able to put enough ships or troops across the border before we responded.”


“Upwards of three thousand warships and eight million ground troops Milord.” Antell spoke. “That is enough to obtained a foothold.”


“Athani?” Resumar asked looking at his wife.


Athani shook his head. “I was not privy to many of the plans my father and your uncle had Resumar.” She said. She motioned to the star chart. “This is not something I have ever seen reference to. They are oriented towards Limian space Antell, could this be their target?”


Antell shrugged. “It’s possible.” He said. “They have had dealings with the Limians in the past, but since Queen Isabella told the Limians to stop smuggling weapons across Union space to High Coven insurgents or risk losing their trade agreements with us, they have been much more agreeable.”


“Could they be poised to invade Limian space as a means of retribution for their past actions?” Juliana asked now.


“As I said… anything is possible.” He spoke. “But they would have to know the Limians would scream to us for help and more than likely we would help.”

Resumar nodded. “My father does not want any larger a border with them than we have now.” He stated. “What does this do to our approach?”


Antell smiled. “That is the good news.” He stated adjusting the chart once more. “We thought we would have to pick our way through the lines of Kavalian ships to reach Ritaah. That is no longer the case.”


Juliana leaned closer. “We have an open corridor.” She spoke looking at the chart.


Antell nodded. “Indeed. A very large corridor.”


“This is very good.” She stated. “It allows us to leave in our STRIKERS sooner than we had planned and allow the pilots a better approach vector to our landing zones.”


“With more time to factor calculations for gravity variance and better orbital scans of the area around the MV ship… our LZ accuracy will improve dramatically.” Resumar spoke. 


“Not to mention give us a more detailed look at the settlements that surround the ship.” Juliana said. “There is no reason to invite their presence if we can avoid them entirely.”


Resumar and Athani both looked at her intently when she said that and it only reinforced what they had already discussed about her. Something had happened to her on that last night in Sparta, something that Resumar felt compelled to ask her about but didn’t.


Resumar looked at Antell. “How soon?” He asked.


“Present speed will bring us to launch range in nine hours and twenty-six minutes.” He replied. 


“Then let’s be ready to go.” He said quickly. “Cross deck the new sensor feeds to the STRIKERS. I want the crews to see everything we are seeing now. I wish Normya and Zarah were here.”


“Sire?” Antell asked.


“Normya and Zarah… they were my flight crew.” Resumar answered. “I’m going to have to break in a new crew to get this party rolling. Have Dario meet me in the main landing bay by the STRIKERS immediately. We have a lot to do with this new information. And Antell… prep an COM probe. The minute we send word that we are down and safe launch the probe back into Union space to begin transmitting one hour after it crosses the border.”


“Yes Milord.” Antell said.


Resumar looked at Juliana. “You want to join me in the bay. We’re going in separate ships, but we need to know what the other does.”


Juliana nodded. “Of course.” She stated instantly.


“Contact us if there are any changes Antell. And keep your eyes open.” Resumar spoke.


“Always Milord.” He said with a smile.

RITAAH


Channa squatted on the large boulder that occupied the small clearing on the northeast side of what they knew to be an enormous ship half buried in the mountain. In actuality, the ship made up most of the mountain itself, for Channa had been braver than the others and explored the entire length and girth of the ship. If she was any judge of size, the ship appeared to reach almost seven kilometers down the valley and was nearly a kilometer wide. It had grass and trees growing all over the outside so that if you were on the ground and did not know what you were moving across, you would never know you were walking on top of a colossal starship buried under tons of rock and dirt. 

Channa’s vertically slit feline like green eyes focused on the strange looking man that had remained on guard over this ship as long as any of them could ever remember. Certainly for far longer than they had had their small resistance settlements scattered all around it, using the natural masking properties of whatever the ship was made of to hide their settlements from the random sensor sweeps conducted by the Kavalian ships that came near Ritaah. Channa squatted on this boulder as she had for the last several weeks, sometimes for hours on end as she gazed at the strange man. There were not many alien species that were tolerant enough or brave enough to call the Kavalian Federation home, and those that did were carefully watched by Kavalian Internal Security. Channa knew well what KIS was capable of, for she had been their prisoner for several months, and they did not treat alien species very well in the least. This bi-pedaled humanoid man was almost reptilian in nature, with rounded features and orange tinted skin. He was easily close to seven feet tall, but the material of the uniform they had seen in him every day hid any sort of physical definition he may have had. He moved with an almost mechanical nature to stride, and given how his voice sounded the few times he had warned them to stay back, Channa thought for sure he was some sort of advanced robotic being. He would stare at the sky for several hours at a time, not moving a millimeter from his stance. Channa could detect no rise and fall of his chest to signify breathing, no blinking of the reddish colored eyes, and no twitch of his limbs. Insects did not gather around him, and one night she had even seen a Ritaahian Three-Toed Silver Bear cross within three meters of him. The Three-Toed Silvers were among the most lethal of predators on Ritaah because of their massive power and razor like claws and teeth. Their hides were three times as thick as the next most dangerous predator and would be next to impossible to penetrate with any sort of bladed weapon unless it was wielded by an incredibly powerful individual. The Silver had moved across the small clearing, barely paying the strange man any mind, before continuing on its way into the deep timber. 
He never moved far from the entrance to the interior of the ship. The ramp was down now and Channa shifted her eyes to try and peer into the ship, trying to detect anything at all inside. Her vision was much more acute than normal Kavalians, for the biogenic treatments had increased the output of her retinas and her vertically slit feline like eyes had far more light absorbing capability than normal. It was why she was so coveted during their night training and raids on Kavalian outposts. Her eyes allowed them to approach troop placements and trenches while avoiding almost all detection devices and their enemy would not know they were there until they began killing them. Channa canted her head slightly, her black hair spilling over one shoulder as she focused and reached out with her eyes. She sensed the movement behind her but didn’t turn as she knew it to be Mican and Na’lia coming to check on her. She felt Mican come up on one side of her, looking up at her on the boulder while Na'lia allowed her eyes to sweep alertly around the small clearing. Channa smiled as she let her eyes drift down to Na'lia. An elf she may have been, but she had been Mican’s mate and wife now for just over two years, and he had turned her into a warrior. In turn, Mican and many others were skilled medics, something that until Na'lia and the other elf females had come to be with them, the resistance had not had.

“Anything?” Mican asked softly.

Channa adjusted her position and settled nimbly to her firm ass, sitting on the top of the boulder as she shook her head. “He moves from the control panel to his current position. He stares at the sky for hours and then returns to adjust something on the console. He repeats this action perhaps ten or twelve times a day.”

Mican let his eyes move to where the strange man stood thirty meters away. “Is it possible to get inside without him knowing about it Channa? We have never attempted this, perhaps it is time to try.”

“We have never attempted it because it would not work.” Channa replied. “His position allows him to detect anything moving in front or behind him. We could not get anyone inside without being detected. And we have seen him move trees and rocks around Mican, do we want to test our physical strength against him?”

Na'lia looked at them. “If he has been here as long as you believe husband, why do we want to risk angering him now?”

“If what he said to Channa…” Mican began. “What he has said since that day… if it is accurate, then the Union is coming here. For reasons we do not know. I do not wish to be caught off guard. We could use the systems inside that ship to monitor their approach.”

“Mican my husband… we don’t even know where to go if we did get inside.” Na'lia said. “Not to mention that none of us would have the first idea how to operate any systems we found inside.”

Mican grinned revealing his sharpened teeth. “I have faith in you my elven wife. Faith in you and the others to discover how it works.”

Na'lia smiled in return. “I have faith in my abilities as well; however I am not an engineer or a pilot. At least not a certified one.”

Mican slung his liberated Kavalian ERS9 Assault Rifle over his shoulder. “Do you think the Union will have people who can operate it?” He asked.

Na'lia turned her head and looked at where the strange man stood gazing at the sky. “I did not follow much of what went on outside the medical field before I came to be with you my husband.” She answered. “We were researchers, doctors and scientists. We did not care for the makings of weapons of war. At least not then.”

“That is not what I asked you Na'lia.” Mican said.

Na'lia’s eyes narrowed and she glared at him. “Do not rush me when I am attempting to explain something.” She hissed playfully.

Channa reached down with her hand and slapped Mican in the side of his head gently. “If you anger her… she will deny your attentions fool! Remember the last time you made her angry? You wailed like a baby for a week because she would not allow you into your bed. Must I explain everything to you my adopted brother!”

Mican lifted his clawed hands slightly in a defensive posture. “I meant nothing!” He protested meekly.

Na'lia looked at Channa and they both giggled softly. Na'lia moved up next to her handsome Kavalian husband and leaned against him. “I will never turn away your attentions husband. That was the hardest week of my life as well.” She turned back to look at the strange man. “There was talk of such a ship like this that King Leonidas brought back from Lycavore. It is on Earth somewhere I believe. The advances in technology we gained since this ship came to be within the Union were extensive; propulsion and shielding mainly, but the King’s Admiral of Operations… a Benjamin O’Connor… he is said to be a magical wizard when it comes to designing new things. I never saw any of these advances myself, most of the large ones were for the military, but there were many new discoveries made in agricultural areas, pollution control, and new engineering designs to make buildings stronger. Things like these.”

“He did not keep the advances only for the military then?” Mican asked surprised.

Na'lia shook her head. “Oh no. We have talked of him before husband. He is a different sort of leader. He… he genuinely cares for his people. He wants to improve their lives and protect them. No one knows what wonders they discovered for the military purposes, but the new discoveries that improved the lives of so many were well known. There were many, but the most significant in my opinion were the atmospheric processors that were made. Twenty huge machines were placed across the surface of the homeworld of the Yigant people. For thousands of years they had never been able to breath the atmosphere of their planet due to the very acidic nature of the atmosphere caused by an asteroid strike. These processors took eight months to purge the atmosphere and make it breathable. It is events such as this that have endeared King Leonidas and his Queens to the people of the Union. He is nothing like your father or Pusintin or the other Pride Leaders that sit on the Kavalian Council.”

Mican nodded. “Yes I know.” He spoke with disgust in his voice. “Something I hope to remedy one day.” He stated. “We should…”
-I require your assistance.-

The strange alien man had moved up on them without sound, causing Na'lia to screech out in surprise, Channa to almost fall off the boulder, and Mican to reach for his ERS9.


“By the gods!” Na'lia gasped as she held out one hand to steady herself on Mican’s side even as he brought the weapon up.


“Mican, wait!” Channa exclaimed as she caught her balance and dropped to the ground in front of the large alien.


“I did not see it move!” Mican hissed. “How did it move so quickly?”


“Nor I!” Na'lia spoke.


Channa held out her hand, placing her fingers on the barrel of his assault rifle. “If… if it wanted to hurt us do you not think it would have done so by now? After so many years of us being here? Of us being around it?” She asked calmly.


“Channa you… you don’t know what it is!” Mican hissed out. “What it will do!”

Channa turned her head back quickly to look into those near glowing red eyes. “You… you are talking to us.” She spoke quickly. “You have… you have never spoken to us except to warn us away. To keep us from going inside. Why are you…?”


The red eyes focused on her, towering over even her own five foot nine height and Mican’s six foot one.
 –I require your assistance- It said again.
“Assistance for what?” Channa asked. “Who are you? What are you?”

“Channa!” Na'lia gasped in shock.

Channa turned to look at her. “We have always wondered this Na'lia! Now is our chance to find out!”

“Not at risk to us!” Mican declared as his hands tightened on the ESR9.

“Why do you require our assistance?” Channa asked once more. “Tell us what you are! Why do you need our help?”

-I am a completely autonomous Avatar of the Elder Pralors. I am Avatar for this ship. VORTEX Cruiser 341-

Na'lia’s eyes grew a little wider. “It’s voice!” She spoke quickly. “It has changed.”


 -I have a Phased Quantum Neuraltronic Processor Network. It allows me to learn at accelerated levels. I have done intensive scans of your biological bodies and noted the inflection and tones of your voices as well as your brain patterns for the last twenty-six of your years. Since you first established settlements on this world. This Processor Network allows me to communicate more completely-

Na'lia stepped up to Channa now, equally entranced by this alien lifeform. “You… you are a robot then? A machine.” She asked.


-The closest term that you would comprehend is cybernetic lifeform. Living organic tissue over my Psilosynine Alloy armored exoskeleton-   



“How… how long have you been here?” Na'lia asked softly.

-Ten thousand seven hundred years, eight months, fourteen days, seven hours and six minutes as you measure the passing of time-


“Ten… ten thousand years!” Channa gasped incredulous. “How… how did you get here? What have you been doing?”


-Watching. Waiting. That is why I now require your assistance-


“Assistance with what?” Mican asked firmly. “Why should we trust you?”


-Trust. Processing. Trust… assured reliance on the character, ability, strength, or truth of someone or something- The red eyes focused on Mican. -Avatar 341 has increased the overall efficiency of your crude masking nodes by two hundred and nine percent over the last five year period-

Na'lia’s eyes grew wide. “You’ve… you’ve been protecting the settlements!” She spoke.


-Insuring the efficiency of your masking nodes also insured that this planet remained free of unwelcome trespassers who would otherwise attempt to take control of VORTEX Cruiser 341- The Avatar spoke. -It was determined from intercepted transmissions within range of VORTEX 341’s receiver node units that your group was not a threat to VORTEX 341. Only to subculture known as Kavalian-


Mican moved closer now. “Receiver node units? You mean like transmitters?”


-In a crude sense that is an accurate description. I deployed nine of them within this system before landing VORTEX 341 on the surface-


“Was… was your ship damaged in some way that you had to land?” Channa asked.


-Negative. I was following established mission parameters-


“Mission parameters?” Mican asked. “What does that mean?”


The Avatar met Mican’s gaze. –In the event of loss of communication with established Pralor Command Units, my orders were to set down on viable world and await further orders from Pralor Command or contact by Pralor sub units-

“Who are these Pralors?” Na'lia asked. “Are they the crew of your ship? Are they dead? Did they survive the landing?”


-VORTEX Cruiser 341 is an automated combat cruiser under Pralor Nonwe’s Command. It had no indigenous crew as you know it. There are four replicas of my Avatar in cryogenic holding shells and nine hundred and thirteen Class Nine Repair drones remaining. We have operated the ship in the sense you are asking- 

“In all the time we have been here you have… you have never spoken to us as you are now.” Channa stated. “Why… why now?”

-Contact with Pralor sub units has been made. I require your assistance to reactivate my power nodes in anticipation of their arrival-


“Wait… there are others like you coming here too?” Mican asked. “There are KFI ships and ground forces all over this area of space!”

-Designation Kavalian subspecies and ninety-five point seven percent of their combined ship and ground forces have moved from this sector of space. Only a small number remain and neither they nor the seven ships with subspecies designation High Coven currently in orbit will not detect the arrival of Pralor Sub unit-


“High Coven ships are in orbit!” Channa gasped.


-They arrived nineteen point three hours ago-


“What… what are they doing?” Channa asked.


-Unknown. Since establishing high polar orbit of this planet they had done only passive scans of the surface. They have made no attempt to deploy forces which is most curious-

“Only seven ships?” Mican spoke softly. “Why only seven ships?”


“You said this Pralor sub unit is coming here.” Na'lia spoke now. “What do you mean?”


-A Direct Descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Sumar. Sensor scans and contacts with Avatar 41 of previously lost City Ship 41 reveal Sub Pralor as fourth generation descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Sumar-


Na'lia looked at Mican. “That’s what they called it Mican.” She said quickly.


“Called what?”


“The ship that King Leonidas brought back from Lycavore. They called it City Ship 41.” She replied. She turned back to the Avatar. “It is a ship like this one isn’t it?”


-City Ship 41 was a seed ship. They were designed for the expressed purpose of seeding dead planets and systems with new life. It is what the Pralors as a species did. City Ship 41 and five others were lost approximately forty thousand years ago. No contact with them was made until six point three hours ago when City Ship 41’s Avatar establish a passive link with me here on the surface-

“Are you saying that the Lycavorians are coming here?” Channa asked.


-The Lycavorian Union designated LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser carrying them is already within the system and only two point three hours from arriving in orbit above us. It is using technology derived from City Ship 41 and therefore will be undetectable by either subspecies Kavalian or subspecies High Coven ships in the area-


“You said the descendant of this Sumar fellow was with them though.” Na'lia said.


-Chief Elder Pralor Sumar was a very respected and influential leader among the Pralor species. And an accomplished warrior-


“I thought you said the Pralors seeded dead worlds with life.” Na'lia commented. “That doesn’t sound like someone who is a warrior.”

-That was their primarily goal yes. Turning into warriors was a necessity and Chief Elder Pralor Sumar was among the finest-


“What turned them into warriors?” Na'lia asked.


“That doesn’t matter now.” Channa interjected. “You said they were coming here.”


-According to data received from Avatar 41, the descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Sumar will be coming to the surface with several subspecies of Lycavorian and Vampiric, one biogenically altered Kavalian female subspecies such as yourselves and four Cretvore Draconius-


“Like us?” Channa asked surprised. “This descendant has Kavalian with him? How is that possible?”

“Cretvore Draconius?” Na'lia asked.  


-Your designation is Dragon-


“Dragons?” Mican hissed. “Here?”


-They will be accompanied by subspecies referred to as High Coven, or vampire, as I stated. It is unclear what their mission will be. City Ship Avatar 41 will review this information with me when they arrive with the Sub Pralor-


“Who is this Sub Pralor?” Na'lia asked stepping closer to him. “You make it sound like we should know him somehow.”


-It is unlikely that direct contact with Sub Pralor has ever been achieved; however there are intercepted transmissions over the course of the last decade that indicate you are aware of him. Or the name he carries-


“What… what name does he carry?” Na'lia asked.


-You would know the Sub Pralor by his designation Resumar Leonidas. Second son of King Martin Leonidas who is himself third generation descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Sumar and the closest in abilities to the Chief Elder Pralor-


“Resumar Leonidas is coming here?” Na'lia gasped.


-My information is accurate. That is why I require your assistance-


“Athani!” Mican spoke softly looking at Na'lia. “It has to be Na'lia. The news that she married the son of King Leonidas spread even out here. You know this.”


“Mican my love… she does not know you exist.” Na'lia said. “Your father never told her or Jalersi. Jalersi only discovered it by accident and she has made no attempt to discover you. Please… do not get your hopes up.”


-I require your assistance-


“Our assistance?” Channa asked. “Our assistance for what?”


The Avatar’s red eyes focused on her. –Not them. You-


“Me?” She gasped.


-The Pralor VORTEX Cruiser 341 is powered by two very advanced Seventh Tier Phased Quantum Resonance Reactors. When I landed this ship as per my default orders, main power was reduced to barely sustainable levels to conserve energy and avoid hostile detection by other forces. I need you to assist me in returning power to normal levels-


Channa shook her head. “I am no engineer!” She exclaimed. “I know nothing about your ship or your Quantum things!”


-The Pralor VORTEX Cruiser is a bio-mechanical ship for the most part. For security purposes, several measures were put in place to insure that only those with the knowledge and skill to use or at least understand the technology could activate the ship’s systems- 


“But I don’t have… I’ve never been inside!” Channa declared. “I don’t know how your… your ship works!”

-In order to activate the power cells once more, an individual with sufficient Etheric abilities must be present to unlock the restraining mechanisms. The Sub Pralor Resumar Leonidas will have such abilities, as will several others among his group, but I have determined that one other on this planet has this ability as well which would allow me to be prepared for when they arrive-


“What is… what is this Etheric Ability?” Na'lia asked as she stepped up to Channa and took her hand.


-The term most commonly used to describe Etheric Abilities among the species of this quadrant is Mindvoice- The avatar answered. –An individual with sufficient Mindvoice abilities must enter VORTEX Cruiser 341 in order to release the restraining locks and activate the power cells once more-


“But… I don’t have… I don’t have this ability.” Channa stammered.


-Your statement is inaccurate. Using the measuring means established by the subspecies Hadarian known as the Divine One, and the subspecies Lycavorian known as the First Oracle, you would be considered a Tier Five Etheric user. My active systems can scan directly into Lycavorian Union space from this location. I have been monitoring the changes within the Union since the return of King Leonidas-


-Using the same measuring means established by these individuals, I have determined that with your assistance, I can return full power to VORTEX Cruiser 341 before the Sub Pralor arrives with new orders for me. All you need do is enter the ship with me-


“King Leonidas has been in power for over twenty years.” Mican spoke. “Why have you only activated now?”


-Direct contact with them was not initiated until now. My orders were very clear-


Channa looked at the ramp into the interior of the ship her green eyes wide. “In there?” She gasped.


-That would be the appropriate course of action yes. My intent is not harmful. I am an Avatar of the Pralors and unable to harm sentient lifeforms who do not attempt to harm me first. I am only allowed to use non-lethal methods to subdue them-


“She won’t go alone!” Mican announced moving forward as well. “We won’t let her!”


The Avatar looked at him with those red eyes. –My intent will do her no harm, but if you wish to accompany her that is allowable. It is likely once the Sub Pralor arrives you will have access to the ship as well-


“Why do you say that?” Na'lia asked.


-Establishing contact with your settlements is one of the mission goals according to Avatar 41- The near seven foot tall cybernetic avatar stepped to one side and motioned with his arm to the ramp. –We should proceed quickly-

With Na'lia and Channa holding his hand and arm tightly, Mican and Channa took the first steps of what they would later recognize as the beginning of the future of their lives. His future with his beloved elven wife Na'lia, and the future that awaited Channa as soon as she opened the door she was about to walk through. 
If only they could survive the horrors his father and Pusintin had planned.

IRARUZU 

Walter Carson had made them to be the closest to Spartan warriors as he could possibly come. He did not know where he had the knowledge to do such things, not discovering this knowledge until the return of a Leonidas to the throne, but through the thousands of years of his life he had always managed to put the skills to use. After the Passing of the Comet on Earth and his decision to make a superior and all around more attractive and seductive being, the elves of Earth were born. High Elves and Wood Elves being the main cultures he had made after ancient Earth lore and fantasy books. The Drow elves he designed to be the elven version of his Spartan heritage. They were no different in strength and speed and reflexes than any other clans of elves he created, they were just far closer to the feral instincts of the wolves Walter knew Spartans to be. Even now, over five hundred years since the first Drow had been created, they persevered. Even the might of the High Coven on Earth could not wipe them out, though they did nearly succeed. The Drow as a culture survived. 

They were still closer to the feral nature and instincts of the Lycavorian Spartan, more prone to follow their gut reaction to something, and still very much steeped in the culture of their past. Aihola had been able to change quite a bit since becoming Queen, but even as she renounced some of the more barbaric ways of the Drow, she embraced others. Slavery by the Drow had been abolished within months of Aihola becoming Queen, yet the relationship she shared with Tarifa showed the Drow they could still maintain their ‘Mistress’ and ‘Slave’ unions. Walter had made all elves almost irresistible in their attraction by other species. The female elves from Earth were far more open about their sexuality than their brothers and sisters from Elear, though even now that was changing as well. This sense of openness had begun to spread to the humans that remained on Earth, and for the most part they had let go of thousands of years of ridiculous culture and tradition to embrace new ways of doing things and the more open culture of the elves. They were determined to not repeat the mistakes of their past. The Drow were part of that. While the Drow still remained quite a mystery to many who did not live on Earth, it was not uncommon to see Drow females with either human or other female elves as lovers. In many respects Drow women had an affinity to these types of relationships with other females, almost as if it was something Walter had bred into them. These relationships, as with Aihola’s and Tarifa’s, were born from emotion and desire since there were still many human and elven females who had been victims of sexual abuse during the dark days of the High Coven rule. They were still very shy about males of any species, and it was they who turned to the Drow females for they knew how serious the Drow took their relationships. While ‘Mistress’ and ‘Slave’ had become more terms of endearment now, female Drow were still exceptionally possessive of the women that shared their lives.


Only one item ranked higher to the Drow than their relationships, and that was their commitment to their King and the training that they underwent to be the finest fighters they could possibly be. The Drow were trained solely by other Drow, who in turn had been ruthlessly trained and baptized under fire with Lycavorian Spartans. They knew their Queen was considered a beloved sister to King Leonidas, and that had not King Leonidas followed his soul and spared them for their actions they would no longer exist as a culture. It was this act that sealed their loyalty for all time to King Leonidas and the royal family. When they trained the Drow took everything seriously, for they knew because of their skill and the closeness they shared with Lycavorians and their instincts, the King would always call on them first to be his shadow warriors.


It was this training that Lu'ria called upon now.


As her scream of anguish echoed within the walls of the store and she watched Vlonjra’s now limp body crumble to the floor, the entire back of her head missing, instinct drove Lu'ria. She heard the fast paced cracking shots of additional Kavalian weapons as they erupted and her wide amber eyes turned to look at the Kavalian male who had brutally gunned down Vlonjra, Matron Mother to the Clan and Family of Tonairo. His face was twisted into a cruel sneer and he was shifting the hand weapon in his grip to aim at her.


“You will be mine now dark elf!” He snarled as he snatched her arm in a viciously hard grip and was bringing the weapon to bear on her neck.


Lu'ria acted with all her elven alacrity and Drow training. The razor thin blade she kept secreted in the fold of her layered pants appeared in her long fingers and with speed born of fear and desperation she drove it up and forward into the Kavalian’s disgusting face. As his eyes grew wide in sudden agony, the blade disappeared into his cheek up to the hilt guard and his hand dropped from Lu'ria’s arm. She snapped out with a devastating low front side kick that smashed into the thick portion of his leg, staggering him as he dropped the hand weapon and reached for the blade stuck in his cheek with both hands, still screaming in pain. As the force of the blow drove him to his knees, Lu'ria snapped out with a heel strike that punched into where both his hands were trying to pull the thin blade free of his face. Her hand stopped this and with surprising power caused his own hands to drive the blade even further into his cheek. Another front kick connected with the side of his head now, smashing him down to the floor of the store and Lu'ria darted to where Vlonjra’s body lay.


“Matron Mother!” She cried as the tears came to her eyes and she looked into the open and completely lifeless eyes of the woman who had helped to guide and instruct her while she was here. A woman she considered a dear aunt of sorts.


Everything appeared to be happening in slow motion now, and Lu'ria’s head came up when she heard Jennifer’s wail of savage anger fill the room, followed quickly by the sounds of a Lycavorian P190A3 as she let loose with a sustained burst from the deadly weapon from behind the counter.


“Bastards! Bastards! Bastards!” Jennifer was screaming now. She had seen Vlonjra fall, seen three of the four Drow at the other counter be taken by surprise and gunned down before they could respond. They were her friends! The family she had come to love! The fourth Drow was Vlonjra’s oldest son Rikmyr, and he was now engaged with the five other Kavalian troops from behind the counter as they took up positions inside the store. Lu'ria’s wide amber eyes lifted to where he squatted behind the counter trying to clear a jam and reload while projectile rounds slammed into the armored front of the counter. He sensed her looking at him and his amber eyes came up, his face splattered with copious amounts of blood, his chest and abdomen saturated.


Jennifer was holding back the trigger of the P190, not really even aiming in her rage and fear. Lu'ria looked at Vlonjra’s oldest son; saw his amber eyes and the acceptance of his fate in them.


“RUN!” He screamed. “RUN NOW!”

Lu'ria watched as he roared in a crazed frenzy and like Jennifer, he held back the trigger on the P190 as he moved around the corner of the counter he was behind. Lu'ria saw one Kavalian go down, the kinetic projectiles from the 190 ripping into his flesh and shredding his internal organs. She saw another go down as his head erupted like an overripe fruit and then Rikmyr took three more rounds in the chest staggering him back, blood blossoming from the projectile strikes!


“RUN LU’RIA! RUN!” He screamed one last time, blood spraying from his lips, his shimmering white Drow locks now drenched in his own blood.


Lu'ria of the Drow, daughter to Matron Mother Daba of the Clan and family Dareitara, sobbed hysterically as she turned and used her elven agility to clear the counter behind in her one graceful leap. As she cleared the counter, one hand caught Jennifer’s shoulder pulling the human female back into the small alcove behind the counter with her. They both staggered and fell to the floor, Lu'ria dragging Jennifer to the back of the alcove.

“Lu'ria! What is happening?” Jennifer wailed. “What is going on? The Matron mother is… her head is gone! What is happening?” She screamed insanely as she fumbled with the 190 trying to point it back out to the front of the store.


Lu'ria snapped out with her left hand and slapped Jennifer viciously in the face as she punched in a code into the small panel with the bloody fingers from her right hand. “We must go!” She hissed loudly. “Jennifer… we must go! We have to get back to the estate and warn the others!”


“The others? They…”


Lu'ria leaned forward and grabbed her powerfully by the front of her now bloody shirt. “They are all dead!” Lu'ria screamed. Her amber eyes detected movement just as the hidden door slid back and open. She snapped her head around and saw the Kavalian she had stabbed staggering to his feet and bringing his weapon up to bear on her once more. She noticed oddly that he had removed the blade from his face, blood gushing from his cheek and his eye nearly swollen shut.

“Fucking Drow whore! I’ll kill you!” He screamed as Lu'ria pulled Jennifer closer and rolled into the hidden room, slamming her hand on the control panel as she rolled by.


The door came down instantly and Lu'ria heard the thud of several rounds smashing into the bullet resistant steel. She scrambled to her feet quickly, pulling Jennifer up with her and they stumbled down the short corridor into the much larger underground railway section. Lu'ria looked at Jennifer and griped her face tightly.


“Jennifer!” She snapped. “Jennifer!”


The human girl’s eyes focused immediately and she looked back at Lu'ria. “Lu'ria!” She hissed as more tears came.


“Jennifer… I need you now my friend.” Lu'ria pleaded. “Can you stay with me? Please Jennifer… you must hold it together!”


Jennifer took a deep breath and nodded her head. She was the devoted lover of a Drow female because she was strong as well as beautiful. “Yes!” She stammered. “Yes.” She pushed the 190 into Lu'ria’s hands and turned to nearly tear open another small cabinet by the short corridor. She began punching in a numerical code with bloody fingers and the lights in the underground section began to come on revealing a small rail car and a set of Lifter rails that moved off into the distance.


“We need to take the rail back to the estate.” Jennifer hissed. “It’s the quickest way to warn the others! Why are Kavalians attacking us Lu'ria?” She asked as she punched in another code that began to feed power to the small rail car.


Lu'ria shook her head as she made sure the 190 was ready to fire. “I… I don’t know!” She spoke as she worked the action on the 190 and making certain it would not jam. “They didn’t even pause… they just came in and began firing. Almost like…” Lu'ria’s eyes went wide now and Jennifer looked at her. 


“Like what?” She spat. “Lu'ria like what?”


“Like an assassination!” Lu'ria declared in reply looking at her. “Like an assassination was all they intended to begin with.”


“But why?” Jennifer demanded. “We have done nothing to them!”


“I don’t… I don’t think that matters Jennifer.” Lu'ria answered. “Something else is… something else is going on!”


Jennifer had been among the Drow long enough to understand what it was that Lu'ria was saying. “The Estate? Ixara! Lu'ria we…!” She gasped thinking of her longtime Drow Mistress and lover.

Lu'ria grabbed her hand and pulled her to the Lifter Car. “We must hurry!” She barked. “Perhaps we will be in time!”

DROW ESTATE

“Two dead Major! Two more injured, but not seriously!” The Kavalian snarled into the transmission as he held the bandage to his face, the fur on his face and neck coated with bright red blood. “The son put up more of a fight than we expected. Two of them escaped through a door we were not aware of. The youngest of the Drow females and the human whore!”


“They can’t have gone far!” The senior Kavalian officer barked. The senior officer could hear sporadic weapons fire in the background of the estate, as well as the screams of females. His men were having their way with the females they took alive. “The estate here is no more, but as with you we encountered more resistance! We will finish the elf sluts before we depart and begin moving towards…” He stopped when he saw the approaching Kavalian in the transmission.

The Kavalian in the transmission turned as well as his man came up. “The room led to a Lifter rail.” The man reported. “The car is gone, but it appears that it goes in the direction of the estate.”


“Major!” He asked turning back to face his commander in the transmission.

“We will be waiting for them.” The Major barked now. “Pull your men into this rail system and follow on foot. Do not go back out into the streets of the city. I am deploying the rest of our men from the redoubt to encircle the estate and eliminate any Drow who may have survived our initial assault.”


“As you order Major! The Drow whore?” He asked.


“If she lives… she is yours as I said before.”


“We will follow sir.” The man said just before the transmission went dark.

The Kavalian Commander turned to his senior aide just as the painful wail of surrender came from a Drow elf and it made him cringe. He stormed into the blood splattered bedroom and saw one of his men holding the badly injured Drow female Ixara to the floor while another was hunching forward over her wonderfully bare dark skinned ass. He was obviously forcing his large Kavalian cock into the Drow’s ass and it was not at all pleasant for her as she howled out her pain and degradation.


“Stuff her mouth with your cock to shut her up!” The commander snapped loudly. “Her screeching hurts my ears!”


Laughing manically, the second Kavalian soldier holding the Ixara’s arms tied her wrists together quickly, not caring that the plastic bindings cut deeply into her skin. He fumbled with his pants for a brief moment before bringing out his huge tapered Kavalian cock. It was easily twelve inches long and very thick at the base, while the head was taped almost to a point. He filled his hands with the blood stained white hair and brought the taped end of his cock up to Ixara’s lips.


“Suck it Drow whore!” He snarled. “Suck it good!”


The Major watched as his soldier forced his thick cock into her gullet, hearing her gag horribly as he rammed his entire shaft into her throat without care. At least the gagging and heaving noises she was making now were tolerable the Major thought as he turned back to his aide.


“Have the others search the lower levels for the entrance to this Rail tunnel.” He stated quickly. “It is not something we saw from the outside so it must be inside the home here. Go through every room and find it.”


“As you order Major.” The aide said. “When they find it?”

“I will not waste anymore men on these Drow savages.” He snapped. “When the entrance is found, have Konark set a clever trap. Once he is done we will retreat back to the out edges of the estate with the females we have and entertain ourselves until the two females from the secondary target return here. Once the trap is sprung we will return and discover if anything is left.”


“Yes sir!”

EARTH
ELVEN CITY OF REYLAN

THREE KILOMETERS EAST OF SODRAG

SIX HOURS EARLIER
   


“No more! No more! Please… I beg…!! Aaarghhhhhhh!” Zarah’s cries of humiliation and hurt had filled the room as Javier rammed his cock into her perfectly shaped ass one final time and then his hot cum was blasting into her bowels. 


“Tell me what I want to know Zarah you whore!” Dante screamed into her bruised face as he rammed his hips upward into her once virgin pussy. “Vith… you are… you are still so tight you half breed whore! You like this don’t you bitch!”

“No! No! Ahhhhh! Stop… no more!” She had cried her eyes tightly shut as she tried to fight.

“Four fucking hours and half a dozen men and you are still fucking tight as a bitch!” Dante shouted. “You are a whore! Just like my mother and grandmother said! A Half breed fucking whore!”

His eyes were changed to cobalt blue, yet they were different in that the iris of his pupil was a burning blood red color. His strong hands held Zarah’s face in his hands uncaring that he was bruising her skin, his thumbs roughly prying her eyelids open and keeping her eyes open and staring at him. 

Her face was badly black-and-blue, her bottom lip cracked in three different locations from cruel blows. Her nose was broken, blood leaking from the nostrils. Her arms were tied securely behind her back, excruciatingly twisted so that every movement caused pain to wash through her mind. She couldn’t remember how they had gotten behind her, only that she hadn’t been paying attention as she was shopping and as she turned the corner to cross through an alley shortcut, the butt of the SA80 was the last thing she saw. 

When she woke it was to the savage pain of Javier Moran fucking her ass with his thick cock like a rutting bull. She was stretched out on top of his hard body, his hands holding her wrists at an agonizing angle, his hard chest pressed against her back as his cock grind into her bowels and he held her legs spread obscenely wide. She caught flashes of shadows, and then Dante Moran was above her and smashing his thick cock into her virgin pussy brutally and baring his fangs fiercely just before he bit into her large breast and fed on her blood. Her wail of shame filled the room until a hand savagely twisted her head to the side and another thick cock was shoved into her gasping mouth. She went rigid; her eyes wide when she felt Javier Moran’s fangs pierce the skin of her neck and he too began to feed on her blood. The large man above her pulled his cock from her gasping mouth and slapped her sadistically in the face, causing stars to burst in her eyes and the pain from Javier’s fangs to lance through her.

“Don’t bite me half breed!” He had snarled at her before once more ramming his cock into her throat, Zarah gagging uncontrollably at the violent intrusion and then her world went black.

PRESENT TIME

Her whole body ached with pain unlike any she had ever felt when she woke again,
 the fogginess of her mind, trying to focus her eyes. Hours… it had gone on for hours! She couldn’t focus… couldn’t think… couldn’t bear the shame. She could feel the cum of half a dozen men at least running down the insides of her thighs and along her ass, her face and breasts slick with their cum, her dark hair coated in it. They had laughed hysterically at her as they raped and beat her brutally. Laughed at her and then splattered her with their cum. They had fed on her blood countless times, the puncture marks of dozens of bites dotting her once tanned, flawless skin. Her firm full breasts were red from the rough handling and bruised in several spots from where they had bitten her, her thighs caked with dried cum and even blood. 
Dante had been in her mind, probing her thoughts, digging into her shields with far more power than he had ever had before. This was not the same Dante Moran who she knew was attempting to get something from her, attempting to influence her with his pathetic mind control skills. He was so much stronger now, the blackness in his heart and the rage he had streaming through him almost too much to bear. She had fought valiantly for hours, each time feeling him shredding her mind more and more, dismissing her Mindvoice shields like they weren’t even there. He was searching for something, digging into her most intimate thoughts. He wanted something and he would not be denied. He had never been this strong, and now she could not even bring herself to focus any longer.
It had continued for hours, Zarah unable to count how many times Dante and his brother had violated her, or how many men had despoiled her body? The only thing that remained now was the pain and shame of how she allowed this to happen. The complete degradation of what she had surrendered to him at the end. She could not even weep at the information she had finally given to him. She couldn’t weep at the loss of life she would cause with what he had taken from her. Zarah could barely move her limbs now without almost unbearable agony flowing throughout her entire body. She could hear voices in the background, several voices and even laughter. And then she saw him standing in the open doorway talking to a person in the transmission. A woman. She blinked several times, trying to focus even more, and then she saw her.
Yuri.

“She was stronger than we thought Dante.” Yuri stated looking at her son proudly in the transmission.

Dante nodded as he drank from the glass of cloned blood. “Yes… but with your power added to mine it was only a matter of time mother. The men have had her four or five more times since she revealed the location of the Mindvoice ship an hour ago. We could probe her for even more. She has to know things that could be useful to us. Military secrets perhaps!” 

“No.” Yuri ordered. “We have what we wanted. We have the location of the Mindvoice ship.”

“Has grandmother left with the assault team?” He asked.
Yuri nodded. “They will land and attack in less than fifteen minutes.” She replied. “Our team in Sparta will also hit the Kavalian embassy as soon as she begins her attack.”
“We are prepping the transport to depart mother. Once we leave, we will grab Lucia and meet you in orbit.” Dante said.

Yuri nodded. “Our ship is almost finished loading.” Yuri answered. “We had to move to within three kilometers of the city you are in to allow me to assist you under the new Mindvoice bubble they extended last night.”

“We are sure that was only a random bubble?” Dante asked.

“Yes.” Yuri replied. “It did not even extend all the way to the surface so that is why we knew it was random and that we could sneak in under it.” She explained. “Finish your tasks with her and then kill her Dante.” Yuri stated cruelly.

“Mother if we are to kill her why…?”

“Just do as I have asked you.” Yuri stated.

Dante nodded. “As you wish. Javier wants to abuse her once more before we leave. She does have an incredibly tight ass mother. Javier has done nothing but rave about it.” He stated with a grin.
Yuri could not help but shake her head and chuckle in the transmission. “Do not remain for much longer! Use her a last time and then kill her my son.”

 “We have time… she is not due back to SODRAG for another three hours and they will not miss her until then.” Dante spoke. “Javier can have his fun while we prepare to leave and then I will dispose of her.” 

“So long as she is dead when you leave.” Yuri snarled.

“We could leave her to die mother. We have nearly drained her of her blood.” Dante said thoughtfully, his twisted mind thinking of more ways to hurt Zarah in particular and the entire Leonidas family in general. “Without a massive influx of new blood within the hour she will die.”

Yuri shook her head. “No. When they find her… when Androcles Leonidas finds her… I want her in pieces to look like the animal she is. Gut her like a pig and let her remaining blood leak onto the floor so she is nothing but a shell when they find her. I want him to know he failed to protect his sister!”

Dante nodded. “As you order mother.” He stated.

“I will see you soon.”

Dante shook his head as he turned to see his bother once more preparing to mount Zarah Leonidas’s body. Javier looked at him as he grabbed her hips roughly.

“She has the tightest ass I have ever fucked!” He spat. “Better than even Toria!”

“Finish with her quickly Javier. We need to leave.” Dante spoke. 
This time there was no reaction when he shoved his cock into Zarah’s abused body and ass. Dante’s smile vanished when he let his eyes drift to her battered and broken face. Her eyes were staring right at him, staring at him and burning with an intensity he had not seen in them at all these last few hours. Dante stepped forward quickly lifting his hand to smash it into her face.
The scream within Mindvoice was powerful, clear and no matter what Dante and Yuri thought, completely unstoppable! Zarah had channeled all that remained of her will; all that remained of her essence in one final Mindvoice scream to the one person who she knew would come for her without fail no matter the cost. It just so happened that she also set forth a chain of events that would bring her future into her life.
ANDRO!!!!

Whatever will she had remaining she must have summoned to let go with a last ditch desperate attempt for her arrogant brother to come to save her Dante thought. He smashed his fist down into her face opening a fresh cut in her cheek just as Javier thrust into her ass. Blood splashed wetly on the floor from the new injury and her head flopped to the bed. Dante filled his hand with her dark hair then and viciously yanked her head up and looked into her clouded and vacant dark eyes as Javier began to pump his cock into her ass.

“No one is coming to save you half breed! There are Mindvoice dampeners up all around this room!” He snarled at her. “You were tight… I’ll give you that. I don’t think I’ve ever had a better pussy or ass. And you suck cock like a fucking airlock hatch!” Dante heard the laughter of the three men in the room watching Dante and Javier. He shoved her head back down and looked at his brother. “Finish with her and then kill her. Mother says to gut her and leave her where she is.” Javier grunted at him as he continued to pummel her ass into the bed and Dante turned to go into the next room. 
Dante’s mistake was not comprehending that Zarah’s cry for help had been heard. It had been heard, and not just by Andro, but by every Mindvoice capable person on the planet higher than a Tier Five, including his mother and grandmother. That included the figure that lay in the bunk in the High Coven barracks. 
Dante Moran would not get his mother’s frantic warning on the COM unit for he had already shut it down. The moment that scream of help erupted across that single spectrum of Mindvoice, two individual minds saw it for what it was. Two of the most powerful minds on the planet, one of them completely unknown until this day and moment. 
That mind and presence would become known this day, and as it descended upon Reylan with Androcles Leonidas close behind, it had nothing but homicidal intent filling its presence. Dante and Javier Moran were unaware of the emergent wave of death that approached on two equally incensed dragons. Death that they had unleashed with their actions. They were unaware of the consequences of their actions this day, unaware of the door they had opened into hell’s fiery pits and completely unaware of the path three individuals would now chart in order to see the High Coven pay for their deeds. They were completely unaware that, of the four minds that had devised, ordered and executed this hideous event, only two would escape Earth alive this day. 
And of those two, only one would ever know peace again.
SPARTA
ROYAL ESTATE VILLA

“…is everything my Queen.” Thoti spoke as he handed the data pad to Aricia. 


Aricia took it from him and looked at For'mya and Isabella who sat on the couch only a few feet away. “Thoti… this is not… we did not ask this of you.” She said quickly turning back to face him. “Martin did not ask this of you.”


Thoti nodded. “I know my Queen.” He replied with a gentle smile. A warm, happy smile that all of them noticed easily. “Martin asked that I show her that we are very different than what she has been led to believe all of her life. This was something that I did. That we did. She knows I am giving it to you. She wanted me too. It… it gave her the release she needed to go forward and perhaps someday make things right between her and Anja. And… and it gives me the peace of mind that this is where she wants to be. With me. With Hiero.”


“Thoti… will she be alright?” For'mya asked softly.


Thoti turned his head and looked out the clear glass doors into the courtyard and saw Duewa. She wore a simple ivory colored dress, but her hair was down now, flowing around her face and shoulders and no longer held back in restrictive ties. Her beautiful face was beaming as she listened to Tinrell and Tinyn relate to her what they had done. Retta, Calyb, Nara, Deion and Bryon were also in the courtyard crowded around them, their dragon hatchlings scampering about as they too were talking to Duewa at the same time. She did not try to stop them, nor did she try to act as teacher. She listened to them all and for the first time in her life Thoti knew, she acted as a loving mother. He had cado Duewa, with far more intensity and strength than he had scented his wife Hanna, Duewa’s berry scent maddening to him. He was right when he told her no Lycavorian would come near her now. They would smell him in her blood from kilometers away, and there were few who didn’t know who Dilochitès Thoti was. 

Thoti turned back to look at For'mya and smiled. “It will take time my queen. But yes… she will be fine. She is a strong woman, stronger than most give her credit for, but she will be fine.”


Isabella came to her feet and moved up next to Aricia. The slight bulge in her abdomen told all who knew her that she carried another child. She reached out and touched Thoti’s arm. “Love her shamelessly Thoti.” She said. “She will need that. The rest will come in time.”

Thoti smiled. “I intend to Queen Isabella.” He answered. “Is the King here?”


Aricia shook her head quickly. “No. He is… he is with Torma at Thermopylae. They are meditating I believe.”


Thoti caught the tone of her voice and the way she looked at For'mya and he knew then something was wrong. He had served on the Royal Detail for the last fourteen years, and he knew every mood of the King and Queens. He did not press the issue however and nodded his head. “If you will inform him of my…”


ANDRO!!!!


The power with which Zarah’s voice filled their minds was unlike any they had felt from her before and For'mya came off the couch in an instant. Isabella’s face had gone white as a sheet and she staggered as she gripped Aricia’s arms.

“Zarah!” She gasped. “Zarah… Zarah my daughter! No!”


Two hundred kilometers north, at the monument of Thermopylae, a large Spartan with shoulder length raven black hair leaped upon the back of the largest known dragon within the Union and with a bellow of utter fury they took to the skies. All of the men and women visiting the monument knew who their King was and many would remember that scream as the most terrible sound they had ever heard in their lifetimes. 
Most would never forget it.
DRAGON MOUNTAIN

ISLAND OF SARDINIA

Aikiro shook her head in disgust as Zarah Leonidas’s scream echoed still within the realm of Mindvoice. “The fool boy!” She hissed softly. “He should have cut out her heart long ago!”


The Elite High Coven Commander turned to look at his Empress when he heard her hiss in just barely a whisper. “Empress?” He asked softly.


Aikiro looked at the man and shook her head. “We must hurry!” She urged. “Our time has become very short and we will not have what we first thought.”


The Commander Leader, a full Fleet Colonel in the High Coven military, nodded his head quickly. “The island appears deserted Empress. Our other two teams are reporting no signs of life. There are many cave entrances into the mountain, but it appears as if the ship is not here.”

Aikiro’s eyes grew a little wider. “The Mountain!” She gasped.


“Empress?”


“The ship is able to take different shapes because of its bio-mechanical nature. We saw that when it lifted off of Lycavore and the section on Nauwora was made of similar material.’ She spoke excitedly.


“I don’t understand Empress.” The Commando said.


“The Mountain is the ship!” Aikiro announced. “Oh what an ingenious way to hide it! Order your teams to enter the cave entrances they see. It will undoubtedly take them into the bowels of the ship itself.”


“Empress, are you sure?” The commando asked.


Aikiro came to her feet and nodded, surprising the man because she did not react angrily to his questioning of her orders. “Yes. I am sure! I am absolutely sure!” She stated. “There are no lifesigns?”


The commando looked at the small sensor scanner on his arm. “No Empress.”


“Ohh… Martin Leonidas you were a fool to leave it undefended.” Aikiro spoke with a vicious smile. “Quickly… we must head inside.”


The commando leader turned to his lead man and motioned with his hand into the entrance they were hidden just outside of. The many rocks and boulders provided excellent cover for them. The man nodded, hefted his weapon and plunged into the darkness of the cave followed by the first nine of their twenty member team.

REYLAN 


It was known to only her mind. 

They were born on the exact day as each other, at the exact hour, the exact minute and second. In two different parts of the universe. Even then it had formed a link that was hidden to all but that her mind. It was a link that her mind had tried to suppress and ignore when it became aware of what it meant and who it was with. It was a link her mind had tried to bury and push away, but no matter what was done it remained, and it only grew stronger. 
It was a Mindvoice link that her mind reached for instinctively at the age of thirteen when the explosion of darkness had changed all that she had ever known and been taught. A day that saw the darkness reach out and envelope and expose the one person in the universe that was trusted above all others. It exposed that person’s deepest hatred and anger, unwarranted though it may have been, like an open sore. It was the day that saw the darkness reach for her as well.
Just a small finger of that vile darkness touching her mind was more than enough to show her unimaginable horrors already committed and terrors yet to be committed. It showed her death on a scale inconceivable to a mind so innocent and young. Just a finger of that darkness touching her was enough to expand her Mindvoice powers beyond what anyone could possibly predict. It also allowed her mind superior awareness; a superior awareness that in an instant knew whatever had infected her could not be allowed to rule her and consume her, lest she sink into the bottomless abyss of pain and loneliness.

Thirteen year old Lucia Moran had done something then that she would keep hidden from everyone, to include her grandmother, and something she would treasure beyond all else. She reached for that link without hesitation. A connection that had been there since the day she was born, a bond that was powerful and loving and warm and so very inviting. A relationship that she had felt spike four years earlier and then grow even more powerful. A tie that would now shield and save her soul and change her forever. Lucia had reached for and grasped hold of the one thing that she knew could save her for she would not be able to hold back the darkness forever. As Lucia watched her mother writher on the ground only meters away, watched as the black mist surrounded her, enveloped her and consumed her, Lucia reached out within the realm of Mindvoice for the burning brightness that was…

Zarah Leonidas.

Eight years she had cultivated their connection. She had trained as her brothers, shown the same cruelty as her brothers and watched her mother sink deeper into the darkness. It was easy for her to act in this fashion, the darkness that had touched her provided her with abilities that she nurtured and hid, abilities that made her far more powerful than anyone suspected. Abilities that only her Bonded Sister was aware of. Seyra had been her passion, her hope of one day finding what she knew she needed. It tortured her to have to treat her Bonded Sister in such a way, to dismiss her and leave others to her care, only to prolong the façade they were portraying. Lucia was playing a role, just as her half sister Carisia had been playing a role. Just as her Aunt Narice had been playing a role. They had reached the limits of their tolerance and finally broken away when they had come here, and only her bond with Zarah and Seyra gave Lucia the strength to continue to hold out. 
Over the last weeks she had tried to get close to Zarah, tried to explain to her what they shared. It was no easy task, and Lucia could do nothing but laugh inside when Zarah defeated Dante so easily. Zarah was skilled beyond anything Lucia had first thought, and it was due to something tying her tightly to her brother Androcles, almost as if an invisible connection or thread bound them together in some way. A thread similar to what bound her and Zarah. She had tried to reach out to her, skipping ever gently across her shields, always projecting inviting sensations and protectiveness but never going that last step. Lucia knew that her future lie with Zarah Leonidas. Any hope she had of building a future rest with the strength and the enormous power of Zarah. Only together could they push back the darkness that threatened to overwhelm her as it did her mother, as it did everything it touched. She had watched Zarah over these last weeks, memorizing her smile, her beautiful dark eyes, and the way she moved. Lucia also found herself admiring and wanting the lush and desirable body she had, and there had been many nights she had drifted off to sleep wondering what it would be like to hold that body in her arms, to taste Zarah’s flesh and kiss her sweet lips. To savor the flavor of her blood as she fed during a time of passion. These were the things that had filled her mind when she and Seyra were not training to be one of the finest Bonded Pairs alive.

Lucia vowed long ago that nothing would ever take Zarah Leonidas from her. Over the last weeks she had also felt Zarah reaching out tentatively when she probed her, wondering who could make her feel so loved and wanted, and wanting to experience more, only to have Lucia back off for fear of rejection.
Zarah’s scream within Mindvoice was nothing more than a pure and focused wail for help. Lucia could feel the agony and shame in that torturous wail, and suddenly she understood completely what her mother and grandmother had planned. Lucia had never known the full scope of what they had planned; only that Dante was some way involved. Lucia had watched Dante carefully, protecting Zarah from the shadows, but these last few days had been hard. Since Am’rul and As’pin had discovered her secret, and she had discovered that the Immortal Cha’talla was very much alive and watching over her, everything was very confusing. She had lost her focus, and dropped her guard. The moment Zarah’s scream touched her, Lucia nearly lost it. 
The Mindvoice bubble she created had blown out three quarters of her bungalow, and Lucia was leaping onto Seyra’s back before her talons had fully come to ground. She saw a dark dot lifting off in the distance and knew without question it was Androcles Leonidas responding to his beloved sister’s scream within Mindvoice. Urging Seyra to fly faster than she had ever flown before, they rocketed over the top of SODRAG heading for the elven city, knowing that unless she got there first Androcles Leonidas would slaughter whoever had harmed his sister without pause or question. The echo of Zarah's cry within Mindvoice provided all the beacon she needed and as she grew closer to the city, the total agony of what her beautiful Zarah had endured burst into her mind and very nearly overwhelmed her. She could not see images, only feel the agony which told her Zarah was not strong enough to project them, and this served only to increase her savage anger. To break a person down to what she felt from her beloved Zarah took practiced skill and indescribable acts of horror. Seething hatred and anger boiled to the surface now and Lucia Moran embraced the power that the darkness had given her for the very first time in her life. Ignoring the frantic calls on her implanted COM unit from Am’rul, Lucia and Seyra swept in low over the elven city with only a single intent. 
Lucia could feel her brothers below her, and amazingly she could feel her mother also nearby. How she had gotten so close was of no matter, if her brothers had hurt her Zarah in any way she would flay them alive and make them beg for death. If her mother had hurt Zarah she would shatter her skull upon the end of her whip and feed her entrails to the dogs. Lucia Moran wouldn’t realize it until months later, but she had forgotten to shield these thoughts so powerful was her anger, and they had been seen and felt by two terribly powerful minds who were only moments behind her. It was these thoughts and feelings that kept Androcles Leonidas from calling upon all of his immense power as a Talon Guardian and crushing her and Seyra within the combined TK grip of his and Elynth’s power before she ever reached the city.
Lucia turned her head back just before Seyra landed by the edge of the building and scattered elves and Lycavorians in all directions. Reylan had a standing rule that there was to be no dragons flying above or within the city proper. Lucia was much stronger than anyone had ever suspected and the training she had received from Androcles Leonidas and his siblings had only increased that refinement and her abilities to higher levels. She would never be in the same class as Androcles himself, but she was strong enough to detect the burning and cruel anger that wafted from his persona like a fog, even from this distance. She had no more time to think as she felt Seyra land easily and she was leaving her back before she stopped moving, landing lightly upon the ground next to her.

Sister? Seyra called turning her head to look at Lucia.

Lucia turned when she felt and heard the commotion to her right and she saw the two Immortal brothers running side by side down the street towards her, the elven female who had amazingly fallen deeply in love with the Immortals brothers trailing just behind them and raising eyebrows and alertness up and down the city streets. Calls began to go out among the elves and Spartans who saw her and Lucia knew she did not have much time.
Marux and Naruth must be nearby! I can feel my brothers here! Guard yourself sister! Once this begins it will…
It will set us on the path we should have been on long before now! Go sister! Find her! Protect her until her brother arrives! I will keep watch for Marux and Naruth! Seyra answered immediately.

Lucia turned as Am’rul and As'pin skidded to stops beside her. “Princess Lucia!” Am'rul stammered. “Princess… what are you doing?”

“You wish to protect me!” Lucia barked. “Then come with me and protect me!”

Am'rul looked briefly at his brother and they followed Lucia without hesitation. Libala stepped forward to follow but Seyra moved her large head in front of her stopping her motion. She concentrated and projected her thoughts to Libala.

No little one! Remain here with me!

Libala looked at her wide eyed. The huge dragon of Lucia Moran had befriended her once Lucia had revealed herself that day in the house to her Uncle Vonis. Seyra had helped her to see that her burning love for the Immortal brothers was not wrong and she should embrace it and all that it could bring to her. 

 Seyra… what is happening? She gasped out as she looked around and saw elves and Spartans beginning to move toward them.

Seyra shook her huge head. I… I do not know. She answered quickly shifting her bulk around to better keep an eye for Marux and Naruth. Whatever has happened is not good little one! We must remain…

“NOOOOO! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE!? NOOOOOOO!”

The scream carried many things within its tone as it echoed through the building and into the street around them. The one thing that caused Seyra’s eyes to go wide was the piercing resonance of fatality that permeated those words.

Dante Moran laughed as his brother grunted and slammed his cock fully into Zarah’s ass a final time and he began to spew his cum into her bowels. He heard the soft beeping of the COM unit on the table and reached for it as Javier began to pull his thick shaft from Zarah’s sore and bleeding anus. He stepped part way into the other room as he heard Javier and the other three members of the conversing and laughing as Javier pushed Zarah back down onto the dirty, cum and blood stained bed. He activated the COM unit and stepped back surprised.

“Mother what are…”


“Dante! The dampeners didn’t work!” Yuri screamed. “Kill her and get out of there! Do it now!”


“Mother what…”

“NOOOOO! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE!? NOOOOOOO!”


He would recognize his sister’s voice anywhere and his head snapped around to see Lucia standing in the open doorway of the small apartment her dark eyes wide and a scathing snarl of disbelief frozen on her face as her scream echoed in the room. He watched the two Immortals he didn’t recognize fill the doorway on either side of her, their eyes taking in the scene before them and filling with primal rage. Dante turned back to his mother.


“Mother it’s Lucia!” He snapped ignoring her as she began to respond and stepping fully into the room and looking at his younger sister. “Lucia you stupid bitch! Shut up! You’ll have Spartan Security here before we finish…”


Dante stopped talking when her eyes fell on him and he saw the cold hand of the Grim Reaper in them. Her dark eyes shifted instantly to cobalt blue, her vampiric fangs bursting from her gums. Dante’s eyes grew wider as he saw her trembling in what could only be described as unrestrained fury. 

“You… you will not take her from me!” Lucia screamed out her rage. “You will not hurt her anymore!” Her hands snapped to the sides and those psychic whips took shape with but a thought in a bluish white flash of color. “Now… now you will die for what you have done to my Zarah!”


It appeared to Dante as if time had slowed to a crawl. He could only watch as the whip like psychic projection in Lucia’s left hand began a slow motion movement as it snapped out. It appeared to extend outward, reaching for where their brother stood at the end of the bed, his still semi hard cock dangling in front of him. Dante would never know or understand why the detail he remembered the most was that his brother’s rapidly deflating cock was coated with small spots of blood and his own cum. He would never remember or understand why his eyes tracked the very tip of the whip like projection and watched as it almost magically altered its shape into that of a hard round object. A hard, round object that suddenly sprouted dozens of needle like spikes. He would remember the sound it made when that spiked psychic projection smashed into Javier’s groin, the needle like projections stabbing savagely through his cock and into his now empty balls. The wet squishy sound of a blade penetrating flesh filled the room then. He saw Javier’s eyes nearly bulge from his skull as the smile he had worn just microseconds before vanished to be replaced by an indescribable look of horrible agony. His body doubled over, his hands reaching for his groin, and it was then that Lucia snapped the whip back.


The sound of tearing flesh was reminiscent of a play his mother had taken them to as children on Usu Ozeib 7. The stringed instrument was so savagely loud during the solo portion and it had hurt his ears. His brother’s wheezing howl of pure anguish quickly drowned out that sound by nearly ten fold as blood and a bit of flesh cascaded through the air in the room, along with pieces of Javier’s now mangled beyond repair genitals. As Javier’s squeal of misery and pain reached unbearable proportions, Dante watched Lucia’s now murderous eyes turn to him as the two Immortals who had stormed the room with her brought up their SA80 assault rifles. He watched as the whip in her right hand snapped out to the side towards the nearest of the commandos that had taken part in the rape of Zarah Leonidas. The tip of this whip stayed very narrow, almost blade like, and Dante saw it slash across the commando’s throat and open his neck to the air of the room like his skin and muscle were paper. As his eyes went back to Lucia, he saw that left handed whip curling back just before it would reach for him and vaguely he heard the deep yammering of weapons fire and saw the chests of the other two commandos blossom bright red as their bodies were tossed back against the wall from the impact of dozens of well placed rounds.


Dante could hear his mother’s screaming voice from the still open transmission as he blurred two feet to the side and snatched up the heavy chair. He raised it to his face to protect himself and staggered back as the spiked round tip of the whip smashed into the chair with shattering force. It splintered the chair in his grasp and the spikes slashed across his shoulder deeply. He screamed as he dove to the side in an effort to get away from this creature who was no longer his sister, slamming his hand on the control panel as he dove and shutting the door into the main room. Dante Moran didn’t pause and he gathered his feet under him and ran for the back door of the apartment. 
He heard it then and it brought him up short in his mad dash for safety. It was the very unmistakable howl of a savagely angry wolf and Dante Moran’s vampire blood went ice cold. 
Dante Moran blinked as something gripped him like an invisible hand, stopping his forward motion with barely any effort. His eyes grew wide when the deep voice shredded his Mindvoice shields as if they weren’t even there, in a manner similar to how he had joked with the others how he had done the same with Zarah Leonidas. That voice bellowed within his mind now with unspeakable wrath and Dante Moran realized just how unimportant he was.
NOW IT IS YOUR TURN MOTHERFUCKER!!!
Dante Moran’s eyes exploded open as his body was lifted off the floor and launched backwards. Launched backwards with enough force to send him smashing through the very hard main wall of the apartment building, sending bits of steel and concrete three stories to the ground below, his body following shortly behind. The air left his lungs as he hit the ground with the force of small boulder dropped from hundreds of feet up. A dust cloud blossomed around him, half a dozen of his ribs snapping like twigs from the force of the impact. He groaned in his own agony, the ends of his ribs grinding together. He felt something slam into his back and he was lifted off the ground and jerked around like a ragdoll, coming face to face with the most frightening visage he had ever witnessed before. 

Androcles Leonidas’s azure blue eyes were outlined in the black of his wolf eyes, but the blue color was nearly glowing with the intensity of the fury on them. His vicious looking dual fangs were fully extended now and they appeared much longer than Dante thought possible. His tanned face was twisted horribly in a mask of pure, unadulterated hate.
Andro lifted Dante’s shorter frame completely off the ground and brought his face close to his with a snarl. 

“Time for you to join your sick, perverted brother!” Andro snarled with vitriol.

Dante did the only thing he could think of and he smashed his forehead into Andro’s face with whatever strength he could muster in such an unbalanced position. Andro’s head snapped back, but his grip on Dante only tightened and he staggered half a step. When his eyes turned back to look at Dante, there was a nasty cut high on his cheek that was now seeping blood, but Andro looked anything but dazed.

Andro bared his fangs and roared into Dante’s face. “It’s kind of different when you pick on someone your size isn’t it you perverted rensibfla!” Andro snapped his own head forward, directly into Dante’s nose. The cartilage surrendered to the overwhelming power of the blow and Dante’s nose was crushed in that instant. Pain ripped through his brain and he tasted his own blood in his mouth. “It’s time to die now Dante Moran, you sick fuck!” Andro yelled.
“I… I don’t think so!” Dante snarled as he felt what he thought was his salvation fast approaching.

DIE SCUM!

The voice of Marux shattered Mindvoice and he roared in from the side, flaring his wings and reaching for Andro with his wickedly sharp talons. Andro didn’t even bothered to look at him and Dante’s smile vanished instantly for he knew there could only be one reason for that.
“A true Bonded Pair is never alone.” Andro spat in his face.

Marux! Look out! He screamed raising his hand to bash his fist into Andro’s face.

Marux had the time to cut his eyes to the side before the obsidian colored body of Elynth screamed out of nowhere and smashed into his side with blinding speed and meticulous control. Almost four metric tons of muscle and precision plowed into Marux as he was caught out of position and completely vulnerable. Elynth may have got her father’s coloring and eyes, but she had inherited her mother’s viciously curved and razor like talons. They were talons that she now raked across Marux’s scaled side, carving furrows in his muscular hind quarter as she rode him to the ground, her muzzle snapping shut with a resounding snap just inches from his neck, her golden eyes filled with fury at what was happening.

Fool boy! Elynth screamed within Mindvoice. Now you will feel the wrath of two Talon Guardians for what you have taken part in! Die now!
As Marux struggled to gain his feet under him, Elynth stepped back and lashed out with her Heavyhorn tail. The near flat bony protrusion at the end of her whip like tail smashed into Marux’s muzzle with a crack that rolled across the streets of Reylan. His three metric tons went spinning out of control, smashing into the side of a nearby single story building, bringing down several large chunks of concrete and glass all over his body as several windows shattered all around him. Spartans and Elves were scrambling to get out of the range of the titanic battle that was taking place, none of them having ever seen the full fury of a Bonded Pair as they were experiencing now. That this was Androcles Leonidas locked in mortal combat was lost on none of them.
Andro’s bloody face glared crazily at Dante, the vampire’s half dozen blows to his face hardly fazing him in the grips of the berserker like rage he felt at this moment. “You made a mistake Dante Moran!” Andro screamed as he heaved Dante’s two hundred pounds through the air directly into the unyielding brick and steel corner of the building closest to them. “You and your pervert brother raped my sister!” Andro’s psychic knife erupted from his right hand and he began his death march toward the moaning Dante Moran. Nearly eight inches of shimmering psychic demise extended from his fist and he was intent on using it to shred whatever mind Dante Moran had. “Now I’m going to make sure you experience pain beyond what your feeble mind could possibly imagine.”
ANDRO! Elynth’s voice cried out in his mind.

Andro whirled around without hesitation as Elynth dashed gracefully from where she stood above Marux to take a position behind Andro. Far faster than anyone present had ever seen a dragon move. 
Androcles Leonidas and his Bonded Sister Elynth were Talon Guardians. Within the long and storied history of the dragon species hierarchy, Talon Guardians had been held in the utmost reverence. Throughout the millennia, the nine Dragon Elders always knew that their kind was exceptionally hard to kill. They also knew that dragons, while not as susceptible to temptation as other species, could still fall victim to greed and arrogance and any number of crimes made up of the mind and heart as well as the physical nature. Talon Guardians were those chosen for their adherence to the sacred principles of dragon culture as well as abilities that other dragons did not have. There had not been Talon Guardians in nearly a thousand years because of the war on Enurrua with Chetak and his people, and never in their history had any non-dragon held this title. 
Not until the Battle of Alba Tau had shown the universe the type of hallowed actions that were required of Talon Guardians. The true measure of Androcles Leonidas, his father; Elynth and Torma would be spun through tales during history and told to every new dragon hatchling to open their eyes and breath new air. It would be a tale of how two Lycavorians, father and son, had risked all that they were beside their bonded ones, father and daughter, to protect and defend the remains of their fellow Bonded Pairs against immeasurable odds. The complete selflessness of their actions, refusing to leave their fallen behind, it was all the information that the Dragon Elders needed to realize that they had their Talon Guardians once more. On a moon lit night gathered on the plains of Thermopylae, with billions of stars shining brightly overhead, four Talon Guardians were branded in the most venerated ceremony that could take place among the dragon species. It was a private ceremony, only the nine Dragon Elders and the Chosen Ones. As the brand of a dragon’s Talon was burned into their skin, so too was a small part of each Dragon Elder’s Mindvoice essence. A miniscule bubble of great knowledge and power that they could call upon to execute their duties as Talon Guardians. They could tap into this reserve of Mindvoice power in order to match the power and skill of any dragon that had fallen from the path of benevolence and was deemed a threat to them all. It was a gift of power that Androcles and Elynth had never tapped into before, for there was never a need.

Until today. 

The insane trumpets of a madden dragon filled the sky all around them just as Denali was setting down nearby on Aradace with Carisia and Sadi upon Anthar. They turned to see Moneus careening the Medium Lifter around the corner filled with Carina and Ne'Veha. All of them looked up to see the dirty white scales of Naruth plummeting from the sky above at frightening speed. Dropping directly for where Andro and Elynth were standing in the middle of the street. Marux had moved up behind them beside his rider Dante as he struggled to his feet. 

Turn back Naruth! Elynth’s voice jumped out within Mindvoice to everyone in range who could hear her.

You killed my rider! Naruth’s voice savaged Mindvoice, nearly deafening in its insane rage.

Naruth… you can survive if you don’t do this! Andro announced. You can go on without him. You can live a full life!

I liked my life! I embraced my life! Naruth screamed back as he banked sharply and began a dive directly at them from nearly ten thousand feet.

Then you have sealed your own fate fool! Elynth spat.

Their shimmering light blue psychic shield increased in brilliance as they both looked skyward to see the dirty white scales of Naruth diving out of the sky trumpeting out his insane madness. Naruth had felt Javier Moran fall, felt his bonded one’s agony, and it had driven him insane with the magnitude of the horror that had hit him at one time. Given as twisted as he was to begin with and the bond he shared with an equally twisted Javier Moran it was only a matter of time. Naruth had now snapped completely and he was pointing himself at the two individuals his deranged mind told him were responsible, every muscle and impulse driving him to butcher the ones to blame for taking his bonded brother from him. To tear them apart with his talons. Had he any remnant of sanity left, it was not something he would have done willingly. 
Deni stood next to Carisia and Sadi as they looked skyward, their eyes focused on Naruth as he plunged from the sky above.

He’s diving on them! Aradace screamed out. He is going to burn them!

“NO!” Sadi and Carisia screamed almost at the same time.

Deni turned his head quickly to face his Bonded Sister. “Aradace?”

I can do nothing! The angle is wrong and it could not deflect his flame stream in time. She answered almost immediately.

Anthar trumpeted out his own anger. I can’t take off now! He’s too close!

As he dropped to five hundred feet Naruth reared back his head and trumpeted out his rage, and then he cut loose with a stream of scorching three thousand degree fire directly at Andro and Elynth. A stream of fire that would have seared to a crisp any caught in its path. Denali and the others could only watch in abject terror as that stream of flame reached for his brother unerringly. Dozens of Lycavorians and elves on the streets screamed out in shock at what was happening, witnessing this colossal battle but not believing they were right in the middle of it. Denali Leonidas closed his eyes in surrender as the flame stream struck Andro and Elynth full on to the horrified wail of three women who stood and watched.
The moment that flame stream struck their psychic shield an enormous hissing sound erupted into the air causing everyone to stagger back. It was as if a dozen giant smoke pots went off all around Andro and Elynth, pure white smoke rising from where they had stood so calmly. 
Die! Die! Die! Naruth’s voice ripped through Mindvoice as he landed a hundred meters away and kept up his stream of flame, trying harder to increase the intensity of the heat.

Denali did the only thing he could think of and he snatched up his P190 and brought it to bear. He was not as powerful in Mindvoice as his parents and older brother. While pure of blood like Andro, he had never wanted to learn to control the power that his blood gave him. He could not throw psychic diamonds as they could, and he cursed his own stupidity at this moment as he held back the trigger on the P190 and began sending hundreds of lethal metal projectiles hurtling at Naruth. The powerful rounds impacted his shimmering psychic shield with such intensity they caused him to cease his flame stream and turn maniacal eyes on Denali.

“Nubou!” Denali swore under his breath as he saw Naruth turn to face him.

NARUTH!!

The deep voice belonged to only one person and all of them knew it and dozens of heads turned with equal amazement back to where Andro and Elynth stood. The white cloud of smoke had cleared enough, like steam from something hot touching something very cold, and Andro and Elynth stood there unharmed. Elynth rested on her hind legs, her wings unwrapping from around where Andro stood in front of her. Her front talons rested unbelievably on his shoulders and looked ridiculously huge compared to the Lycavorian in front of her. Their psychic shield was glowing brighter than any of them had ever seen before and Andro’s azure blue eyes shone with a brilliance that equaled the shining points that were Elynth’s golden orbs.

It is over Naruth! Andro’s voice echoed within Mindvoice. You will…

…Die now! Elynth finished the statement as if she had been speaking the entire words herself.
I will kill you! I will kill… Naruth screamed out and opened his maw once more to send another stream of flame at them.
No… Elynth spoke.

…You will not. Andro finished in that same fashion.

Had Naruth altered his path even a fraction he may have survived, though it was very doubtful. As another stream of flame began to exit his muzzle his eyes saw a Mindvoice shield of such power burst into existence that easily surpassed any he had ever known could exist. It completely engulfed Andro and Elynth, Androcles holding his hands out in front of them. In the seconds before he died, Naruth witnessed something incredible. A flare of intense power from within that shield from two who were bonded as one, and then Androcles Leonidas brought his hands together in a reverberating clap and the psychic spear formed and launched at him within the blink of an eye.

May you rot in eternity evil one! Elynth’s voice echoed menacingly in Mindvoice.

Naruth could not turn, could not go up or down. All he could do was die. The oversized psychic spear struck him at the juncture of his long neck and broad chest. It instantly punched all the way through his chest, destroying everything from his breastbone to his stomach before exiting out the top of his back and blowing bits of his spine with it. His eyes were frozen open in death as the spear lodged in his body before fully exiting; his wings ceasing their movement almost immediately when his spine was severed. His legs trembled horribly for a split second and then Naruth; Bonded dragon to Javier Moran simply tipped over and fell to his side with a wheeze of air leaving his lungs forever as he joined his rider in the blackness of the abyss.
Andro and Elynth stood there for a long moment staring at his unmoving form and Andro shook his head slowly. The Gods forgive us sister, for what we have done this day. He spoke softly.
Marux had regained his feet by now and with a roar of rage he launched himself at Andro and Elynth who were not facing him. He let loose his own stream of intense flame at what he thought was their unprotected rear, only to have his jet of flame intercepted and redirected by another powerful flame stream. He snapped his head around to see Seyra’s tail already headed for his head and he ducked just enough to save himself another full on impact. Seyra’s tail grazed his shoulder with enough force to stagger him backwards and she let loose with another bolt of hot flame aimed at him. Only his and Dante’s combined Mindvoice shield stopped the stream of searing agony from burning them, but it allowed Andro and Elynth to turn to face them once more with renewed anger, not that they had been in any danger to begin with. Elynth’s head whipped around to look at Seyra.

Stay with your Bonded Sister Seyra! Elynth barked out. We will deal with this trash!
Elynth we…

We already know Seyra! Elynth told her. We already know! Protect them! Protect them both! That is your charge now! Now go!

Andro didn’t speak, didn’t blink, he just began launching psychic diamonds at Dante and Marux as fast as he was able to generate them from his fingertips. He wanted them to feel the agony and pain they had forced upon his precious sister. 
Zarah.

The one person that held his heart outside of the four women that he loved with every breath he took. The upstart sister that he was tied to for all time in a way that only they knew and shared. He had risked all to insure that her life continued so long ago, and that moment had bonded them in a way very little could. For his wives and mates, and in the fashion of his father, he would smash whole Empires to keep them from pain. For his beautiful and precious sister Zarah he would insure Dante and Marux were rend limb from limb. He wanted them to endure what he had felt Zarah had endured. He wanted them to know pain at its most exquisite pinnacle before he ended their lives in the most agonizing way he could possibly come up with. And he would kill them if it was the last thing he ever did. His psychic diamonds were driving them back, smashing into their own shield with enough force to stagger them and not allow Dante to climb onto Marux’s back. Every time he tried, Andro hit him with another. Every time Marux tried to send a seething stream of flame back at them a psychic diamond smashed into his already injured muzzle and he would bellow in pain. It was relentless and completely without mercy. 
Andro sent another psychic diamond out that smashed into Dante’s back and sent him hurtling away from Marux with crushing force.

Jeth! Now! Elynth screamed out within Mindvoice as she followed behind Andro just as relentlessly as he pressed forward.

The bright sky suddenly became black as the massive twenty-one meter long, hugely muscular body of Jeth dropped like a meteor from the sky above. He had dropped Lisisa off at the apartment building and lifted off immediately following her directions to assist Andro. He had been circling above waiting for the right time and projecting his intentions to his sister below as they drove Marux and Dante further and further away from the city streets on purpose. Marux had time to glance up and then nearly eight tons of massive muscle dropped on him like a load from the heavens. Jeth’s massive jaws opened in that instant and then they snapped shut on Marux’s neck.
A Bonded Pair never fights alone! Jeth screamed out in Mindvoice, his usual jovial and humorous side completely gone now. In its place was the savage beast that had terrified the Evolli alongside his sister Elynth during the war. Determined. Deadly. Devastating. And at this very moment extremely pissed off.

Marux bellowed out his pain as Jeth’s razor like teeth sank deeply into the flesh of his neck and his massive talons came up to rip savagely along his side. He tumbled sideways just as Elynth had planned and then her Heavyhorn tail was whipping forward and smashing Marux’s left hind leg into pieces.

Andro sensed it first as he stepped toward Dante. A powerful surge within Mindvoice. A surge equal to himself. He turned in an instant as Yuri Moran stepped from around the corner of the building followed by two very large Immortals and several High Coven Commandos.

Yuri’s face was a facade of rage and she lifted her hands directly at Andor. She had felt the death of Javier within Mindvoice and it had very nearly driven her just as insane as Naruth. She was not about to lose another son to these animals. As she unleashed a psychic blast of power all her own Andro lifted his hands and caught it within an invisible grip and then it appeared as if two people were holding opposite and powerful streams of water at one another and trying to defeat the other. The two Immortals and the commandos began firing point blank at Jeth and Elynth while two more appeared from around the building to grab Dante between them. Elynth spotted them first and her eyes went wide.
Dragon Killers! She screamed out as two commandos lifted the boxy missile tubes to their shoulders.

Jeth whirled around, his fangs saturated with blood. Sister!

No! I won’t leave him! Elynth screamed.

Sister we must! At this range we will both die!

No! He is…

Go my sister! Andor’s voice echoed in her mind. Help Seyra protect Zarah and Lucia until I return.

Andro I will…

Jeth! Now! Andro’s voice screamed.
Jeth didn’t hesitate and slammed his muzzle into the side of Elynth’s saddle.

NO! Elynth cried before she disappeared into a silver vortex of light.

Jeth snapped his head around on his longer neck and smashed his snout into the side of his own saddle and in an equally brilliant silver vortex he vanished as well just as the T19 missiles were launched and spun off into empty space.

Yuri’s eyes were wide at what she witnessed and she knew instantly that whatever had just happened could not be good for them. She drew on all her reserves of energy and shoved her arms forward directing all her immense power in a concentrated blast and she won the gigantic shoving match as Andro’s body lifted off the ground and went hurtling backwards into the timber on the edge of Reylan.

“Princess!” Her Immortal Colonel barked as he ran up to her as she dropped to her knees in complete exhaustion. 

You must use your experience daughter, for none of us can match the raw power of a Lycavorian.

Yuri shook her head as her mother’s words rang true. She shook her head as Pa’cour’s arm slipped around her waist to support her. “Get Dante and Marux out of here Pa’cour!” She ordered as she held his arm. “Everything is going to shit and we need to get out of here before the window closes!”

“My men are already moving out back to the transport with your son Princess!” Pa'cour answered. “Marux is following now. And we must go now!”

“No! Where did he fall?” Yuri asked coming to her feet.

“A hundred meters inside the treeline.” Pa'cour answered immediately.

Yuri pushed away from. “No! I want to see him dead.” She barked as she broke into a run towards where Andro had fallen into the treeline.

“Princess!” Pa'cour barked as he followed. “Get moving!” He screamed to his men and the remaining Commandos. “Back to the ship! Go!”

Yuri didn’t hesitate and plunged into the forest near where Andro had fallen through the trees. Her cobalt blue vampire eyes searched keenly in the shadowy light of the timber moving faster than she should have and making far too much noise. Not that she was being tracked by the noise she was making anyway. Had she been more alert and not so engulfed by anger and hatred she would have been more cautious and not followed a wolf into the timber where they were at their most lethal.

Yuri heard the snarl of insane hatred and whirled around far too late. There was a flash of azure blue eyes on a black muzzle. A muzzle filled with the flesh shredding white fangs of a three hundred pound wolf. Those jaws snapped shut with the power to crush bone and that was all she would remember.

Lucia smiled grimly when she felt her brother ripped from the room on the other side of the door by someone far stronger than her. It took her only a second to dismiss him then and turn back to see Am’rul and As’pin kneeling by the door and covering the entrance. Their eyes were wide, but true to their Immortal heritage they would not leave her side for anything, and they would protect her until they died. They would protect them.

Lucia blurred to the bed then, unable to comprehend the brutality of what they had done to her Zarah. Tears came almost immediately as she dropped to the side of the bed and reached out tentatively for Zarah’s bruised and bloody face.


“Gi ussta ssin'urn ssinssrigg! Vel'bol inbal nind xunor ulu dos?” Lucia sobbed as her hands shook terribly reaching for Zarah’s face. (Oh my beautiful love! What have they done to you?)


Lucia began tearing at the uniform top she wore, shredding the body armor with her vampire strength as she pulled it off. She snatched the dingy sheet from the floor and draped it over Zarah’s inert form. Her body was a mass of bruises and welts. Dozens of bites from vampire teeth dotted her perfect skin. Her color was rapidly turning to the pallor of the dead and Lucia knew she was dying. She was breathing, but the air was soft and wheezing as she took in breaths.


“Zarah! Zarah my love… you must hold on!” She gasped placing her hand on Zarah’s bloody cheek and moaning in agony at how cold her skin felt. “Your… your sister is not… not far behind me.”


Lucia watched as Zarah’s one good eye, swollen that it was, fluttered open to look at her.

“Yo…you?” The words came out in a hoarse whisper, barely discernible.


Lucia nodded slowly, the tears streaming from her now dark eyes. “Androcles is here Zarah! You must… you must hold on!”


“So… so… cold.” She wheezed. “It… it hurts!”


Lucia couldn’t hold back anymore and without so much as any thought to the disgusting filth of the bed, the blood or dried cum from the now dead men in the room, Lucia crawled slowly onto the bed and slid ever so gently under Zarah. She pulled her into her embrace, feeling how badly the pain wracked Zarah’s body. She wept uncontrollably now as Zarah groaned in agony. She stopped when she had Zarah’s head resting on her chest, and she pulled her as tightly as she could without causing her more suffering.


“You must hold on Zarah Leonidas!” Lucia wept the words. “You… you can not leave me. Not now! Not after all this!”


Zarah’s good eye blinked once. “It… it has… has been you all… all along.” She panted out the words.



Lucia nodded slowly uncaring of the blood that now stained her hair and face. “Yes.” She gasped. “Take… take my blood Zarah ussta ssinssrigg! You can not shift! Take it!” She pulled at the collar of her undershirt exposing the softness of her throat and neck. “I… I have done so much! I have seen so much! It has been… it has been so long! I can’t… I won’t lose you now! Take… my blood please!”


Lucia felt Zarah shake her head slowly against her firm breasts. “Not… it… not right.” She gasped.


Lucia moaned in defeat. “Please Zarah! I love you! I have always loved you! We… were meant… we are meant for each other! I see that now! I do not want to go on without you! You… you will die without blood! You must… you must survive! There is… there is so much we need…”


“Love… loves me?” Zarah’s soft pain filled voice carried over her own sobbing.


Lucia stroked her hair and saw Am'rul looking at them from the doorway through her tears. She saw a flash of blond hair that could only be the elven female as she threw her arms around As’pin. She could hear voices from outside, the flap of huge wings and the Mindvoice presence of the arriving Leonidas children. And she could still feel the unmitigated rage of Androcles as he waged a battle below. A battle that now included her mother.

“Please my love!” Lucia wept. “I have come this far to find you! Do not leave me alone now! I need you! I need you! I…”


Lucia gasped in pain as she felt fangs pierce her neck. She saw flashes of stars in her eyes which quickly changed to cobalt blue, and then she felt undeniable pleasure as Zarah’s cracked and bleeding lips closed on her neck and she sank her own vampire fangs deeply into Lucia’s neck. Lucia’s face became animated and bright and she grasped Zarah’s head tighter, holding her by her dirty hair.


“Yes my love!” Lucia cried out. “Take… take as much as you need! We… we were meant for each other!”


Lucia could feel the fire in her blood. The fire of intense desire and pleasure as Zarah fed hungrily on her blood. She gripped her body tighter, pulling her closer and with skills she had learned through the years she erected a Mindvoice barrier around them that rivaled Androcles Leonidas in its power. A barrier she would not drop until he came to be with them. She did this just as the door to the next room blew inward under the controlled and powerful Mindvoice explosion of a male she knew to be the mate of Eliani Leonidas. As she clutched Zarah’s head to her neck, giving of herself to save the one she was to be with, Lucia saw Malic’s angry face and body fill the room, his Nehtes out and fully extended and Eliani and Lisisa just behind him.


She saw the looks of horror fill her sister’s eyes at what they saw in the room, saw Am'rul and As’pin lay aside their weapons as Libala imposed herself in front of them to protect them from the wrath of the Leonidas family, but it all mattered not. 
As Zarah fed on her blood, she could feel her injuries healing; feel the life returning to her body. This is all that mattered to her. This was all that ever mattered to her. They would go forward from here now. As Zarah Leonidas fed on her blood, she could feel their bond growing and expanding, and she could feel the darkness within her being pushed aside. She could see so many things, all of which she shared with the one person in the universe she cared about more than her own life.
They were together now. That was all that mattered.

