CHAPTER FOUR

NEOR

KAVALIAN FEDERATION IMPERIUM HEADQUARTERS


They had accomplished so much and he knew more was coming.

Keleru’Puat looked around the large table at the gathered Pride Leaders and could not help but smile to himself. Two hundred and fifty-six High Coven worlds they had conquered in twenty-five years. The Kavalian Empire was once more reborn and it would continue to grow. Combined with the six hundred and fourteen planets of their original empire that they had reestablished control over, and the hundred and thirteen Zaleisian planets they now controlled, the Kavalian Empire was even more powerful than it ever was in the past. They had fleets of powerful warships and millions of ground troops, not to mention that they were in the process of completing major trade agreements with other empires that would make them extremely wealthy. The Prides were growing in population, the Kavalian females becoming fertile and ready to have children without the threat of starvation or death which had limited their growth over the last centuries. In just the last twenty years alone, nearly four million new children had been birthed, and since it took only three years for those children to obtain adulthood in the eyes of their people, four million more soldiers and leaders to command their biogenic army.


They had swept aside the High Coven defenses in the first five years, capturing more planets than they had ever imagined. They fortified their gains in the five year lull that followed as they produced more of their biogenic clones to replace those lost in battle and those that were being destroyed before they became unstable. Then once more they attacked in force, capturing dozens more planets before they were forced by High Coven tactics to stay their invasion. Now… for the last ten years they had built and prepared. Their Biogenic cloning process had been refined, and now each clone could last for ten years before its mind began to break down and it needed to be put down. During that time, the Prides would continue to grow and finally, they would no longer need the clones to fight their wars for them. The Kavalian people would once more be feared among the stars.

Keleru let his eyes fall upon Pusintin who was engaged in an animated conversation with two of the older Pride Leaders as well as Cukoum, the Pride Leader who had adopted the huge Lycavorian as his son over three thousand years ago. Pusintin still bore the hideous scars of the battle with his younger brother that day twenty-five years ago on Earth. In the city where he had been born. Hundreds if not thousands had watched that savage fight, even Keleru as he stood trapped between two burly Lycavorian Spartans, their weapons jammed into his sides. He had been utterly amazed at the size of the two wolves for while he had seen Pusintin in wolf form before he never imagined there could be another equal in size and strength. As they fought, Keleru came to understand what the others who witnessed the barbaric nature of that battle understood. Their battle had not been over property or wealth or even females.


Their titanic battle that day had been two brothers fighting over blood, honor and above all else betrayal.


Pusintin had once been King of the Union city of Sparta until an attack by High Coven forces against him and his royal guard brought the Kavalian detachment on Earth to the rescue. They had saved the huge man’s life that day, the year 458 B.C. as the humans and others referred to it, Cukoum adopting the not yet fifty year old Lycavorian into his family to replace the six sons he had lost in battle with the High Coven. That day had ended one life for the Lycavorian known as Pleistarchus, and began the new life he now had as Pusintin of the Kavalian people. He was a large man, six feet three inches tall and two hundred and forty-five pounds of muscle and dominating power. His muscular definition and strength rivaled and even surpassed that of even the finest Kavalian warriors, and over the years this had earned Pusintin the respect of many of the Pride Leaders and younger warriors. He was fearless, and was not afraid to shift into his wolf form, or battle in his human form to fight any Kavalian warrior who challenged him in the first ten years after he had arrived. This earned him the respect and honor that he had only embraced and made powerful. He had fought beside his new people in their war against the Lycavorian Union, earning many accolades at his actions. He fought like a man possessed and had killed many of his own species. It was a losing war however, the Union far too powerful and large. He had acquitted himself even more in the war against the High Coven, fighting without fear even the Immortal warriors the Coven commanded. Again it had been in a losing cause as the Coven had resorted to weapons of mass destruction targeted against their civilian population to finally turn the tide of the war. 


Pusintin’s hate for both the Union and the Coven ran deep, but it did not deter the man from fighting with his brains first. He was a masterful leader of men, and a superior tactician, and it was primarily his tactics that had brought them to this point against the High Coven. Keleru knew however he held a festering hate for his brother, the Union King, and for his very own mother who he regarded as having abandoned him. His brother held the position that Pusintin felt he should have had… not to mention nearly killing him in their battle. His brother also had something that belonged to Pusintin, and though Keleru did not know what that was, he knew that fact would always be a thorn in his side and it was something Pusintin had sworn to get back one day, no matter the cost. 
Pusintin and Keleru’s daughter Jalersi now had four children of their own to raise and to one day command among their people. Keleru had thought Pusintin would return from Sparta with far too much hatred to be useful, and as he had done so many times in the past, Pusintin surprised him with the laconic dismissal of what had happened. Perhaps he had truly put it behind him, for his actions over the last years had not been of a man with hatred in his heart. He was methodic and ruthless with the High Coven, but with others he was calm and controlled and with Keleru’s daughter Jalersi; she he treated as if she was a goddess. Their children were healthy and strong, and while they were stern and often times harsh parents in the Kavalian manner, his three sons and one daughter were proud and so far had acquitted themselves with honor in battle. It had taken them seven years as opposed to the normal three to reach adulthood because of their Lycavorian blood, but that was only an additional four years of education that they had to apply to their lives it seemed. Jalersi insisted they be well schooled, and had spent seven years seeing to that herself.


Keleru trusted Pusintin to such an extent that he had allowed him to break in his youngest daughter, and even now after twenty-five years, Jalersi and Keleru’s own mate Gessia had yet to choose a male for Athani to be mated too. They were both leaning towards the lesser of so many evils as they called it… and they knew they could not prolong the mating forever. Life for females in the Kavalian Empire was very harsh, often times extremely brutal. Kavalian males were not known for their gentle practices when mating, and it was the reason the hundreds of Lycavorian females captured during their war had been kept alive. They were the only race outside of the High Coven vampires that could heal the wounds inflicted by a Kavalian male in ‘rut’. Athani was still part of their lives, and he knew Pusintin took her often, using only her ass and mouth as Jalersi had told him. His youngest daughter did not like the arrangement and often voiced her discontent to him, but it was the only way to keep her beautiful features unaltered until Gessia and Jalersi found a mate who would not scar her beauty. His two daughters had been altered using biogenics when they were very young. The process removed the fine coat of hair from their bodies that all Kavalians had, and it caused their tails to shrink and fade away. His two daughters looked no different than a Lycavorian female until someone got close enough to them to smell them. That and the fact that Athani had allowed her tail to grow back to its full two meter length, which she could use now as a third arm of sorts. This had been a large point of contention with Keleru and his mate, but Jalersi settled it when she said the continued treatments needed to keep their tails from re-growing made Athani sick as they did with dozens of the thousands that had taken the treatments. As with her… in those cases the females were allowed to re-grow their tails. Most of the Kavalian females chosen for the treatments were like Jalersi and Athani, daughters of high ranking Pride Leaders who were very careful who was chosen for their daughters. While it was true the senior female in the Pride was the one who chose the prospective mates for their daughters or sisters, Keleru and many other Pride Leaders had begun making their voices heard even only a little. He was trying to change the violent ways of his people concerning their females, and while he was having some luck, Kavalian females were still very much inferior in their society.


Pusintin however treated Jalersi almost as an equal in all that they did, and Keleru knew Pusintin was devoted to Jalersi. Mated Kavalian males, especially strong and respected males, could be encouraged by other females to take them as their mates as well, and while several Kavalian females had approached Pusintin about this, he had rebuffed all of them without question. Something that only made Jalersi love him even more.


“Prefect…?” The voice broke into Keleru’s thoughts and he looked up.


“What?”


“Pian and Qurot have arrived.” Keleru’s senior aide Cuatan spoke in a soft whisper as he motioned down the large table and he saw the two most junior Pride Leaders greeting others as they took their places at the table.


The dark gold colored fur of Pian and the darker brown of Qurot were unmistakable. They were the youngest Pride Leaders, the most head strong and the most outspoken. While Keleru knew that many of the older Pride Leaders saw themselves in these two men and their adherence to the old ways, more still saw the need to bring their people forward from a past culture that almost was their undoing. Neither of them cared for Pusintin or the respect he garnered from almost all the older Pride Leaders, mainly because Pian had wanted Jalersi for himself, while Qurot was pestering his mate for Athani’s hand.


Keleru sat up straighter in his chair. “I’m happy to see our two youngest Pride Leaders decided to grace this War Council in a timely fashion.” He spoke in a stern voice.


Pian looked at Keleru as he sat in his chair. “Apologies Prefect.” He spoke with a gruff but respectful voice.


“I was insuring my ships were ready for battle Prefect.” Qurot spoke almost offhandedly. He was the more disrespectful of the two, thinking his many victories over the High Coven gave him some sort of status others did not have. He and Pian had led their forces brilliantly so far during the war, never once having lost a battle, but they took risks not needed and they cared not for the lives they expended if it gained them recognition. Qurot was a hardliner Keleru knew, and there would not be much more he or his mate and Jalersi would be able to do if he kept voicing his desire for Athani’s hand as his mate. Qurot commanded quite a bit of loyalty and soon the calls would start coming from the older Pride Leaders for Keleru to allow this and seal Qurot’s rise in power and influence. Keleru did not want to see that happen, for he knew without a doubt that Athani would end up scarred for life, and while his youngest daughter was not weak, she did not have Jalersi’s inner strength.


“This is a War Council Qurot!” Keleru spoke sternly. “Not a battle preparation meeting. Insure you are not late again Qurot! You as well Pian. I grow tired of having to wait for the two of you to show the proper respect to this council.” Pian opened his mouth to speak but Keleru waved him silent. “Heed my words! That is all I will say on it for now!”


One of the senior Pride Leaders, a man with dark brown fur and gray hair just filtering throughout leaned forward at the table. “This is unusual isn’t it Prefect?” He asked. “We were not scheduled to meet for another six months.”


Keleru nodded to the man. “You are right Liatthi. However… information we have obtained recently dictated a need for this War Council to at least meet and discuss what to do.” Keleru looked at Pusintin. “You may begin Pusintin.”


Pusintin let his eyes linger on Pian for a moment Keleru saw, perhaps in a show of male dominance and the fact that he was Jalersi’s mate, the position Pian had so coveted. It caused Keleru to smile ever so slightly as Pusintin hauled his large frame out of the chair and moved to the star chart. Though not visible from under his uniform, Keleru had seen the wounds when Pusintin went shirtless. The deep puncture marks where his brother’s viciously sharp dual fangs had sunk into his flesh at the back of his neck and almost crushed his spinal cord, and the jagged tears on his legs from Leonidas’s claws. Jalersi had been beside herself for days when they had returned, hovering over his bed every waking moment while he regained enough strength to shift back to his wolf form and heal the more severe wounds. They did not have the benefit of Hadarian Healers within their ranks, and their medical treatments suffered in some ways in terms of technology and what they were able to do.   
              

Pusintin picked up the data pad and looked at the men gathered. He belonged here he knew. He would never forget the injuries his younger brother gave to him, nor the words spoken to him by Martin and his mother. That hate would always simmer beneath his skin, but he had gotten past that quickly for he had now what he had never had before. Acceptance. He hated his brother and mother with every fiber of his existence and given an opportunity he would easily disembowel both of them without question. Her betrayal by leaving him on Earth to escape with Martin had hurt him deeply and it was a wound he would never forgive. Pusintin was also no fool, and aside from the one incident when one of Qurot’s senior Pride officers went rogue and attacked the Lycavorian Union planet, he had not even gone close to that border. He would bide his time patiently. 

That folly had cost them twenty-five thousand of the best trained troops they had and two hundred and sixteen ships. Though it was never proven and could not be blamed on him, many of the older Pride Leaders believed Qurot had issued the orders to attack the planet himself in the hopes of taking some Lycavorian females as hostages and slaves. Within two days of taking the planet the Union descended upon the Kavalian forces with brutal and savage efficiency. Qurot’s officer had not expected the Union to respond so quickly. Only five thousand of their Lycavorian Spartans had landed, led by the black Spartan Daniel Simpson and the elf General Vengal. His brother had landed with a hundred of their Mjolnir’s Hand, the dragon riding Spartans as they were called, while Admiral Riall had jumped directly into the planetary system with an entire fleet group. The surprise had been complete and within a week his brother had annihilated the Kavalian forces to the last man. If not for some very fast back channel talks by Keleru and others, speaking through their Zaleisian counterparts, the Union would have entered the war. Perhaps not on the side of the High Coven, but most certainly against the Kavalian forces. That would have been a battle they could not have won. No military in history, any history, had ever won victory fighting a war on two different fronts.


Pusintin let his eyes linger on Qurot for a long moment before he began speaking. “We have received some disturbing reports from our agents within the High Coven military.” He spoke adjusting the controls on the star chart to bring up several images of what appeared to be a deserted installation. “This is the facility outside their capital on Usu Ozeib 7 where they have been training with the beasts they discovered in The Wilds.” Pusintin watched as many of the Pride Leaders came forward in their chairs.

“It… it is abandoned.” One Pride Leader spoke.


Pusintin nodded. “Not completely, there are still High Coven personnel working here, but the dragons are gone.”


“Gone where?” Another barked.


Pusintin adjusted the controls again and the image changed to that of three High Coven BLOOD REVERENCE-Class Dreadnoughts and a host of smaller warships. “This image was captured from one of our remote spy drones in The Wilds. We’ve identified one of the ships as the INQUISTOR, the blood sucker Moran’s personal command ship.”

“Are they massing for an attack somewhere?” Another asked.


Pusintin shook his head. “They only have forty of the beasts, but as we all know, even one of these creatures can turn the tide of the battle. Any battle. We have not been able to reverse engineer the inbred fear our people have of this creature out of our clones. And numbers do not matter as the events on Norala Nine proved.” Pusintin spoke looking directly at Qurot. “Five thousand Spartans and one hundred of these beasts wiped out twenty-five thousand of our finest warriors in only ten days time.”


Qurot’s muzzle twitched and he growled out in a low voice. “You are the overall Military Commander of our forces.” He spat. “Have you lost three dozen of our enemy’s warships now? To include their Supreme Commander and the beasts that we so fear?”


“QUROT!” Keleru bellowed from his chair. “You will show Pusintin the respect he has earned or I will whip you into submission myself! It is by his tactics and leadership that we have come this far! That our commanders, yourself included, have been so successful! Do not tempt fate pup, for you are still two thousand years shy of Pusintin’s age and experience! Is that clear?”


Qurot turned to look at Keleru and quickly let his angry eyes drop as he saw and felt the majority of Pride Leaders nodding in agreement with Keleru’s words. He had no desire to anger Keleru’Puat for not only was he the Kavalian Prefect, he had many of the oldest Pride Leaders firmly behind him. And he still wanted his daughter for a mate. “I beg forgiveness Prefect!” He spoke quickly. 


Pusintin smiled at this action. “No… I have not lost these ships.” He continued turning back to the star chart. “I know exactly where they are.” He adjusted the screen and an enormous picture of known space came into being. All of them could see the many different sections that represented not only the High Coven and Lycavorian Union, but now the Kavalian Empire and the nearly two dozen other alliances and federations of different planets. He adjusted the screen once more to focus on a sector of space within The Wilds and he brought his finger up to point at one. “They are right here.” He spoke calmly. “Sector twenty-nine of The Wilds, and just over two days from the Lycavorian Union border.”


“The Union border?” Cukoum hissed out. “Have they gone mad? Your brother hates them more than he does our people! Why would they risk entering Union space?”


Pusintin shook his head. “He hates me father.” He corrected his adopted father meeting his eyes evenly. Cukoum’s light blond fur was thick and very well groomed. He was a respected warrior among their people and that was partly the reason he was allowed to take Pusintin as his son and rear him as he had done. “He does not hate species on a whole as the nearly ten million bloodsuckers that call the Union home can attest too. Not to mention the pureblood bloodsucker he calls Queen.” Pusintin looked at Keleru. “Prefect?”

Keleru nodded. “You may tell them now.” He spoke. “And what is about to be spoken does not leave this room for any reason.”


Pusintin tapped on the data pad in his hand and in front of every Pride Leader a small screen rose from within the table. “It appears that we had a double agent within the ranks of the bloodsuckers that fight with us.” Pusintin spoke. “Their greed knows no bounds as we all know. We discovered this agent three weeks ago and slit his throat. However not before he was able to send a coded transmission to his contacts within High Coven space regarding the status of our biogenic cloning procedures and timetables. The High Coven is now aware we are fifteen months away from having sufficient cloned troops to begin our conquest once more. After consulting with Prefect Keleru and others within our intelligence section, we have determined that the High Coven is going to ask the Lycavorian Union for their assistance in some way in fighting us.”


“Impossible!” A Pride Leader spat. “The Union King would never agree to such a partnership!”


“They butchered his father… your father… and held and tortured his mother for over a decade!” Another barked. “He would never help them!”


Pusintin shook his head. “My father sits among us now Pride Leaders.” He spoke. “I am a Kavalian… and…”


The Pride Leader who had spoken raised his hand. “My words were only spoken as reference Pusintin.” He spoke. “All of us in this room, we do not doubt your loyalties. We never have. And your true father… Cukoum… he has raised you well.”

Pusintin nodded. “I thank you for your words Pride Leader Diseno.”


“Do we know why they are going there Pusintin?” Another Pride Leader asked. “They are closer now to the Lycavorian border than they have been in twenty-five years. Since we began our campaign against them.”


“We can only guess that they will ask for help, especially now that they have this information from their agent.” Pusintin answered. “The bigger concern we have is where have their dragon beasts gone?”


“But if by some remote chance they are able to obtain active assistance from the Union…?” Another Pride Leader exclaimed. “It could be disastrous.”


Keleru nodded. “That is why we are arranging for a political delegation to enter Union space and begin talks with them to insure they remain out of our conflict. It is also the reason we have pushed to complete our trade agreements with the other active governments within the last three weeks. We have already been recognized by half of the ruling governments within known space. Only those aligned with the Union have balked at such recognition. We are going to attempt to change that.”


The Pride Leaders looked at him. Pian was the first to speak up. “That dog of a Union King has barred us from ever entering Union space! He will…”


“He has barred me from entering Union space. No one else.” Pusintin corrected him as he moved back to his chair. “And this was done not for any sort of political reason. It was a purely personal reason on his part.”


Pian looked at him. “We do not need their recognition!” He spat. “Once we finished with the High Coven we can take from the Union all that they have by force! We can make them recognize us!”


Keleru shook his head slowly. “While we fight the High Coven?” He asked. “That is not possible. And even when we finally defeat the bloodsuckers, the Union will not be so easy to conquer. We will never make the Union do anything.”

“We outnumber them three to one!” Qurot broke in now.


“Numbers mean nothing so long as they have those dragons.” Pusintin spoke softly. “We in this room… and many of our senior officers have learned to deal with the fear these beasts instill in our people naturally. We can still function. However… it is not something we can train the clones to do. It would take too much time… and we would need several dozen of these beasts to do it. Talco failed in that mission at the start of our war with the Coven, and in the process gave the Union valuable information in regards to our clones. Information we believe was somehow passed to the High Coven.”


The Pride Leaders looked at him surprised. “You know this as fact?” One asked.


Pusintin shook his head. “No… it is only a guess… but it would explain how the High Coven was able to effectively combat our clone troops once they named Moran as Supreme Commander of their forces. He shares a bed with the bloodsucker witch Yuri, and she would have had access to this information easily. He got it from her and then instituted these changes once he became Supreme Commander.”


“What are you proposing Prefect?” Another Pride Leader asked more sedately as he looked at Keleru.


“Nothing what some of you might be thinking?” He said quickly. “We will not make peace with these dogs, nor will we enter into any sort of alliance with them. However… if we open political discussions with them, it will allow us a view into their inner workings. Perhaps a trade agreement of some sort. If we do this… we can petition to have an embassy granted to us on both Apo Prime and Earth. Then… with the right people in place, we may be able to draw some excellent information and intelligence.”


“They will see through that as what it is.” Qurot barked.


Keleru nodded. “Perhaps. But if they refuse our political openness, it will show they are not the open society they claim to be and it will allow us to put pressure on their allies who support them so.”


“No Lycavorian will help us if this was done.” Diseno spoke now.


“There is greed even among the Lycavorians.” Keleru said with a smile. 


Pusintin nodded quickly. “We just need to find the right one. However, we can’t do that without establishing some sort of ties with them, even through intermediaries. As the High Coven has learned in the past years, there is no way we will penetrate their Intelligence network now… not with the way it has been reformed and is run by this Armetus person. The risk to attempt this is far too high. We can however, attempt to convince other Lycavorians to gather the information for us. We will need to act quickly if this is indeed where the High Coven is going?”


“What of their beasts my son?” Cukoum asked looking at him from his chair.


“We have our agents pressing as hard as they are able.” Pusintin replied. “It’s possible they have simply moved them to another facility in secret to continue their training. Our Evolli contacts have passed the information to us about a weapons deal they were recently trying to conduct. It concerned the High Coven purchasing an order of the T19 Dragon Killers that we have been buying up ever since we discovered they have the beasts. Apparently however, they attempted to make the exchange in Union space and were discovered and destroyed by the black Spartan Simpson. The remaining portion of that group was discovered and destroyed by my nephews and nieces on Eleysi Three. The fools attacked a Union mining colony and then tried to assassinate two of the Union Queens who they thought would respond to the distress call from the mining colony. They didn’t anticipate that any other Union ships would be in the area to get the transmission. They were wrong. The Coven may have moved their beasts to try and develop tactics against the T19s, which they know we have been purchasing in The Wilds.”

“We will not be in a position to begin our final push against the Coven for fifteen months at the earliest.” Keleru spoke. “We can use this time to insinuate ourselves into the Union’s arena and perhaps make some disrupting waves in the process. This can hardly hurt our position.”


“Who do we send on this political venture?” Qurot spoke.


Keleru sat back. “Two of our senior diplomats, my daughters Jalersi and Athani since their features will allow them more freedom than most half a dozen of our other females that have been transformed, and Pusintin’s oldest son Karun.” He spoke looking at Qurot. “And you Qurot.”


Qurot’s eyes grew wide. “Me? For what purpose?”


“To give the Lycavorian intelligence people a gaze at one of our finest warriors of course. To instill fear in them.” Keleru spoke with a smile. 


“I have no wish to associate myself with those dogs!” Qurot spoke quickly.


“It is not a request Qurot.” Keleru snarled at him. “You will accompany the delegation as military officer and liaison and you will maintain your decorum.”


“Who will lead this delegation Prefect?”


Keleru met their eyes for a long moment. “My daughter Jalersi will command the delegation.”


The uproar was not as vocal as Keleru expected, only a handful of the thirty odd senior Pride Leaders coming to their feet and only Qurot and Pian openly showing their anger. He let them rant for a moment before lifting his hand for silence. It took several moments before they quieted and took their seats once more.

“I am a Pride Leader!” Qurot hissed harshly even as he returned to his feet. “I will not take orders from a female!”


“You will if you wish to take my daughter Athani as your mate.” Keleru replied just as harshly. Qurot’s eyes grew wider at this knowledge. “We all know of the sensibilities of the Union dogs! They give their females far more freedom than we do. It stands to reason that if we allow two of our females to make contact with them it will be much easier to convince them. Jalersi and Athani have studied the Union for over a decade now. Their features will allow them to blend in better.”


“Athani has allowed her tail to grow Prefect.” A Pride Leader spoke now. “Will this not hinder such interaction?”


Keleru shook his head. “We don’t believe so. There are many species that interact freely within the borders of the Union. I was upset when she first did this, but now it appears it may work in our favor. Jalersi and Athani will conduct negotiations with our senior diplomats, while the half dozen other females that have undergone the treatments like them will learn as much as they are able in whatever way they can.” He held up his hand before the next outburst. “These are females that are not able to sire children, and they have volunteered for this mission with the approval of their fathers and Pride Leaders. They will not be returning to us once the mission is complete. They will remain within an embassy if it is allowed as aides and workers.”

“And if an embassy is not granted?” Pian snapped.


Keleru looked at him. “Then they will have served their purpose and will disappear on the return trip.”


The Pride Leaders at the table nodded their heads in approval. No one would touch the females after they had been with a Lycavorian or any other species in the course of completing their mission.


“This is an opportunity we can not allow to pass.” Keleru spoke. “While my daughters are doing this… we will discover where they have taken their dragon beasts and continue our preparations to bring down the bloodsuckers.”


“You… you will allow me to take Athani then?” Qurot spoke firmly.


Keleru nodded slowly. “Against my better judgment… but my mate and daughter have made their decision. But understand this Qurot… you will not mark her in any way! She is far more intelligent and useful to us, even as your mate, with her beauty and her mind intact! Is that an issue for you? If it is… tell me now, for my mate and daughter will find a male who will do as they ask. Once you have taken her… if one mark appears on her flesh I will personally rip your innards out and watch you wither and die!”


Qurot looked at Pusintin. “She is pure?”


Pusintin nodded. “As she should be. According to our customs I have had only two of her openings. She has actually grown to like it in this manner and if you stroke the base of her tail she responds actively and with...”

“I will decide how I take her.” Qurot snapped. “Her pleasure is not my concern.”

Pusintin’s eyes darkened for a moment. “She is pure Qurot!” He snapped. “And if you have no wish to have her welcome you in your bed that is your problem. I will not help you make her hate you any less than she already does.”


“She can hate me all she wants as long as she accepts me.” Qurot turned back to Keleru. “And I will do as you ask me.”


Keleru nodded. “Insure that you do.” He spoke. “Let us work out what we will extend to the Union dogs and then we can adjourn for refreshment.”

BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT
INQUISITOR

22 HOURS FROM LYCAVORIAN BORDER 


“Ahhhhhhh…. please no… no more!” Toria Dellion gasped out as she felt Dante flex his hard cock deep inside her.

Her red hair was strewn about her shoulders, her naked body covered in a fine sheen of sweat. The nipples on her large breasts were painfully erect and begging for attention that they would not get. She felt Dante’s powerful hands on her ass cheeks holding her hips down on his throbbing shaft. He was sitting on the couch, Toria straddling his lap. This was her punishment. This is what she had to endure for not pleasing her Empress and Tesand enough. The skin of her flawless breasts was adorned with three bite marks and red areas where Dante had sucked too hard or too long on her delicate skin. They had been taking her for three hours now with no reprieve. No pause. They were like rutting animals.

And Toria could not stop them because her body was betraying her in the vilest of ways. And it had been since she had come here.

Toria felt Dante grab both sides of her face roughly. “Look at me!” He barked out.

Toria’s sky blue eyes opened wide at the tone of his voice and she gazed into his dark eyes seeing the small flash of red in those dark orbs. “No… no more… please Prince…” She croaked out the words.

“We are not finished using you yet Toria.” Dante hissed. “You want us to take you more don’t you?”

Toria shook her head slightly as her hands were braced on his broad shoulders and his bruising hands held her hips down on his lap. “I… I don’t… not like… not like this… please…”

Dante laughed and opened his eyes wider. “But you are a pureblood whore Toria!” He barked. “You are our pureblood whore aren’t you?” His dark eyes grew even larger and Toria was mesmerized by the flash of red within them. They were like gazing into the blood red petals of a flower, so beautiful in its color and intensity. She wanted to touch that flower, to feel its satiny surface caress her flesh in so many intimate ways. 
“I am… I am…”

Toria sensed him come up behind her but she was powerless to do anything about it staring into Dante’s eyes. They gripped her mind and body. She felt his hands spread apart her firm ass cheeks and then the head of Javier’s cock pressed firmly against her asshole.

“You are our whore Toria!” Dante growled thrusting his cock upwards and hearing her gasp in surprised delight her nails digging into his skin.

“Wait… not like… not that way!” Toria’s body tensed as Javier began to push his cock against her small opening. “Please…”

Dante pulled her face close to his painfully. “You want Javier to have your ass!” He barked his eyes flashing red once more. “You are a whore and you love it don’t you Toria! Tell me you love it!”

“No… I… I… ohhhh!” Toria gasped as Javier reached around and grabbed her large breasts roughly pinching her nipples between his fingers painfully.

“Tell me you want us whore!” Dante barked out. “Tell me you are a whore! Our whore! Say it!”

The last of her resistance crumbled when Javier leaned his face close to her neck and sank his fangs into her flesh. Her orgasm burst out almost painfully and her body convulsed as Javier fed on her blood.

“YES!” She screamed in the throes of the powerful orgasm. “Yes! I am your whore! Vith me! Vith me! Please!”

Javier plowed his hips forward and sank his entire eight inch cock into Toria’s bowels in one painful plunge. Her mouth was open in a breathless scream as Dante sank his fangs into her left breast and he too began to feed, even as their cocks sawed back and forth inside her openings. Tears came to Toria’s eyes. Tears of humiliation. Tears of pain. Tears of delicious pleasure as another orgasm quaked through her. She felt both their cocks swell in size, Javier’s shaft stretching her painfully, not caring in the least that he might be hurting her. Her head dropped lower and she clutched Dante’s head to her breasts as their cocks erupted inside her smashing aside everything and causing her to descend into a world of pain and pleasure as she shuddered in the rapid fire orgasms and her mind only knew one thing.
To please the two cocks buried within her body. Which she would do for another three hours with no resistance.

 Toria rose from the small couch in her quarters, the glass of Blood Wine in her hand and she moved to the door to answer the buzzing of the chime. She was still weak after six hours of having to endure Dante and Javier. They had pummeled her for that entire time, using both her openings while they fed on her blood. It was not something she was unaccustomed too for it was not the first time she had endured their touch upon her. This is how it had been the last three years now. While she did not find giving her Empress sexual pleasure at all displeasing, she did not care for the moments when Tesand took part. He could be more dominating then she cared for, and if she did not respond in a way they liked, or if she tried to keep Tesand from having her, Aikiro and Tesand would give her to Dante and Javier as a punishment of sorts for not pleasing them enough in their bed, or being resistant to Tesand having her ass. 
That was the ultimate insult and degrading act for having Dante and Javier slobbering all over her was even worse. They would bite her breasts and neck countless times, making her even more compliant and accepting of what they did to her. Dante Moran would then use his Mindvoice powers on her to make her do what he wanted, no matter what she desired. He had inherited a much stronger version of that skill from his mother it seemed. While Princess Yuri could alter the perceptions of a person who was weak minded, her son could actually force the person to do something they did not and make them believe it was their idea. Both Dante and Javier were built larger than Tesand with the size of their cocks, not very much so, but enough to leave her sore for days when they acted as they had this night.

It didn’t help that every time they bit her and fed on her blood Toria erupted in a crushing orgasm; only fueling their lust that much more and continuing to take her in every conceivable position. This night it had taken her an hour to get the taste of Javier’s come out of her mouth with Blood Wine. Only reading and going over what her actions would be when they arrived in Lycavorian space relaxed her enough to try and dismiss this night from her mind as she had the others. Toria was not weak minded, her Mindvoice shields better than most, but no where near the strength of Dante and Javier. They always managed to shred her shields and reach into her mind, yet they were only there for physical gratification and never noticed that one doorway in her thoughts that was more securely locked than any other. Her training with the Venorik Elghinn Division had been thorough, but they only trained her to focus almost all of her shielding ability to guard the secrets in her head. While Dante and Javier could rip through her normal Mindvoice Shields, had they ever attempted to try and breach that single door inside her mind, they would have discovered something far different.

Toria pulled the light robe around her naked body tighter. The steaming shower and Blood Wine had rid her of the majority of what they had done, their come mixed with the sweat upon her body when she left the lounge where they had taken her, though the bite marks would not fade for several more hours. She touched the panel on the door and lifted her sky blue eyes to stare into the exquisitely beautiful face of Princess Narice.

“Princess Narice!” Toria gasped trying to step out of the line of sight of the Immortal that accompanied Narice wherever she went.

Narice detected this reaction instantly and turned to look at the expressionless Immortal. “Fal’Vor… you may return in three hours. I will be done then.”

The huge Immortal nodded and turned to move down the corridor. Narice turned back to look at Toria. “Forgive me… I did not think you would answer your door dressed in such a way.”

Toria couldn’t help the redness in her cheeks and looked down at the floor quickly. “I… I was reading and lost my concentration Princess.” She spoke.

“May I come in?” Narice asked softly.

Toria instantly stepped out of the way. “Forgive me Princess… please come in.”

Narice bent down and picked up the small bag at her feet and stepped into the room, Toria touching the panel and locking the door quickly. She looked around the quarters and saw that Toria Dellion had decorated sparingly, but elegantly with several framed holo images and a few flowered plants.

“I will change into something more appropriate Princess.” Toria stammered. “Excuse me for a moment.”

Narice shook her head. “That won’t be necessary.” She said softly. “This is not anything formal Toria Dellion.”

Toria felt a momentary flash of fear for she had never heard of anyone receiving a visit from the Princess of the High Coven at such an hour. She looked at Narice closely, taking in the long billowing black hair and the beautiful features of her face and fullness of her lips. Since she had been forced to share her Empress’s bed, Toria had found herself gauging other females in a frankly sexual manner, something she had never done before. Apparently her trysts with Narice’s mother and Tesand had unlocked something within her she did not know existed before. If anything, Narice was even more beautiful than her mother and sister in an alluring way.

“What… may I ask what this is about Princess?” Toria spoke haltingly.

Narice met her sky blue eyes and smiled. She found the Coven Intelligence officer to be very pleasing on the eyes. Her long red hair was a color she did not see very often for Narice did not go out of her way to associate with others. The color of her eyes was gripping, and the few times she had seen Toria Dellion smile, 
it was like a light coming on in the room. She knew of the arrangement her mother and Tesand had with Toria, and she also knew the young intelligence officer had only agreed to it because she thought it would help her career. Having to endure her nephews was something Narice was quite sure Toria would not have done willingly.  She had seen her moving back to her quarters only an hour ago, the bite marks evident and the way she carried herself clear signs that her nephews had fed too much on her blood and abused her for too long.

Narice exhaled heavily. “I saw you returning to your quarters earlier. I was returning from Deneth’s pen.” She reached out and took the glass of Blood Wine from her hand. “May I?” Narice brought it to her nose and sniffed delicately making a face of disgust as she pulled it away. “Ewww… I expected my mother would have allowed you to have something better than this barely aged Blood Wine!” Narice moved to the counter while Toria stared at her wide eyed. She moved closer as she saw Narice pour it into the sink.

“Princess… I needed… I needed that!” She gasped. “It… it was my last glass.”

Narice turned to look at her dark eyes smiling as she set the bag she had brought on the counter and withdrew the metal cylinder. She retrieved two more glasses and poured the lighter red liquid into the glasses before turning back to Toria and holding one out to her. “Try this?” She spoke.

Toria kept her eyes on Narice as she brought the glass to her nose and sniffed. The aroma of cherries drifted to her nostrils and she looked at Narice quickly surprise in her sky blue eyes. “This is… this is cloned blood.” She gasped.

Narice nodded as she sipped her glass. “Not just any cloned blood Toria Dellion. It is something that the Hadarian Queen of the Union developed. First for my half sister Isabella… then for all the purebloods and turned of our kind who call the Union home. It is a very sought after item within The Wilds now… and very expensive.”

Toria looked at her. “And per your mother… very illegal within High Coven borders. I know Purebloods who have been imprisoned for possessing this.” She spoke holding the glass back to her. “Thank you… but no.”
Narice smiled. “Toria… I took this from my mother’s personal stash so to speak.” She said. “Tesand keeps a rather large supply hidden here on this ship. He will not miss one or two bottles.”

“I’m sorry Princess Narice… I can’t.” Toria spoke as every alarm in her head was ringing quite loudly.

“You think I am here to test your loyalty?” Narice said softly shaking her head. “My nephews took too much of your blood Toria. They are brutes… with no regard for anyone but 
themselves. Since you no longer have any Blood Wine…”

“I can get more.” Toria spoke gently still holding the glass out to her.

Narice nodded. “Yes… more than likely. However you would have to leave your quarters for that and I know you don’t want to do that. This… it is called Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos in The Wilds… Fruit of the Blood. It has more far more nutrients and replenishes our bodies much more quickly than Blood Wine. And it tastes like fruit punch! It’s quite delicious.”

“And still very illegal.” Toria spoke.

“Toria… I am not here to test your loyalty.” Narice spoke. “I saw you returning to your quarters in a bad way and I thought I would bring something to help you. Sharing my mother and Tesand’s bed was something you did of your own accord Toria, I believe you accept that… but my mother giving you to my nephews when you don’t please her and Tesand enough or attempt to discourage Tesand from having you… that is wrong. I’m sorry about that.”

“Why should you be sorry?” Toria asked. “It is a situation I got myself into as you have just said.”
“It is still wrong.” Narice spoke plainly. “What my sister’s sons do to you is wrong. I find it… I find it extremely distasteful.”

Toria looked at her strangely, her sky blue eyes darting back and forth as what Dante and Javier had done to her flashed back into her mind. What they had done to her on more than one occasion. “I… it is almost like… I can’t control myself.” She spoke softly. “My… my body betrays me. I fight it as long as I am able but…”

Narice nodded slowly. “It is a rare skill… not easily mastered, but Dante seems to have been able to control it in his own disgusting manner. Yuri has this skill as well but on a much more reduced level. The ability to alter the perceptions of someone. Almost control their minds. Combined with the fact they were feeding on your blood while in heightened sexual state only makes it worse. It makes you do things you would not normally do because it feels so divine.”

Toria looked at her oddly. “You sound as if… forgive me but you sound as if you have experienced something similar before Princess.”

Narice nodded slowly. “Not in a physical manner such as you… but something similar yes.”

“Not physical?” Toria asked.

Narice waved her hand dismissively. “It is not important. This will help you regain what they took from you Toria. I’m not here for any nefarious reasons.”

“Why… why are you here Princess? Why do you tell me this?” She asked.

Narice turned and removed the data pad from her bag and then held it out to her. “It appears we have the same mission… just different objectives.” Narice spoke. “I thought… I thought we might pool what we know so that it is easier for both of us to accomplish our goals. You appear to be the most knowledgeable person on this ship in regards to the Lycavorian Union and the family that rules it and I would like to know more than what my mission pad tells me. I would like to know more because unlike my nephews… there is far more to the men and women that we will interact with than they can comprehend.”

Toria took the pad with her empty hand and looked at it. Her sky blue eyes lifted after a moment and her hand with the glass drew back slowly. “This is why you came?” She asked.

Narice nodded. “Yes. The other reason is because you seem to be the only other woman on this ship outside of my niece Carisia that is as lonely as I am. And since I am not allowed to associate with Carisia for some ridiculous reasons to say the least… I thought… I thought we could become friends.”
Toria met her dark eyes for a long moment. She already knew what her intent was going to be… and she already knew that Dante and Javier would never have her again once she left this ship. If having Princess Narice turn her in to her superiors for drinking illegal cloned blood and save her from the humiliation of having her own body betray her, Toria would accept that and kill herself later. However, there was something in Narice’s eyes that told her that wasn’t the case at all.
She lifted the glass to her lips and drank half of the contents, immediately feeling the cloned blood surge through her body and filling her with energy and strength. She looked at the glass in shock. Narice smiled. 

“I told you.” She spoke as she sipped from her own glass once more. 

SPARTA 

SPARTA ESTATE


The scent of pines and flowers tickled her nose and caused her azure eyes to open slowly. The birds chirped happily in the distance and Aricia felt the weight on her abdomen. Martin’s powerful mint scent permeated the room and the bed sheets and Aricia inhaled deeply allowing his lingering male aura to flood through her. She smiled as she felt Isabella’s head shift on her abdomen and she turned her head to the side where Martin should have been. He was already gone she knew and the memories of the night before came pouring back as her eyes settled on where Anja and For’mya were stretched out on the bed, Anja’s face resting atop Dysea’s firm full breasts, For’mya curled in a ball with her back pressed against Dysea’s side.


“Carians… coi vin bacj aln?” Isabella croaked out the ancient Lycavorian words softly. (Gods is he gone yet?)

Aricia heard Anja and Dysea chuckled softly and she grinned as her hands dropped to Bella’s naked shoulders and stroked her smooth skin. “Jainn… pen theena un coi anzen.” She answered. (Yes I believe it is safe.)


Anja lifted her head slightly from Dysea’s breast, the sunlight filtering into the room reflecting off the studded piercing in Dysea’s left nipple. “Is anyone else as tired as I am?” She croaked out the words.


“I will let you know when I wake up. I am still too pleasantly sore to move.” For’mya groaned.


“Do you think he missed you Melyanna?” Dysea asked as she stroked Anja’s Persian red hair. “Nauta Melme certainly had you howling last night.”

Anja lowered her head back down. “You and Bella didn’t help matters much.” She spoke.

“You know I can’t refuse anything when she bites me.”


“I don’t think any of us can.” For’mya spoke softly as she turned and snuggled closer to Dysea’s warm body.


“Do not blame this on me.” Bella spoke as she lifted her head and rested her chin on Aricia’s powerful abdomen. “I can not help it if we all were claimed by a man whose stamina knows no bounds.”


“Bella… that was no man last night. That was a machine.” Anja quipped. “He had all of us at least four times!”


“Five actually.” Aricia giggled. “We… we had each other in the shower after the rest of you fell asleep.”


“Upaee!” For’mya growled as they all chuckled among themselves.


“Melyanna… do you truly know of any machine that has a tongue as talented as Nauta Melme’s was last night?” Dysea asked with a laugh. “Not withstanding yours of course.”


“Ok… I’ll give him that.” Anja said as her hand caressed Dysea’s thigh.

“Not to mention the size of his celie.” For’mya spoke softly. “It hasn’t grown has it? Or is that just me?”

The five of them giggled like school girls now and Aricia and Isabella moved closer to them, pressing their bodies against each others. Aricia pressed her face to the back of For’mya’s shoulder and nuzzled her elven ear gently feeling her shudder in desire as Aricia then left a trail of kisses along her shoulder.


“Anja and I spoke of this on our way back from Hadaria.” Aricia said softly resting her chin on For’mya’s shoulder now. “It is simply amazing that he can still do to us what he does isn’t it?”


“You mean turn us to jelly with a simple caress?” Isabella asked with a grin.


“It is not amazing.” Dysea spoke softly her fingers tracing Anja’s bare shoulders. “It is emeran. We belong together… all of us. There is always purpose in the paths that fate lays before us. One of those paths brought all of us together with Nauta Melme as the center. That is why we are so drawn to each other as well as Martin. That is our destiny… and we build on that every day.” (Fate)


“Aovi.” Anja said softly. (Amen)


“Now that… now that the war is over and things have become calmer… I think all of us should spend more time together.” Aricia said softly. “Just the five of us. Like we used to before the war.”


“Without Martin?” Bella asked.


“We have six months here on Earth and in Sparta and Gytheio before we need to return to Apo Prime.” Aricia spoke. “I think in that period we can discover moments where it is only us. I think we need that.”


Dysea smiled. “That sounds divine.” She spoke her eyes bright at the prospect. “What do we do with Nauta Melme while we are enjoying ourselves?”


Aricia smiled. “He actually already planned an entire week for us in Gytheio.” She said gently. “Just the five of us without him or any of the Little Ones.”


All of them looked at her. “He did that?” Anja asked.


Aricia nodded. “He told me about it as he was carrying me back to bed after our shower last night.” She told them. “He knows things have been crazy… and you know he will never allow us to lose the closeness we have so easily formed. He is going to remain here in Sparta while we rediscover each other by the sea.”


“That man is just plain scary.” Anja said shaking her head. “How… how could he have known that?”


“Bella and I were thinking the same thing only days ago.” Dysea spoke. “We spoke of it with each other but not to Martin. He… he has sensed this within us.”


“What about the little ones?” For’mya asked. “Do we trust him enough to watch all five of them himself?”


Aricia laughed. “I for one am not going to argue with him.” She said. “When was the last time the five of us were able to be together without something pulling us away? Besides… with Helen and Gorgo here… he won’t have to do a thing and he knows it.”


“The last time we were together just like this was before Deion and Nara were born.” Anja replied instantly.


Isabella’s eyes grew a little wider. “It has been ten years?” She gasped. “I… I didn’t realize.”


“Nor did I.” Dysea said softly. “That long?”


Aricia nodded. “We love Martin with all that we are. We… we love each other just as intensely. But we are also the best of friends and it is time we began acting like that again. Shopping. Dancing. Everything.”


“Oh… that will give the Netnews Channels lots of fodder.” Anja said with a chuckle. “Union Queens tear up Gytheio night life! I can hardly wait!”


“I think it sounds like fun.” For’mya spoke with a laugh. “Besides… many more nights like last night and one or all of us will be pregnant again.”

Dysea chuckled at that and they all looked at her with wide eyes. “Dysea… you are…” Anja gasped.


Dysea shook her head. “Carians… no!” She exclaimed. “I just find it funny that all of us come into phase at the same time now and how it affects Nauta Melme and Bella. I think it’s the only time we have more endurance than he does.”


Bella smiled with bright hazel/green eyes. “Yes… but it is so much fun! Your blood is so much sweeter when you are in phase. I find it hard to decide who I want to bite first! Usually I just grab whoever is closest that Martin has not already grabbed. He’s such a brute when the four of you hit him with your auras at the same time.”


They all laughed at that and drew closer together. “How soon before he returns?” For’mya asked.


“He and Andro were meeting with Arzoal and the Elder Council today.” Aricia replied as she snuggled and spooned For’mya from behind. “They will be there at least half the day.”


“Good… more sleep for us.” Anja spoke dropping her head back down to Dysea’s abdomen.


“Who said anything about sleep Melyanna?” Dysea spoke seductively as her hand traced the line of Anja’s back to her firm ass cheeks. “We can start rediscovering each other right now.”

Anja lifted her head and looked at Dysea with smoldering jade green eyes. “Bella… you have turned her into a vixen.” She spoke softly.


Isabella laughed as she gently pried open Aricia’s thighs. “I know… but she tastes so good.” She answered. 
Aricia looked down at Isabella’s beautiful face with wide eyes and her fingers entwined in her long hair. “Bella… what are you… what are you doing?”

Isabella smiled. “Rediscovering.” She answered before lowering her lips to Aricia’s center and hearing her gasp out in surprised pleasure as she dragged her tongue over Aricia’s clit with agonizing slowness. For’mya turned over quickly and her soft lips descended upon Aricia’s in a blistering kiss of want and need muffling Aricia’s whimpers of bliss.


Anja smiled at the actions of her fellow Queens and lovers and extended her four inch long tongue out to lick Dysea’s powerfully ripped abdomen as she gazed up into her glittering emerald eyes. Emerald eyes now filled with desire and passion once more. “Yes she does taste good.” She said before dipping her head lower and hearing Dysea hiss out in joy as her four inch long tongue disappeared into the warm, wet folds of Dysea’s elven pussy.

And the rediscovery began. 
EARTH DRAGON ELDER CHAMBER
MINDVOICE CITY SHIP 41

DRAGON ISLAND OF SARDINIA

So all four of you have felt them as well? Arzoal asked.


The Dragon Elder Chamber was the second largest room within the Mindvoice ship outside of the main cavern like area which allowed the hatchlings to learn to fly. As the Dragon Elder for Earth, Syrilth sat to Arzoal’s right side, three additional dragons to her right, while four dragons sat to Arzoal’s left. In all there now nine Dragon Elders. Five females and four males. They were the oldest of the living dragons, the youngest being Syrilth at three thousand four hundred years old. No one really knew how old Arzoal was as she never gave anyone a direct answer to that question. Most assumed she was at least twenty-five thousand years old, though Martin and a few others suspected she was far older than that.


Andro and his father sat on the two simple flat boulders that faced the nine dragons, Elynth and Torma to their sides. 


Martin nodded slowly. Just on the edge of our perceptions. He answered. But they were there.


Elynth and I felt them when we were in The Wilds and passing close to the High Coven border. Andro answered.


They are growing closer Martin. Arzoal spoke softly. Each hour that passes the tremors are stronger.


I know.


Why would they be coming here? Syrilth asked softly. Surely the High Coven knows what regard we hold them in since they took the hatchlings and eggs.


They intend to use them in their conflict against the Kavalians don’t they Martin? The light green scaled dragon’s voice was male and it rumbled deeply from his position to Arzoal’s left. He was the most senior after Arzoal, nearly twenty thousand years old.


Martin nodded slowly once more. I believe they do Daurgo. We know at least nine of the recently born hatchlings survived the crash because their bodies were not among the dead. And then thirty-five of the eggs survived and were missing. Martin shook his head. I should have done more to get them back.


Daurgo shook his large head. There was nothing more you could have done. We searched for weeks to insure we were right; you yourself spent two months on that planet with Torma. How many times did you fly over the same ground hoping? I believe all of us knew the Coven had taken those that survived. We just did not want to admit it. 


Daurgo is right Martin Leonidas. Arzoal spoke now. What could you have done? Take a force into High Coven territory in the midst of a war they were fighting and losing? They knew what they had the moment the Transport went down. We could very well still be searching for them even now as vast as the High Coven territory is.


That does not explain why they are coming here now? A female voice broke in from Arzoal’s right next to Syrilth.


If they were able to force the eggs to hatch… and they have bonded with High Coven men and women… there is only one reason they would come here. Martin spoke.


Arzoal nodded. To discover how it is Mjolnir’s Hand and the other Bonded Pairs are able to do what they do.


Martin nodded. As Daurgo said… they probably intend to use them against the Kavalians in their war. We know there is something inbred in the Kavalian species that fears your kind. Something coded into their DNA. Anja has tried to discover it… but it has not been a priority for her over the years and she has not made any progress.


The vampires of the Coven are not like Lycavorians and Elves Elder Mother. Torma spoke. Would our benevolent nature not clash dramatically with whoever is able to bond with those dragons?


Arzoal nodded. To an extent yes. But if the High Coven has had them since infancy, they have been able to shape their minds without guidance from this Council or other dragons within the Union. 

So it is possible these dragons… they are just as violent as the High Coven soldiers who ride them? Elynth asked.


Anything is possible. Daurgo spoke.


It is also possible their bonds are no stronger than what Syrilth had with Vile Maruad. Arzoal said. 


Martin shook his head. The tremors Torma and I felt were powerful Arzoal. That does not indicate a connection like what Syrilth had. And the only reason she truly allowed it was to protect her brothers and sisters. 


I have contacted the sires of those dragons we know were not on the crashed ship. Arzoal spoke. They will be arriving on Earth within the week. Do we dare allow them entry into our Union Martin?


If they are coming here thinking that we will train them… Torma shook his massive head. That is not something we can do.


Do we dare not? Andro spoke up now and all heads turned to him.


What are you saying Talon Guardian Androcles? Arzoal asked.


If they come here… and we don’t know for sure that is the case… but if they do, do we dare turn them away? Andro said. 


You need to make sense son. Martin spoke gently.


Yes father I agree… if they come here it is only for one reason. To learn how we do what we do. Andro spoke. More than likely… none of them are even attuned enough to realize that we can sense them within Mindvoice already. That is not something we should reveal. 
If we train them… and they defeat the Kavalians in the years to come… we will have to face them in battle one day. We all know there will be no peace between the High Coven and the Union. Not as things stand now. Torma spoke. Those eggs and hatchlings are not brothers and sisters, and they will mate and produce more offspring. Those offspring will learn what we teach their sires… and they will use it against us. We have rules that we live by. A code that those of us who are bonded follow. The High Coven does not.

If they do come… if they do ask us to train them… and we refuse… we would be signing the death warrants for over forty of our brothers and sisters without so much as a blink. Do we want that on our heads? Andro said turning his head to look at Elynth.
They will still go into battle against the Kavalians. Elynth spoke now looking at the Dragon Elders seated all around them. And we know they will face the weapons we all have come to hate so much. 
Andro nodded. The Kavalians are aware of their existence, otherwise why would they be buying up every T19 that was left from the war with the Evolli? If we don’t train them, they will go into battle and they will all die. Andro spoke. It took us three years and twenty-three Bonded Pairs of Mjolnir’s Hand before we learned to combat the T19 effectively. That does not include the wounded. What chance would they have against a foe that is three times as violent and far better led?
We would essentially be killing them ourselves. Elynth finished.
Torma let out a deep sigh and nodded his massive head. Yes… that is true as well.


The political ramifications could very well be disastrous. Another female dragon spoke from Arzoal’s left. We would be seen by everyone as helping the High Coven in their war with the Kavalians. Do we want that on our heads if we do help them? It could very well draw us into the war in some fashion.


Martin looked at Torma. [Mindvoice Shielded] [Torma my brother?]

[The decision is ultimately yours Martin but our children speak from their hearts and they are correct. Without training as we provide to our Bonded Pairs… they will not survive for very long in battle. We would essentially be killing them.] Torma spoke.


[I felt Yuri Torma. And her mother.] Martin said.


[You have moved well beyond simple hatred my brother.] Torma spoke lowering his head to look in Martin’s eyes as everyone watched. [You show that everyday in your treatment of Isabella your Queen and your daughters as well as all those vampires who call our Union home.]


Martin shook his head. [It is still there.]


[Yes… but it no longer has a say in what your actions are.] Torma said. [Do not let their presence change the man you have become.]


[You’re right as usual.] Martin said.


[I may be right… but like you I feel it could very well come around to bite us in our ass.] Torma spoke. [Isn’t that how Anja speaks it?]


Martin chuckled. [Almost exactly.]


Martin turned back to Arzoal and the Elders. Forgive me. He said quickly.


You, your son, Torma and Elynth are Talon Guardians Martin Leonidas. Arzoal spoke softly. You are the Guardians of our people and the King of our Union. You alone are allowed to speak shielded among the Elders of this Council. And to be honest… not even the Elders on this Council could penetrate the shields of you or your son unless you allowed it.


My son speaks the truth. Martin said looking at Andro. And I’m sure Elynth agrees with him.


Elynth nodded her large head. Andro and I always speak with the same voice regardless of whose words are used.


Arzoal nodded. Yes… we have noticed that. She spoke with some humor. Perhaps it is because you became bonded while Andro was still within Aricia’s womb… but it does not matter. This Council has always known you speak with one voice. Her massive head turned back to Martin. What do you suggest Martin?

Martin looked at Andro. Andro?

Let them come. Andro spoke getting to his feet. Let us see them
 first before we make a decision. What could that hurt? I am not fool enough to enter into this without knowing what it is we will face. If it can not be done… I will not train any of them. I only assume that the training will fall to Elynth and I and my siblings if we decide to assist them.


Martin nodded. If we do it… it will need to be done very quietly. He turned back to Arzoal. He’s right however. Let us see what it is they have to say.


Arzoal nodded. Very well. If they do come here… we will adjourn two days afterwards and discuss any training and support we may provide to them. Is that agreed upon by all Elders and the Talon Guardians? Arzoal’s huge head saw the nods of affirmation from everyone. So be it. This Council will recess until the Mating Petitions are heard this afternoon.


Martin turned to look at his son as the dragons began to move out of the large chamber. “You do realize that if we sense them coming the Kavalians will undoubtedly know they are coming here as well. They have just as many spies and drones in The Wilds as we do.”


Andro nodded. “Ours are better.” He spoke. “And unless there are Kavalians who have suddenly gained Mindvoice abilities strong enough to detect what we can… they will not know what they are here for. Only that they are here.”


Martin chuckled. “You are getting downright devious.” He spoke.


“I had a good teacher.” Andro answered.


Martin smiled. “C’mon… we’re meeting your brothers and sisters for lunch at Gallais’s Retreat. I’m going to contact your mothers and have them join us. This is something we all need to talk about. Sadi has classes until later this afternoon right?”


Andro nodded. “I intend to pick her up and take her shopping.” He said. “And then we are meeting Eliani, Nyla, Carina and Moneus for dinner.”


“Getting nervous?” Martin asked him with a grin.


“No.” Andro answered shaking his head.


Liar! Yes you are! Elynth exclaimed playfully.


Martin laughed out loud and Torma laughed within Mindvoice at that. Martin put his arms over his son’s shoulders. “Let’s get going before Elynth blows in more of your secrets.” He said.


Andro looked at his father. “Was it like this for you father? Sadi spent the night with her father in Sparta, and even from Gytheio I could still smell her on the wind.” He asked. “It’s like she has invaded my very being.”

Martin smiled. “It was worse. I was being pulled in three different directions and then your mothers Isabella and For’mya entered the picture and added two more directions I was being pulled in.”

“How did you act?” Andro asked.


“It will become better once you and she have been together son.” Martin spoke. “She will still pull at you… but once you are in each other’s blood it will be only as strong as you let it because you will belong to each other then.”


Worship her Andro. Torma’s voice spoke. Worship her as your father and I worship our mates and she will give you all that you desire.


Martin nodded. “Ain’t that the truth?” He said. 


Just leave her enough room of her own to breathe Andro. We have talked of this before. She is strong willed and confident. She will need space of her own. Elynth said.


Andro nodded. Don’t smother her… yes I will remember.


Torma’s head leaned far over as they walked and he looked at his daughter. What about you daughter? Are there any prospective suitors for you on the horizon?


Elynth’s golden eyes grew wide. Father… I will not answer that! You and Jeth would frighten any away even if there were.


Torma chuckled and nuzzled the top of her head between her two long skull horns. The tips of Elynth’s wings twitched in delight from this caress of her father. I like it that way.


Elynth snorted. They would first have to make it past Andro. She said confidently. And no one is good enough for me according to him.


I’m only speaking the truth. Andro replied.


My brother… I like your son even more now. Torma announced as he brushed up against Elynth’s shoulder with his snout in a playful nudge.


Elynth snorted once more in indignation. I will make it a point to insure they meet mother first. Whoever they may be.  


THE WILDS

KRANEK

2.7 LIGHT YEARS FROM LYCAVORIAN BORDER


Twenty-five years.

A full quarter of a century since they had come here and he could not remember ever experiencing the peace, joy and love he felt now at any other time in his nearly seven thousand years of life. In truth he had never experienced or understood these emotions until she had come into his life. He had not fired a weapon in anger in that entire time, only during training and on ritual hunts. They had come to this planet in peace… wanting only to live in peace… and that is how they had conducted themselves the entire time. They were called Akruxian. One of the very first species every conquered by the High Coven. They were known across the universe by another name however. A name meant to instill fear into the hearts of their foes.


They were known as Immortals. 


He himself had been the Immortal Captain of the High Lord Veldruk, a position he had held for over a thousand years. A position wrenched from him violently by the now dead High Lord for attempting to improve the physical appearance of his people. The Akruxian were not a handsome species to look upon. Their skin was normally a dark gray in color and stretched almost painfully taunt over their large bodies. Many of them had sunken eye sockets and large foreheads with small dark eyes. They had almost no hair on their muscular bodies, small bone spikes protruding from the ridges of their hands and wrists and even along their jaw lines in some instances. He had long ago filed down the bone spikes along his jaw, but he kept the ones on his hands to remind him of his past and because she had asked him to. She had not wanted him to change to become something he thought she wanted. She had fallen in love with him for what pumped inside his chest, not for his outward appearance. He was the leader of his tribe… nearly ten thousand strong now… and their numbers grew almost yearly with the births of young ones and those Immortals who had fled in search of them over the years.

They had built a city of sorts in the wild mountains of Kranek, using their strength to forge homes from the rock and build sturdy buildings with the centuries old trees that filled the valley below them. While they lived a simple life, growing their own food and hunting the plentiful animals that lived in the mountains, they had modern amenities as well. The landing pad within their city walls held three Long Range High Coven Runners and two large Limian transports that were used to trade with the three other settlements on Kranek, as well as purchase supplies and tools from within The Wilds. They used their considerable strength to mine the valuable Cretolian Gem Ore from the three surrounding mines which provided them with ample means to pay for whatever they needed. He could hear the laughter of little ones in the morning filtering along the streets of the city they had built. The casual greetings of his people to each other, the words of welcome and encouragement from all of them. Things that they would never have done before now came naturally to them. And he would never have been here to see it if not for the sleeping form in the bed in front of him.


His pureblood vampire wife.


Cha’talla lifted his hand and reached out to stroke the silky smoothness of her exposed leg that the thin sheet did not cover. He could stare at her beauty for hours, content to caress her satiny skin and marvel at the wonders she had brought into his life. The most important being the four strong and healthy children she had given him and the changes her degree in Bio-Engineering had brought forth in his people, himself included. As his hand drifted along her leg he took in the color of his skin now as it no longer resembled the skin of the dead. Her ability to manipulate genetic codes and medical equipment was unlike anything Cha’talla had ever witnessed, and the deep bronze color of his skin was testament to that. It was different for all of his people, and while they still retained their bone spikes and small eyes, almost all of them had seen changes to their skin color. It now appeared healthier and more vibrant. His tribe was no longer a fearsome visage to look upon, and while their physical size alone was enough to intimidate most; they no longer carried that deathly look of the Immortals that still lived within the High Coven.


There had been births among their tribe after Esther was able to alter the genetic code, and the children born after that were the result. While they still retained their Akruxian size and musculature, they looked even more normal as far as Cha’talla was concerned. Their features were elegant and they had different skin tone. This skin tone actually made the bone spikes common to their people almost acceptable in appearance, and many of the younger ones had elected to keep them now since they were no longer as pronounced. Esther’s work and her complete devotion to their tribe rapidly saw her gain the respect due her. Not many of his tribe trusted her when they first arrived here; they thought she was a High Coven spy. Almost no one believed a pureblood would willingly stay with an Immortal. Esther had proven them wrong in the first two hours on this planet when she practically assaulted him sexually in front of nearly his entire tribe. Esther loved him shamelessly and their first weeks here they had discovered and explored each other for hours every night. It came as quite the surprise when she announced she was with child, and after the long and painful labor of bringing a large Immortal son from within her petite body and into this world, her standing in his tribe grew beyond measure. He now had four children with Esther, four strong and healthy boys to compliment his fully grown and pure Immortal son Fash’ka. 


It had taken Fash’ka some time to become used to having Esther as his new mother, but as soon as his brother Tir’ut entered this world, Fash’ka could not have been prouder. Esther was now looked to as Cha’talla’s wife and the senior female among their tribe. She was a teacher and doctor, always pushing to have their tribe schooled in not just the old ways but in ways his people had never thought of before. Areas which the High Coven had told them they were not intelligent enough for and never allowed them to enter. While she schooled them in areas of study they had never dabbled in before, she remained true to their Akruxian culture and traditions.


Esther had been the catalyst to Cha’talla’s life altering future, and he had made a secret vow to only himself the morning after she had given him their third son that he would never allow any harm to come to her, and he would love her as completely as it was possible to love someone. An emotion he never thought he would feel, and now it filled his entire tribe in all that they did. Esther shifted on the bed and brought her delicate hand down to rest on top of his on her thigh. She groaned softly and a smile touched her face as she opened her dark eyes and looked at him.


“Are you just going to touch and admire my Immortal husband?” She asked in a sultry voice. “Or are you going to join me in our bed and actually douse the flames your touch is igniting?”


Cha’talla smiled at her words. “I came to wake you as you asked me my wife.” He finally answered. “Tir’ut and Fash’ka have the transport loaded and prepared for travel.”


Esther Suira sat up slowly in the bed, not bothering to hold the sheet over her naked body. The Immortal in front of her had long ago memorized every minute detail of her body and he knew her more intimately than anyone in the universe. Even to this day… Esther could not have been more pleased about that. She moved to the edge of the bed and wrapped her arms around Cha’talla’s broad shoulders, pressing her large breasts against his chiseled skin as his hands pulled her petite frame closer to him. She covered his thin lips with her own and they shared a sizzling kiss of love and passion that last for several moments before she pulled away. No matter how many years they had been together, or the number of times he had made her scream out his name in passion as he took her body, Esther could never get enough of him. She stroked his beautiful face, at least it was beautiful to her, and smiled as she gazed at him. Her fingers traced the filed down nubs of his facial bone spikes and he smiled because she knew they were a sensitive part of his body.


“And we can’t…” Esther asked hopefully.


“Esther… we would delay you leaving by several hours at least.” Cha’talla spoke. “You know that is how long it will take me to fully sate your appetite for me.”


“Mine?” She gasped. “What about yours for me?”

“That would take infinitely longer.” Cha’talla replied with a grin as he brought his hand up to push back strands of her long dark brown almost black hair. “And we have planned this trip for months.”


“Two weeks.” Esther spoke resting her forehead to his as his hands pulled her hips tighter against him. “We will be gone for two weeks… and then I intend to return here and have you in my bed for at least that long.”


Cha’talla chuckled. “That sounds quite promising.” He spoke.


Esther pulled her face back and looked into his small dark eyes. “I love you Cha’talla of the Immortals. More completely than I have ever loved anything in my life.”


His hands pressed her closer still and he stared back into her eyes. “And I love you Blessed Wife. The moment you entered my world Esther Suira, my future became so much brighter.” He kissed her tenderly, brushing his nose against her lips first for he knew she loved that. “But now you must go. And I have to take a work detail to fix the east section of our crops there.”


“You are meeting with the settlers there?” Esther asked.


Cha’talla nodded. “We will complete the trench that connects our settlements. And then we will have a celebration to honor that. We are looking forward to that.”


“Two weeks my husband.” Esther spoke with a smile. “You had better get your rest.”


Cha’talla laughed. “I will be working out every day waiting for that.” He told her. “And remember to get more of the Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos. Our stores are quite full… but you never know when we will need extra.”


Esther nodded as she reluctantly pulled herself from his arms and reached for her clothes. “I will remember.” She said looking at him and seeing the glint in his dark eyes. “Are you going to allow me to dress husband?”


“In a moment perhaps. I want to have this picture of you in my mind’s eye while you are gone.” Cha’talla spoke with a grin.


Esther shoved him in his shoulder, knocking him over from the balls of his feet. “Get out of here!” She exclaimed as he rolled to his feet easily and moved for the door of their bedroom.


“Mother.” 

Esther allowed him to lean over and kiss her forehead as their palms touched in the traditional Akruxian custom. She smiled when his soft lips touched her skin. This was her oldest son with her Immortal husband.


Tir’ut stood nearly six feet four inches tall and two hundred and forty-five pounds of muscle and bone. His skin was more caramel colored due to the combination of hers and Cha’talla’s DNA and pigmentation. He had dark hair on his head which was a first for most Immortals, and he kept it cut extremely short. The bones spikes along his jaw line were much smaller than normal, but still easily seen, as were the ones along the ridges of his hands and wrists. His dark brown uniform held a body forged by his brother Fash’ka and his father into chiseled perfection as they had done with all of their sons. All of the children and even the adults were schooled daily, but Esther had been even more merciless when they returned home, adding another three to four hours of every day reading and studying under her watchful gaze. It was a practice Cha’talla encouraged, for he knew that knowledge was the key to their survival, and in the ancient Akruxian way he allowed Esther to do this as wife and mother and senior female in the tribe. He had only stepped in one time when Tir’ut had questioned his mother’s intentions and why they had to learn so much. Cha’talla had torn into his son with a fierceness Tir’ut had never seen before, and he and his two younger brothers at the time never questioned their mother again. As he had grown older, he came to understand why she did what she did, and he had thrown himself into his studies. 

Tir’ut now spoke six languages fluently and would have been able to have an engineering degree from any recognized school across the many empires in the galaxy. He allowed his father and brother to mold and shape his body and mind in the old ways, while his mother shaped his mind in the new ways.

“Tir’ut.” Esther spoke softly.


Fash’ka stepped forward with a small smile and repeated the action with Esther. It had taken him many years to be able to comfortably call her mother, but now that word felt so very natural to him. Esther smiled at him and then took both their hands in hers.


“We are ready?” She asked as Cha’talla came up behind them.


Fash’ka nodded. “All is loaded and secure mother.” He spoke. 


Esther’s dark eyes flashed brightly at him. “Is Ja’narie coming with us?” She asked.


If an Immortal could blush Fash’ka would have turned bright red. It was well known in their tribe that he favored the first born daughter of another family, and while she was pure Akruxian, the treatments her parents had received when first arriving had allowed her to be born with long flowing hair and much more delicate features.


Tir’ut grinned at his brother’s reaction, baring his vampiric fangs. While they had not started out vampiric in nature, centuries of being pawns of the High Coven had turned the entire population of Akruxian people. Unlike purebloods and turned of other species however, they could not retract their fangs.

“She’s coming mother.” Tir’ut spoke elbowing his brother in the side. “Fash’ka is beside himself.”


Esther laughed as Cha’talla reached them and held out the data pad for her. “The final list from everyone.” He spoke.


Esther took it with a nod and tucked it into the belt of her dark brown outfit. The clothes hugged her lithe five foot seven frame like a second skin, also providing armored protection on the chest and arms. She wore the small but powerful High Coven R14 hand blaster on her belt. It had been reworked many times giving her at least a dozen shots before the power cell was used up. After that… Esther would resort to the dual fighting knives that she was so very lethal with as well as her vampiric abilities to wrap the shadows around her and blur in motion. Esther looked at Cha’talla.


“Two weeks husband.” She spoke in an alluring voice as she pressed her body against his.


Fash’ka and Tir’ut watched as their father pulled Esther into his embrace, lifting her off the ground. She looked so tiny in his arms and that had been a point of laughter over the years for all of them. They watched as their Immortal father and their Pureblood vampire mother shared a kiss of passion, something Fash’ka had never thought his father ever capable of until she had come into his life. Esther had changed him… changed all of their people… and Fash’ka would now willingly sacrifice himself to insure her safety. She treated him no differently than she did any of his half brothers, and that more than anything endeared her to him forever.


“Be prepared Blessed Wife.” Cha’talla growled at her.


Esther laughed and kissed him quickly before he set her down and she looked at her two sons. “Shall we?”

Cha’talla looked at his sons. “Protect your mother and those with you my sons.” He ordered.


Fash’ka and Tir’ut nodded. “Always father.” They spoke together.

EARTH

GYTHEIO

SEA SIDE VILLA OF ELIANI AND NYLA


The air was warm as it blew in from the harbor, bringing with it the smell of the ocean breeze and flowers from across the bay. The villa was two stories high and sat with its front facing the huge bay and harbor. The rear of the villa was backstopped by the mountains with a huge patio and overhang that allowed for privacy and the comings and goings of dragons at odd hours of the night and day. It was one of the larger villas along the bay of Gytheio, but when they had seen it Eliani and Nyla both knew they wanted it. They had sold the villas they owned separately and pooled their Riyal to purchase this one, and then set about decorating just the way they wanted. Tharua and Nyla’s dragon Arydun rested in the back on the open patio under the moon, both of them gnawing on huge bones. They had become like sisters because of whom their bond mates were, and they were completely comfortable with each other. They ignored the soft sounds of rapture coming from the main bedroom upstairs for they had heard it many times before during the last four years.


Nyla’s body dropped back onto the bed, sweat glistening off her deliciously tanned skin, her golden blond hair tossed wildly about and her eyes open wide and changed to cobalt blue. Her chest heaved with exertion, the nipples of her firm, full breasts almost painfully erect in unabashed pleasure and delight. Her limbs trembled from the force of the third mind blowing orgasm she had just experienced rapid fire one after the other. She could only lay there now with her fingers entwined in Eliani’s long burgundy hair as she felt her gloriously long tongue continuing to lap away at the remaining drops of her come that had escaped her lips. Eliani teasingly traced the outside of her still fully engorged labia with gentle licks and butterfly like kisses, sending shivers of delight rippling through Nyla’s taunt powerful body. She and Eliani were proud of their figures, both of them sporting smooth, flat and rippled abdomens, incredibly firm and tight asses and large firm breasts that never failed to turn the heads of any male they came across. Especially when she and Eliani hit the beach in bathing suits that left little to the imagination. Nyla felt Eliani begin the trek up her abdomen as her breathing began to return to normal. She didn’t want to wait however, the desire to taste her lover almost overpowering and all consuming. 


Nyla sat up quickly, pulling Eliani’s head up and covering her full lips with her own. Both of them groaned in passion and need as Nyla plunged her tongue between Eliani’s lips to do battle with her own talented appendage. It was a battle that Eliani let Nyla win for she melted against her lover’s body almost immediately.


Nyla pulled her head back and stared into Eliani’s beautiful fern green eyes. “Now… now it’s your turn to ache my love!” She gasped using her vampire speed and strength to roll them over faster than Eliani could respond, her head descending to Eliani’s large breasts and engulfing one of her stiff nipples completely within her lips.


Eliani’s wolf eyes were smiling in love and passion, the black band encircling the fern green cornea and her long wolf fangs extending out. Her hands dropped to Nyla’s head as her lover’s lips and tongue sent tingles shooting through her body. Eliani gripped her head tighter, the need too much.


“Don’t… don’t tease me Nyla!” She almost shouted. “I… I want your lips on me now!”


Nyla smiled as she lifted her head, releasing Eliani’s rock hard nipple a single strand of salvia joining her lips to the hard nub for a few seconds.


“Beg me!” Nyla demanded.


“Please… please my love!” Eliani gasped again. “Don’t…”


“Beg me Eliani!” Nyla snapped with a smile, her vampire fangs exposed and her cobalt eyes bright.

“Yes… damn you!” Eliani barked. “Please… taste me! I want… I want your lips on me…! I’ll… I’ll do anything Nyla my love! Just don’t… don’t make me wait!”


“Anything Ussta Che?” Nyla demanded in a husky voice.


“Anything… anything… just… I need to come! Please Nyla…”


Nyla suckled Eliani’s nipple once more. “Then I shall give you what you so desire Ussta Che.” Nyla spoke softly.


Eliani’s fingers entwined in her golden hair as Nyla lowered herself to a comfortable position between Eliani’s wide stretched thighs. She stared lovingly at Eliani’s sweet pussy, so wet and fully open like the petals of a flower. The lips of her labia were moist and her clit fully unhooded and standing at attention begging for release. Nyla reached up and with the tip of her index finger she drew her nail up Eliani’s opening ever so slowly until she reached her clit and she flicked her finger lightly against the erogenous zone. Eliani’s ass rose off the bed in startled delight as the rush of pleasure swarmed through her just form that simple touch.


“Oh… oh… you vampire bitch!” Eliani hissed. “Don’t… don’t tease me!”


Nyla chuckled softly. 


Never in her hundred and thirty-three years had she ever imagined the pleasures she had experienced with Eliani in this bed and others; never in all that time had she ever imagined she could find such pleasures with another woman. She knew their Mindvoice link was a part of it, but it had grown beyond that so long ago. They could make each other cry out in rapture in ways no man could ever match just with a simple caress. Nyla knew every crevice, knew every contour of her lover’s beautiful body, just as Eliani knew her every intimate curve. They were so much alike it was scary at times, and Nyla knew what they had found together was once in a lifetime, and that was why she had surrendered to it completely. She and Eliani may never find the man they both were looking for, but Nyla knew they would always have each other.

Nyla blew ever so softly across Eliani’s enflamed clit and smiled as her lover’s abdomen undulated. Her orgasm was building rapidly and Nyla knew it. They had remained with her family long into the early morning hours the night before, neither of them wanting to leave the joyous reunion. When they had finally returned to the Sparta Estate they were simply content to cling to each other as sleep took them. This night however, this night they had left Andro and Sadi with Carina and Moneus and flew back to their villa here on Tharua and Arydun. It had taken them all of two minutes to bring each other to breathe stealing orgasms even as they were falling on the bed half clothed. That had begun the last four hours of their night and Nyla was about to end it with a bang.


She brought her lips lower to Eliani’s sweet bald pussy, brushing her lips against the sugary tasting outer labia, as it was saturated with Eliani’s nectar already. She flicked her tongue out to trace the inner folds of her lover’s pussy, pressing her face closer and inhaling the sweet musky aroma of Eliani’s passion. Ever so slowly she moved closer to that hard nub, tasting and teasing, until finally she opened her mouth wide, her vampire fangs extended and she bit down into Eliani’s flesh just above that raging clit just as her tongue stabbed out and battered her stiff clit furiously. As Eliani’s blood splashed across her taste buds Nyla shuddered in her own powerful orgasm, grinding her pussy down into the sheets of their bed even as she drew Eliani’s hips tighter to her face and fastened her lips over her lover’s spasming pussy. She felt Eliani’s pussy clenched powerfully before her belly convulsed and her delicious come erupted from her opening, flooding Nyla’s mouth with nectar almost as sweet as Eliani’s blood. Her lover’s back arched off the bed, driving her humping pussy against Nyla’s lips and tongue, her hands tearing at the bed sheets as her scream echoed off the walls of their room.

And Nyla fed from the most delectable fountain she would ever taste.


As Eliani’s body collapsed back onto the bed shuddering in the aftermath of her orgasm, Nyla quickly withdrew her fangs and used her tongue to lovingly sweep across the two puncture holes sealing them immediately. Her lips remained fastened around Eliani’s still spasming pussy for almost another full minute until the most powerful ripples left her and her hips stopped undulating against her lapping tongue. Nyla left no drop unclaimed and spent several seconds simply lapping up all of Eliani’s juices as she could before lifting her lips reluctantly and slowly kissing her way up Eliani’s heaving abdomen. She dragged her tongue along the deep valley between Eliani’s large breasts before positioning her face over Eliani’s.


“Yah… dos tyav ssuorr!” Nyla uttered softly. (God… you taste delicious.)

Eliani’s half open eyes glittered in love and her lips broke into a wide smile as she reached up and brought Nyla’s lips down to hers and they shared a blistering kiss of love, passion and commitment, neither of them caring  in the least that they could taste each other on their lips.


“You… you taste better.” Eliani stammered as they broke their kiss and Nyla lowered her body on top of Eliani’s and they pulled each other close.


“This is only a standard personal file Aur Enyla.” Eliani spoke as Nyla walked back into their bedroom carrying two glasses. (My Love)

They had slept for nearly six straight hours curled in each other’s arms before waking to the rising sun on their flesh. Nyla had thrown a thin robe on quickly as she went to their kitchen and retrieved a glass of prune juice for herself and a large glass of the special fruit juice her mother Anja had developed after Isabella had joined their lives and their beds so long ago. It was a mixture of four different fruits which would speed the replenishment of the nutrients in Eliani’s blood that Nyla had taken during their loving making.


Nyla nodded as she sat on the bed and held the glass out to her. “I know. That is all I was able to obtain on such short notice Ussta Che.” She answered watching and waiting for Eliani to take the first gulp of her juice before drinking herself. “I’m sure his entire package will arrive soon. I have to be careful though, he has applied for a direct appointment into the Durcunusaan and then Mjolnir’s Hand. That sort of request will be processed rather quickly. And his actions with Andro on Eleysi Three will only add to his file.”

Eliani lowered the glass, licking her lips of the cherry like flavor. “Wait… that means he will bypass all the academic requirements.” Eliani spoke. “How did he manage that?”


Nyla shook her head. “I’m not sure. His transcripts are readily available however. He was not a very good student… barely passing to be honest. I wonder how he will deal with the academics he must face to become a Durcunusaan.” She said. “He excelled physically and that was his specialty.”

Eliani grinned and blushed. “Well… I can attest to the excelling physically part.” She said. “He almost matched Andro when it comes to the definition of his body, not to mention he is exceptionally well equipped.”


Nyla matched Eliani’s smile. “You copped a feel didn’t you?” She asked using one of Eliani’s own terms.


“Oh… Aur Enyla… it was wonderful.” Eliani said wistfully.


“Show me!” Nyla spoke quickly moving closer to Eliani and touching her forehead to Eliani’s. 

Nyla shivered gently as their minds came together in that instant and then she was experiencing everything Eliani had experienced. It was a side effect of them sharing blood Helen had told them once. Nyla had taken so much of Eliani that day and because of both the strength of their own natural Mindvoice powers, it created a link between them that would never be broken. A link that would allow them to share thoughts and feelings much like Eliani’s adopted Aunts Tarifa and Aihola, though because of their more advanced Mindvoice skills, their connection was stronger and more focused. Nyla was able to see and feel everything that Eliani had that time in the gym with Malic and as she leaned back she looked at her lover.

“I feel what he did to you Ussta Che. The way your blood burned.” Nyla spoke. “Oh… my love it was exquisite.”

Eliani nodded slowly. “Yes… and we have never shared a man so gifted as he is.” She spoke.

Nyla smiled seductively. “No we have not.”

“I… I don’t know what it is about this man Nyla.” Eliani said. “I told you he is arrogant beyond measure. And he has distaste for vampires that I have not seen before. I don’t know why… for it is not him. Something has made him like this… I know it. And though part of me says to just let it go… that it is not worth the effort or risk… the larger part of me wants to discover why he is this way. What has caused him to hold back and not let his true self come out. It wants to discover what he could make us feel in our bed Nyla.”

Nyla took her hands. “Then let us pursue that Ussta Che.” She said softly. “If whatever has made him like this is something we can change within him, is it not worth the risk and the effort just by what he made you feel? And by virtue of that… made me feel? How many wolves have shared our bed in the last three years and not even tickled our fancy with their clumsy attempts at impressing us.”

Eliani rolled her eyes. “Five… no six. None of them were worth the time we allowed them to have with us. Three of them could not keep up with us to begin with… one of them wanted us to remain home and punch out children for him while he thought to make a name for himself with Andro.”

Nyla laughed. “Oh… I forgot about him. Isn’t he the one that Andro practically threw off the mountain top outside Eden City for his foolish words?”

Eliani nodded with a smile. “That was him. And the last two my father got so scared they ran like wolves with their tails between their legs.” 
“Ussta Che… if this man does this to us and has come no where close to sharing our bed… isn’t that worth some interest?” Nyla asked.
Eliani nodded. “Yes.” She answered immediately.

Nyla nodded. “We must proceed carefully. He does not strike me as the type of man who would appreciate us digging into his past… or his records. And if he feels about my kind as you say I will use added caution.”

“I will try and get grandmother to access his academic records.” Eliani spoke softly. “I will have to tell her why.”

Nyla waved her hand dismissively. “I have full confidence in Lady Gorgo. She will tell no one what it is we ask. And I believe she will help us without question.”
Eliani nodded. “I will speak with her this morning. Andro and father will be attending the briefing on the reports of the High Coven reappearing. Then he will stake his claim for Sadi this afternoon when the Senate convenes. Grandmother will want to be there for that… but I can speak with her before the meeting is over with.”

“I will get dressed and see what I can discover about Malic from Bren and Famus before I try accessing his records.” Nyla said.

Eliani took her hands. “We will do what we can and discover what we can Nyla, but no matter what… if he does not want both of us… he gets neither.”

Nyla looked at her with adoring light green eyes now. “I know that Ussta Che. I’ve always known that.”

Eliani smiled and downed her fruit juice before putting the glass on the table next to the bed. “Good.” She said taking Nyla’s hand. “Then let’s jump in the shower so that I can wash your body with my tongue before we leave.”

Nyla’s eyes glittered. “Well… I won’t refuse an offer like that.”
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The junior Lieutenant paced the huge bridge of RAVEN’S WING, reading intently from the data pad as he waited for his relief to come to the bridge. He enjoyed the third shift on the RAVEN’S WINGS as it was quiet and usually very uneventful. The RAVEN’S WINGS was the Command ship for this entire sector of the Earth Operational Command Area, with not only its own Strike Wing under its direction, but also twenty-one of the new AUTUMN MOON TYPE II-Class Attack Frigates. They were one of the largest BIPs in Earth’s Operational Command Area, and as a Border Interdiction Patrol group it was their job to respond to any activity along the expanse of the Union border, no matter what it involved. The BIPs operated independently from assigned Fleet groups and First Admiral Riall had chosen all one hundred and thirty-four BIP commanders personally. The commanders were for the most part brash and reckless, yet tempered and calm. It was a rare combination in leaders, especially fleet officers, but the hundred and four men and thirty women who commanded the BIPs were all cut from the same mold.


The lieutenant turned at the sound of the sensor operator’s console indicating he had a contact. He watched as the man’s hands flew over his controls with precise motions and then his wide eyes turned to look at him.


“Lieutenant! Long range sensors are detecting a High Coven BLOOD REVERENCE-Class Dreadnought and its accompanying Task Force on an intercept course with the border! They will reach our current location in just under six hours at their present speed!”


“A High Coven Task Force?” The man exclaimed. “Out here? Confirm that!”


“I did sir! Three times!”


“Damn!” The lieutenant spoke moving up to the man’s station. “Bring the BIP to full combat alert! Alpha status!” He stabbed down on the console. “Captain Imror to the bridge! Captain Imror to the bridge!” He looked at the screen. “Show me?”


“Here sir!” The sensor operator spoke. “They are running in a full transit pattern! No shrouds! Almost as if they want to be seen.”


“How many ships?”


“Sensors indicate thirty-nine contacts sir! A mixture of ORIC-Class heavy cruisers and BLOODLETTER Medium Cruisers. Haven’t detected any frigates yet, but more than likely they are shrouded and on the flanks of the main formation!” The sensor operator answered.

The doors to the bridge opened and Captain Imror strode confidently onto the bridge of his ship. One of his hands was filled with a mug of Queen Aricia’s coffee, while the other held two data pads. He had been on his way to the bridge when the excited call came out. Imror was not one to get excited. A single reckless and totally off the wall mission twenty-five years ago had changed him in a way that had earned him this command at the recommendation of his former commanding officer Captain Daro. He had led a small team of Spartan warriors onto a moving transport on its way to Earth, only to discover the ships were commanded by Kavalians and they were conducting a covert mission to gain the precious dragon eggs. Imror’s actions, as well as Captain Daro had earned both of them career positions that neither of them could refuse. Imror had been part of almost every space battle during the Evolli war earning decorations as well as honor and respect. His actions during that war had earned him RAVEN’S WINGS and he had turned down promotion to Admiral to remain in command of Border Interdiction Patrol Talon. He had no desire to take command of an entire Fleet Group.

“What do we have Lieutenant?” Imror barked out as he moved to his command chair almost casually.


“Captain! Long range sensors have detected a High Coven Task Force approaching the border without Shrouds.” The man spoke. “A mix of heavy and medium warships centered on a BLOOD REVERENCE-Class Dreadnought!”


Imror nodded as he sipped his coffee. “The BLOOD REVERENCE is their newest command ship.” He spoke calmly. “Interesting. Status of the Strike Wing?”


“All ships have signaled full combat alert status Alpha.” The lieutenant replied. “The AUTUMN MOON’S have only just now begun reporting in!”


Imror looked at him. “Calm down Lieutenant.” He spoke with a smile. “If they intended an attack do you think they would be on an intercept course with our border without being shrouded?”


“Ah… no sir.” The Lieutenant answered.


Imror nodded. “They want something… and they want us to know they are coming so we don’t blow them out of the stars.”


“Yes sir!”


“Very well… have the Strike Wing execute BIP Plan Three Nine and maintain their Shrouds.” Imror spoke. “Maintain station right where we are Joche … and contact Captain Panthu on the NOMAD. Pass what information we have so far to him and have him bring the NOMAD to our location and form his Strike Wing with ours.” 


“Should I contact Earth Captain?” Joche asked. “Advise First Admiral Riall and the King of what is happening?”


Imror shook his head. “We don’t know what is happening Joche.” Imror answered in a calm voice. He took no offense at Joche obviously excited statement. “Admiral Riall and the King will want as much information as we are able to provide them before they make a decision. How soon before we discover the COM channel this Coven task force is using?”


The communications officer turned from her station. “I’ll need another seven minutes sir! They are using a standard Coven code… but the level of encryption is more than normal. Even with the new cipher equipment… seven minutes to be safe.”


Imror nodded easily. The new communications cipher systems allowed them to not only detect and track but also monitor almost any known communications taking place within range of their equipment depending on the level of encryption involved. 
“Then let us prepare our ship for whatever may happen. We will monitor their ship to ship transmissions for a few hours and see if they continue to close on the border. If it appears that is their intent, we’ll interrupt them and let them know that is not a wise course of action.” He spoke.


“Aren’t we technically still at war with the High Coven Captain?” Joche asked.

Imror nodded. “Perhaps… however there hasn’t been a cross border incursion or even a small confrontation with the Coven in nearly twenty-five years. We’ll play it cool for now and see what our visitors have in mind. Joche… insure however that our shields and weapons are on line and prepared. We don’t want to be caught unaware.”


“Yes sir!” 

EARTH 
LYCAVORIAN UNION MILITARY HQ

SPARTAN COMMAND CENTER

500 METERS BENEATH MOUNT HAGIOS 

Hagios Center.


It had been built in secret over fifteen years.


It was buried five hundred meters beneath the peak of Mount Hagios within the Taygetus Mountain range to Sparta’s west. Ten levels of reinforced steel layered with Dragon Armor and concrete. The Military Command Center for all of Earth’s Operational Command Area and whenever Martin occupied Sparta for their six month long stays. Two thousand Spartans and civilians worked within the four square kilometer underground facility, all of them ostensively working at the medium sized secure airfield that sat at the juncture of the eastern and northern mountain ranges and was guarded by Durcunusaan troops.


The Bubble Room as they called was similar to the conference room in the Eden City Command Center. It held a massive table, with star charts and communications consoles, as well as several monitors. On the opposite side of the soundproof and very nearly indestructible transparent steel and alloy glass was the actual command and control brain of Hagios Center. Able to communicate, coordinate and control every portion of the Union military from this room, it was identical to the main Command and Control center on Apo Prime.  


The table’s two dozen chairs were only half full at the moment, several pitchers of water and carafes of coffee and tea spread across the top of the gleaming polished wood top. The chairs were all black high back chairs and exceptionally comfortable. Data pads were strewn across the top of the table, the men and women present sifting through them frequently. Martin sat at the head of the table, Andro to his right while Dysea sat to his left. Aricia, Anja, Isabella and For’mya were moving about Sparta making last minute preparations for when Andro would claim Sadi this afternoon unbeknownst to their son of course. Riall and Danny were standing near one of the star charts speaking in soft whispers with Armetus while Deia was conversing with Tarifa, Walter, her deputy Prime Minister Laustinos and Panos. Martin made it a point to include Tarifa and Panos in any intelligence briefings no matter what they concerned. Tarifa was considered his sister while he treated Panos as a surrogate father as he had since the day he had arrived in Sparta so long ago. They needed to be aware of everything that took place since Sparta was considered not only the co-capital of Earth, but unofficially had become almost a second capital of the Union itself.


Deia finally turned from Panos and looked at Martin. “Mandri… are we sure this is High Coven related? You and Andro… you are sure about what you have felt?” (Nephew)


There were not many who knew the blood relationship between Martin and Deia and it was not spoken of openly. Deia was the sister of Martin’s grandmother and his Great Aunt. They did not speak of it unless among family and friends who knew this connection simply because it allowed Deia more freedom as Prime Minister and it did not appear that Martin was micromanaging everything she did. This would not have been the case regardless since everyone knew Martin hated politics as a general rule.


Martin waited for a moment as everyone returned to their chairs and sat down. “What do you mean Tenna?” (Aunt)


“There are many groups of Immortals that have broken from the High Coven in the last two decades for one reason or another. We’ve gotten reports from our agents in The Wilds about them.” Laustinos spoke from his chair next to Deia before she had a chance to answer. “Perhaps this was one of them.”


He had been Deputy Prime Minister for just over a quarter century, working closely with Deia as well as others within the government. He was considered an intelligent and handsome young wolf of eight hundred and nineteen years, but he was also considered slightly arrogant and somewhat of a pacifist. He had been recommended to Deia by Armetus shortly after the events on Enurrua for his intelligence and organizational skills since he had just finished a stint with Armetus’s Intelligence unit. 

“That is unlikely.” Armetus spoke from his chair. “Those Immortals who have broken from the Coven are immediately branded traitors and have death sentences put on their heads with bounties that are quite high.” He looked at Martin. “Several of our people have witnessed Immortals being targeted by mercenaries and bounty hunters.”


“The group we whacked on Ceku Tertius was wearing Coven uniforms and they were carrying Coven weapons.” Danny said from his chair. 


“Well… perhaps we should not have killed them all before we had an opportunity to question them.” Laustinos spoke firmly.


Danny looked at the man. “They were in Union Space conducting black market weapons deals on a Union planet with known Evolli mercenaries who did not surrender after the war. Evolli mercenaries who have dragged Kochab bounty hunters into their little group and are now hitting our settlements within Union space. Peaceful settlements I might add. And until you’ve gone a couple rounds with just one Immortal friend, don’t sit in that chair and tell me how to fight them! They’d have your skinny ass for an appetizer! These boys weren’t mercenary… they were regular High Coven Immortals with all the bells and whistles. And they ain’t no pushovers.”

“The prisoner Daniel took also said his group was only a smaller part of the larger force we have been hunting since the end of the war.” Riall spoke.


“We took a prisoner?” Laustinos asked his eyes wide. “Why don’t we question him?”


“We did question him.” Danny answered. “He sang like a bird until he fell out of the airlock.”


“You killed him?” Laustinos gasped.


Danny shook his head. “Not at all. I just helped him along on his path to whatever god he prayed too.” He answered with a grin.


“So you did kill him!” Laustinos snapped.


“His group took part in a raid on a Union settlement that killed over three hundred civilians.” Andro spoke now from next to his father.


“He wasn’t part of that attack.” Laustinos said. 


“They are part of the same organization.” Martin spoke. “What difference does it make?”


Deia put her hand on Laustinos arm before he could stick his foot further into his mouth. “Mandri… let’s set aside this unfortunate fool who fell out of the airlock.” Deia spoke calmly seeing Danny grin out of the corner of her eye. “Why would High Coven Immortals be inside Union space purchasing T19s?”


Martin pulled his eyes from Laustinos and looked at Deia. “Dragons.” Martin spoke.


“Dragons?” Deia asked surprised. “What do you mean?”


Riall leaned forward now in his chair. “Martin… you don’t think…?”


Martin nodded. “The dragons the High Coven were able to obtain twenty three years ago.” He said. “If they were somehow able to get the eggs to hatch, then the hatchlings and those eggs that hatched are reaching the age when they could fight. Just as Elynth, Jeth, Tharua and the others do now even though they are no more than twenty-five years old. And the tremors are getting closer.”


“That would… that would imply the High Coven has Mindvoicers sufficiently strong enough to establish a bond with these dragons.” Armetus spoke gently. “We know they have purebloods that are equal in power to Thr’won perhaps… they have used them in battle before.”


Martin nodded. “I’ve never assumed they do not have men and women strong enough to bond with dragons.” He spoke softly. “Arzoal and I knew it would happen someday. We have pureblood vampires within our own ranks that have bonded with dragons. Nyla being the strongest among them.”


“That is due to her connection with Eliani isn’t it?” Riall asked.


Andro shook his head. “Nyla and Arydun had a very deep and strong connection with each other before Eliani ever entered their lives. That only became more powerful when she and Eliani found each other. The other vampire purebloods of the Durcunusaan who have bonded with dragons also have deep connections. In some instances they are the strongest of the Bonded Pairs who are not members of Mjolnir’s Hand.”

“The last few months Andro and I have been feeling tremors within Mindvoice.” Martin spoke. “Powerful tremors that Arzoal has sensed as well. All of them from within High Coven space. The dragons they took have bonded with riders, and their combined consciousness within Mindvoice is now evident to us. We don’t know how many… and the High Coven is more than likely unaware we can sense them… however the tremors are darker than what we normally feel from our brothers and sisters.”


“Darker?” Deia asked. “Darker how?”


“Tenna…” Andro said. “The dragons within the Union… from the time they hatch they are taught to honor and respect others. To be benevolent. Violence is a last resort to them. This is what their sires and the Dragon Elders preach… and it is why with the exception of Elynth and those bonded to my siblings, no dragon is allowed to become bonded to a rider until they are at least five hundred years old. By then they have learned patience and wisdom.”

“Wait a moment… I have seen Elynth fight.” Deia spoke. “I’ve seen Torma and Isheeni fight. They are devastating. All of the Bonded Pairs are.”


Dysea leaned forward now. “When a pair becomes bonded they take on some of the traits of their partner.” She spoke softly. “You know that Deia.”


Deia nodded. “Yes…”


“When they reach five hundred years of age they are able to blend that wisdom and patience with the more fiery nature of Spartans and Elves and even vampires. The result is a Bonded Pair. They balance each other’s nature to the extent that they will always seek a peaceful resolution to any problem first… however when it comes time to fight… they will fight with the same savageness and skill as their Bonded brother or sister and they will hold nothing back.”


“The dragons the High Coven was able to steal have not had the benefit of Arzoal and the Dragon Council to guide them.” Martin spoke. “Which means those dragons will be different. They will not seek to solve a problem with words first… they will fight first. Just as savagely as their Bonded Rider will fight. And we know how the High Coven trains their troops.”


“What does this have to do with the Immortals and T19s?” Laustinos spoke with exasperation. Talk of dragons and Mindvoice abilities always confused him. 


“It’s possible that they were meeting with the Evolli to purchase T19s in order to help their dragons learn to fight them.” Andro replied. “It also means they are almost ready to employ them against the Kavalians in battle.”


“Mandri… you said the tremors are getting closer.” Deia spoke. “What do you mean by that?”


“Andro, Arzoal and I, as well as the entire Elder Council believe the High Coven is bringing those dragons here to us. They are bringing them here for us to train them.” Martin spoke. “Train them to fight the Kavalians.”


Deia sat back quickly at this news. “Oh my.” She spoke softly.


Martin nodded. “Yes… now you see the quandary. The Evolli scum were only the first level of what is going on. However… I believe their attack on Eleysi Three is an entirely different animal.”


Armetus looked at him. “You believe the Queens were the target Milord?” He spoke.


Martin nodded. “I’ve been playing this over and over in my head and nothing else makes sense. The colony was still relatively new… and they could not have sold the ore being mined on any black market without it being refined first. In order to refine it you need the facilities for that which they don’t have access to.”

“That we know of Skipper.” Danny spoke up.

Martin nodded. ‘That we know of.” He spoke. “But aside from some medical supplies and personal wealth… why attack the settlement? Unless you wanted to draw someone there.”

“But Eleysi Three is part of Earth’s jurisdiction.” Riall spoke. “Once they received word of the attack, Isra would have responded, not Andro and the Queens.”


Martin nodded. “Until you factor in the time of the attack and the deal on Ceku Tertius.” He said. “These Evolli and Kochab were part of the same group. They…”


“We don’t know that for sure!” Laustinos interrupted quickly. “We…” His words were cut off by Deia’s hand on his arm once more.


“The attack on Eleysi Three was timed perfectly to coincide with the weapons deal on Ceku Tertius.” Martin said again ignoring Laustinos. “I believe they knew exactly how long a message would take to reach Earth…”


Armetus nodded. “The same time the Queens would have been passing through the same sector.” He said as his mind kicked in. 


“They only had two T19 missile teams.” Andro said next. “They did not expect five Bonded Pairs to descend on them. They were expecting only two. And with my mothers passing through the same sector at the time of the emergency beacon sending out its automated signal… they would have responded as if it was a rescue mission.”


“Man… that is reaching Marty.” Danny said. “I’m not discounting it… but that’s a stretch even for us to make. Targeting Aricia and Anja? That’s not small potatoes.”


“You have not told Melyanna and Aricia about your feelings Nauta Melme.” Dysea spoke softly. “Why?”

Martin met her emerald eyes. “I don’t want them to be concerned about it Melda Min. Andro did the right thing telling them it was only a possibility… and a slim one at that. Until we know for sure they were not the targets… I’m not willing to increase their security regardless of what I think. They’d have my nor if I did that and didn’t tell them why. I wanted you to know just in case information comes in and I’m not around.”

Dysea nodded. “I will keep my eyes open when we are together then.” She said softly, resting her hand on his arm.
Though no one would ever speak of it openly, it was rumored that behind Aricia, his first elven Queen Dysea was his most favored Queen. You could not tell with the way he treated all of them in public and private, but many who were close to the King and knew how his mind worked agreed on that one fact. Dysea had been beside him the longest in terms of time together and unbeknownst to all but a few, Dysea was the only one of his Queens besides Aricia that could tolerate the full unshielded force of his alpha wolf aura and not become helpless before him. Martin knew how far he could push each of his Queens with his aura and over the years he had refined that to an art, knowing just how much to use to excite and arouse them just to the edge.
Martin nodded and looked at Danny. “I know it’s a reach Danny. That is why we need Anton and Cihera to go to Talbor Seven… meet with this middle man… and find out who contacted him. Then pursue it as far as that trail will take them.”

Dan nodded. “They are waiting outside with Lynwe.” He spoke.

Martin nodded and looked at Deia. “Tenna?”

Deia was silent for a moment and then nodded her head and met his eyes evenly. “I believe this information in regards to the High Coven and their dragons is the more disturbing of the two items we have discussed, however I will not tolerate a threat or an attempt on our Queens in any way.” She spoke. “I assume you are proceeding with this operation under the eye of Armetus?”

Martin nodded. “He’ll be the contact for Anton and Cihera but you know I’ll never leave you out of the loop on any operation we conduct in The Wilds.”

“Shouldn’t we discuss this more?” Laustinos said quickly. “Bring in others to review the information we have and then make a decision? If I’m not mistaken the last time we conducted an operation in The Wilds without guidance from this office we angered three different allies with Prince Andro’s … with his response to what was discovered. Isn’t it… isn’t it just prudent to at least have a contact within the Prime Minister’s office aware of what is going on?”

Martin was about to reply when Armetus nodded. “I will not object to that.” He spoke quickly. “This is a simple intelligence gathering mission sire… and we don’t expect for Anton and Cihera to have any problems.”

Deia nodded as well. “I have too much on my plate to be active with this. If Armetus is fine with it… then Laustinos can be our contact.”

Martin nodded. “That works for me. That is up to you Armetus. If you are good with it… then I have no issues with it.”

Laustinos smiled. “May I meet those who will be going on the mission then?”

Armetus nodded and got to his feet. “I’ll even do you one better. You can sit in on the briefing with General Simpson, General Lynwe and I.”
Laustinos got to his feet quickly. “Excellent.” He turned to Martin and bowed his head quickly. “Milord…” His eyes cut to Dysea and he bowed his head even lower though never breaking eye contact with her as Martin turned to say something to Andro. He stared at her with want and lust in his eyes. “Milady Dysea… if you’ll excuse me?”

Dysea nodded her head quickly and turned to Martin, leaning over and nuzzling his cheek. Laustinos tore his eyes from her and headed out of the room following Danny and Armetus.

“Mandri…” Deia asked. “Now that Laustinos is gone… and you and Armetus planned and executed that very well by the way. I don’t believe he suspects anything at all.” She said with a smile. 

“That was very smooth father.” Andro said with a grin.

“He’s not a bad sort.” Riall spoke moving down several chairs at the table. “He is just young and inexperienced in the way of things. He believes everything needs to be debated and decided by men who have never fired a weapon in anger in their entire lives.”

Deia smiled knowingly. “Yes… well now that he is otherwise occupied perhaps you could elaborate on why you believe the High Coven is coming here.” Deia spoke.

Martin looked at her. “I don’t believe Tenna.” He spoke softly. 

Dysea looked at her now. “They are almost here Deia.” She said finishing Martin’s statement and seeing Deia’s eyes go wide.
“Are… are you sure?” She gasped.

Martin nodded. “Oh yeah.”
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“Their base course has not changed Captain!” Joche barked out. “Thirty-nine minutes from border crossing.”


Imror turned from his chair. “Is the NOMAD and their Wing in position?” He asked.


“Yes sir.”


“Status of weapons and shields?”


“Shields are online and reading green!” Joche replied. “Weapons are standing by!”


“The Coven ships?” Imror asked.


“”Sensors indicate no weapons are powered up sir, however their shields are up and powered.”


Imror nodded. “Yes… well you are lurking about and do not know what is going to hit you that is the wise thing to do.” He turned to the opposite side of his bridge. “Weapons… how long before they are in range?”


“They will reach maximum Mark 22B range in six minutes sir!”


“Good. I want two squadrons of T9Es ready to launch to provide fighter cover!” Imror barked. “Have all the M4B DEVASTATORS ready to launch with full loads! Relay the same orders to the NOMAD! Our remaining T9Es are to remain on standby for immediate follow on missions!”


“Yes sir!”


“Stand by people! We will find out what they want in seven minutes! Once we have them in kill range.”

BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

INQUISITOR


“…know we are coming Robert.” Yuri spoke softly to Moran.


Moran looked at her from his command chair, Yuri standing close to the arm of the chair, her hand resting casually on his arm. “Are you sure?”


Yuri nodded. “My mother and I have felt tremors within Mindvoice.” She answered. “Our dragons have not learned to conceal their Mindvoice signature as the dragons within the Union have. Leonidas and his son have undoubtedly felt the tremors. There could be others that are strong enough as well. She has detected at least five on Earth that are powerful enough to sense Vollenth and the others.”

“Is that a good thing or a bad thing Yuri?” Moran asked.


Yuri smiled and squeezed his arm affectionately. “It means they will be curious enough to find out what we want before they launch an attack against us.”


Moran looked at her for a long moment. “Was it a mistake to come out here with only part of a Strike Group?” He asked. “We only have thirty-nine ships, and the reason we came here is because we know they will be on Earth. That does mean however, they will have at minimum three entire Fleet Groups to bring to bear on us.”


Yuri shook her head. “They will not attack first.” She spoke. “They will be curious as to why we are here no doubt. But they…”


“Admiral!” The communications officer barked as he spun around. “Admiral we are being hailed by a Lycavorian warship on our own secure channel!”


Moran came to his feet quickly. “Shit! They tapped our COMs! Execute random frequency shifts immediately! Go to Level Ten Encryption! Inform all ships!” Moran turned to Yuri. “We had no idea they could tap our communications Yuri!”


“You said yourself that we would be fools to believe they have not developed new tactics and technology. This appears to be one of them.” Yuri spoke calmly but with a smile as she detected her husband’s heightened battle awareness. “We are not here for battle Robert.”


Moran took a deep breath and nodded. “You’re right.” He spoke. “At least not yet.” He turned to his COM officer. “Patch the transmission to the main holo disc here on the bridge. And inform the Empress of what is happening and request her presence on the bridge.”


“Redirecting transmission Admiral.”


The Holo disc in the center of the bridge in front of Moran’s command chair shimmered to life revealing the face of the stern looking Lycavorian Spartan. He looked surprisingly calm and in control, his dark eyes bright.


“…Imror of the United Lycavorian Union warship RAVEN’S WINGS to the unknown High Coven Group. You are approaching the Lycavorian Union Border on an unauthorized approach corridor. You will state your intentions immediately or I will order my ships to open fire and destroy you.”


Moran snorted. “You and what army sport.” He spat drawing chuckled from his bridge crew.


Yuri touched his arm. “Do not dismiss his words Robert. I have seen enough tricks by Martin Leonidas to know better. He is not alone.”


Moran smiled and laughed at himself. “I just about fell into the trap we have been telling our sons not too.” He said taking a deep breath. He looked at his COM officer. “Let him see us.”


“Transmission active on both ends sir!”


Moran watched as the Lycavorian officer’s eyes lifted somewhat but his face remained stoic. “Well… Supreme Commander of High Coven Military Forces Admiral Robert Moran.” Imror spoke evenly. “I must say… this is a surprise.”

“Captain Imror… you are…” Moran started.


“I have no time for small talk Admiral Moran.” Imror stated. “Your ships are less than thirty minutes from crossing our border. Please state your intentions to me immediately or I will order my forces to open fire.” He turned to someone out of the transmission field. “Drop the Shroud!”


Moran turned his head slightly as his sensor operator’s eyes grew wide. “Vith me! Admiral… a LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser has de-shrouded directly ahead! On their side of the border! Admiral… Admiral it matches the INQUISITOR in size and if sensors are accurate firepower as well!”


Moran looked at Yuri. “They must have more of them than we thought if one is patrolling the border.” He spoke in barely a whisper. “Or it’s a Sector Command ship.”


Yuri nodded. “Yes… which means there are other ships still out there hidden from our sensors.”


“I will not state my request again Admiral Moran. We have detected your sensor sweeps of my ship. Now please comply with my request.” Imror spoke once more.


Moran turned back to the transmission. “You do realize I have you outnumbered.” He spoke quickly.


Imror tilted his head. “Would you care for me to engrave that on your tombstone Admiral Moran?” He asked.


“You’re an insubordinate sonofabitch!” Moran barked out. “Don’t they teach respect to superior officers in the Union anymore?”

Imror chuckled within the transmission his gaze unwavering. “You are not my superior officer Admiral Moran. You are the Supreme Commander to High Coven forces, and while we have not fought an engagement in nearly twenty-five years, we are not friends nor allies in any shape or form. You are about to cross the Union border without an invitation… and if that happens I will bring to an end twenty-five years of no conflict between us by blowing you and your task force out of the stars! Am I making myself quite clear enough to your vampire ears?”


“We have made no threatening moves!” Yuri spoke now. “And we have not yet crossed your border Captain! You would do well to remember that.”


“You’ll forgive me if your words do not provide me any comfort Princess Yuri.” Imror spoke.


“You know who I am?” Yuri asked.


“There are few who don’t.” Imror answered. “I believe the King refers to you as a back stabbing, blood sucking nubous black hearted bitch if I’m not mistaken.” He said with some amusement. “I believe that is one of the phrases he has uttered over the years in regards to you. Now… I will state my question again only one more time. You will please advise me what your intentions are for I know you are not out here sightseeing. If you do not wish to answer that is also quite acceptable. At that time I will end this transmission, re-shroud my ship and the moment that you so much as fart across our border I will destroy you all.”

“That will not be necessary Captain.” Aikiro’s voice spoke now as she entered the bridge and moved up to stand next to Robert and Yuri. “We are not here to do battle. We are here to talk.”

Imror’s face showed surprise now and he got to his feet slowly. “Well dip me in sibfla and call me stinky.” Imror blurted the phrase that Queen Anja had stared during the Evolli War aboard her ship. A phrase that had spread quickly throughout the entire Lycavorian Fleet over the course of the next year. “The Empress of the Vampire High Coven.” Imror couldn’t help but notice the many turned heads on his bridge at this news. “Now I am impressed.”

“You know my face?” Aikiro asked slightly taken aback. That changed quickly. “Ah… my son has told you many things I would imagine.”


“Colonel Vonis has told us enough.” Imror answered stoically.


“Colonel Vonis?” Aikiro spoke in a softer voice now as surprise showed on her face this time. “Colonel Vonis? How quaint.”


“Why are you here?” Imror demanded. “Or are you out enjoying the cold of space just for fun?”


“We demand…” Aikiro began speaking but caught herself quickly. “We wish to have a diplomatic conference with your King Captain Imror. Ol uriu ulu xun xuil tagnik'zun.” (It has to do with dragons.) She said switching to the ancient vampire language.


“'udtila ol nin?” Imror replied watching Aikiro’s eyes go wide at his fluency in their vampire tongue. Imror chuckled at her expression. “My mate is a Drow elf Empress. One of those subjected to your daughter’s many perverted experiments when she ruled this planet. She has taught me many things, including your language. She is onboard right now… would you like to talk with her? Or your daughter perhaps? I’m sure she would be happy to speak with you.” (Does it now?)

“We will not cross the border Captain.” Aikiro spoke maintaining her composure. “I ask that you relay our request to your King as quickly as possible. The information we have to share with him concerns the Kavalians and plans to attack the Union. He might find that important enough to grant us an audience.”


Imror stared at her within the transmission for a long moment. “We shall see.” He spoke. “You will hold position before you cross our border. Understand this… if one centimeter of any of your ships crosses the border before I contact you back I will blow you and all your ships straight to Jorbhe!” Imror hissed. “Is that clear enough for you?” (Hell)


“Quite to the point Captain.” Aikiro spoke calmly. 


“Stand by on this channel! RAVEN’S WINGS out!”


“Well… that went better than expected.” Aikiro spoke with a small smile.


“Mother we can…” Yuri began speaking.


Aikiro shook her head and reached out to touch Moran’s arm while taking Yuri’s hand in hers. “No… he is quite confident… and what does that tell you Robert?”


Moran smiled and touched the arm of his command chair. “Tesand?” He spoke.


Tesand’s voice answered clearly and immediately. “They’ve definitely improved the quality of their Shrouds Robert.” His voice answered calmly. “Microfraction pulses at less than a quarter of a percent. Phased variance point one three. We can’t lock them completely… but based on the scans we got as that ship de-shrouded… I’d have to estimate at least another forty to fifty ships are out there. All Shrouded… and all of them waiting to pounce.”


Moran turned back to Aikiro and saw her eyes and Yuri’s eyes with surprise in them. “Tesand has over four thousand years of experience operating and detecting shrouded ships. He offered to be the one to operate the sensors from the astrometric bay when we first made contact.” He explained to them with a smile once more. “Can’t get much more accurate than that now can we.”


“Indeed we can’t.” Aikiro spoke. 


“I expect we will hear back something within the next hour or so.” Moran said. “Can I interest you ladies in some breakfast while we wait?”


Aikiro couldn’t help but chuckle. “Oh daughter…” She spoke turning and taking Moran’s arm. “The more time I spend around your husband… the more his devious mind impresses me.”


Yuri grinned as she took Robert’s hand. “Yes… he never ceases to impress me.” She spoke as they headed for Moran’s small office off the bridge.

SPARTA 

INDOOR SPARTAN SENATE CHAMBERS


Andro looked at himself in the floor length mirror wearing the polished near blinding cuirass bronze armored chest plate and greaves. The gauntlets covered his forearms while leaving his arms bare up to his shoulders. The cuirass chest armor sparkled in the light of the room, and he reached up to allow his fingers to caress several dents in the chest plate. The sandals felt odd on his feet, the short mesh skirt leaving most of his powerful legs bare as well. The scabbard for the ancient Xiphos rested along his right side; while the ancient crimson cloak or Chiton dropped far enough from his shoulders that the edges touched the floor.


Andro turned his head when the door to his left slid open and Panos walked in with his grandmother. Gorgo’s face was beaming as she saw him and her hands came up to cover her mouth, Panos’s eyes were simply filled with pride.


“Now there walks a true Spartan.” He spoke softly with a smile before moving right up to Andro and reaching out to adjust something on his shoulder.


Andro looked at Gorgo as she stepped closer. “This is… this is grandfather’s armor?” He asked with awe in his voice.


Gorgo nodded and her eyes were moist as she reached up to straighten the Chiton. “This is his second set of armor.” She replied. “Panos and the others have kept it… cared for it all these years. Leonidas… your grandfather… he wore it into battle many times. Your father wore this when he presented himself to claim all your mothers.”

Panos stepped back and looked at him. “The Xiphos was retrieved from Thermopylae… and this…” He turned and took the spear from where it leaned against the wall by the mirror. “This was discovered resting on your grandfather’s monument ten years before the Great Comet came. It is his spear. The markings chipped into the shaft indicate how many enemies he brought down with it as was the custom back then. The crimson and gold rings were his mark. Whoever left this at the monument knew what they had… and they cared for it for centuries.” He held out the spear for Andro to take. “Your father told me the day he brought your namesake home to Sparta he would act in his stead as my son. And he has done that without fail. We may not be related by blood Androcles Leonidas… but you have carried my son’s name all these years… and you have lived up to his legacy without fail. That is something I can never repay you for.”


“You do not need…” Andro began.


“Andro hush!” Gorgo spoke quickly. “Spartan men were not allowed to show emotion back then and this is Panos’s way of acting that out. His words are heartfelt.”


Andro met Panos’s eyes and nodded his head. “I am honored.” He said softly.


Panos stared at him for a long moment and nodded. “You and your father would have made formidable Spartans in my youth young Androcles. Now… in this day… you are both more than formidable. You are a force of nature my boy… never forget that.”


“I won’t.” Andro said.


They turned as the door opened once more and Moneus walked in dressed very similar to Andro with blinding bronze cuirass and helmet. Melancton walked beside him a look of pure happiness on his face.

“We are ready.” Melancton exclaimed. Danny’s father was just as monstrous as his son, towering over them in his own ancient armor that shone in the light. “Twenty-three years I have waited to wear this armor again! Since the day Daniel took Anuk and Nayeca. Now the first of my grandsons will honor me as their father did!”


Panos and Gorgo laughed at the pride spilling from the grizzled Spartan’s face. “Just remember not to drink so much Spartan wine at the celebration afterwards.” Panos spoke elbowing the large man. “Your mate will cut you off at the knees.”


Melancton laughed heartily. “Yes… she has already warned me about that.”


Moneus stepped up to Andro. “Do you believe they actually wore this stuff in battle?” He asked trying to adjust the armor on his shoulder.


Andro chuckled. “Something tells me Carina is not going to be looking at the armor my friend.”


“Do you think she suspects?” Moneus asked.

Gorgo shook her head. “Trust me Moneus… she has no idea. She only thinks you are standing as Andro’s second.”


Moneus’s eyes got bigger. “What… what if she doesn’t…”


Andro hit him in the shoulder with the face of the shield as he picked it up. “Don’t even go there.” He spoke. “She has been waiting for this day just as long as you Moneus. She just doesn’t know it’s going to happen today.”


Gorgo chuckled. “Neither does your father or your mother Isabella. You and your mothers and siblings have done an amazing job of not telling anyone about this all the while acting as normal as can be.” She said. “I am going to treasure the looks on their faces.”


Panos looked at Melancton and nodded. “It’s time.”


“Isn’t it unusual for the entire Royal family to be here L’tian?” Vorilas leaned close to L’tian and asked softly even as his eyes took in the entire group of older Prince and Princesses sitting in a separate gallery next to theirs. The Princes wore their full uniforms while Eliani, Carina, Lisisa, Normya and Zarah wore similar gowns that hugged their bodies in all the right places. Nyla sat next to Eliani, her parents behind them.

The chamber had been enlarged considerably from when Martin first stood here, and now Torma, Isheeni, Iriral, Aurith and Miath rested comfortably on the ground just to the right of the chair of their bonded mates, while Jeth, Tharua, Aradace, Arydun and Cemath sat to the left of the gallery with all the Leonidas children. Mara and the smaller hatchlings were bouncing back and forth between their older sibling’s backs.

For’mya’s father smiled and shook his head. “When they begin their six months stays here, the King and Queens’s demand that all of them attend at least one meeting of the Senate as a family. It just so happens they usually attend the first one so they can get it over with. Young ones will be young ones Vorilas… you know this.”


Vorilas nodded. “Indeed I do.” He said as Sadi poked him in the ribs from her seat next to him.

Sadi was wearing a skin tight white dress that fell to just above her knees. The dress left her shoulders bare and had a choker collar. The dressed plunged downward between her full breasts with only a thin satin tie keeping the sides of the dress together in a laced fashion that left little to the imagination. It was tied tightly across her abdomen and then once more became laced together just below her groin and extending to the bottom of the dress. She had only been able to sneak a few hours with Andro over the course of the last two days and her blood was calling out for him in a way that made her shudder in want. He was actually the one who bought this dress for her telling her he was going to enjoy unwrapping his new mate when the time came.

“Papa… behave.” Sadi hissed softly. “It is almost over with.”

Vorilas smiled at her and his eyes fell on where Arrarn sat next to Normya and Zarah and was trading soft whispers with them. He leaned back over to L’tian. “You will not give me an idea of who sent this message to me that he would claim my daughter today L’tian?”
L’tian shrugged. “I don’t know Vorilas. I received the same message you did and was asked only to insure that you were present with your daughter.”

Vorilas shook his head slowly. “She has been through much L’tian.” He spoke in a whisper. “I have discovered most of it through the years. What my former mate forced her to do. She deserves happiness in her life. I truly hope this young male wolf that is going to present himself does so quickly. I want to insure he is good enough for my daughter.”
L’tian began to reply but Dilios banging the gavel on the podium brought everyone’s attention back to him. “Very well… the Senate has approved with the King’s recommendation and blessing the building of a museum at Thermopylae that will chronicle the history of ancient Sparta as well as all of Earth.” Dilios turned to look at Martin. “We thank you for the honor King Leonidas.”

“If I didn’t… I would have had five females chewing my ears off for the next six months.” Martin answered with a grin. “That is a battle even I can’t win.” Laughter filtered through the galleries as everyone saw both Aricia and Anja stick their elbows in Martin’s ribs from either side. Martin met Dilios’s eyes. “I’m sure my father would be proud to see a museum built next to where he rests. And when we hold our graduation ceremonies there every year others can see what history Earth has. You honor his memory…” Martin let his eyes wander over the gathered seats of Senators. “All of you honor his memory… and for that I thank you.”

Dilios nodded. “Very well… on to the last point of business we have to view.” He turned to the back of the chamber. “Senior Durcunusaan Commander Bren if you would please allow the Honor Guard to enter now.”
All heads turned to the back of the large chamber as Bren, in full Durcunusaan armor moved to the door and assisted as two other Spartans pulled open the two large and extremely old doors. Everyone could hear the gasps as standing behind those doors were nearly two dozen men outfitted in the ancient armor of Spartan warriors and it shone like beacons off the sunlight entering through the top of the chamber. At the rear of the two files stood Andro and Moneus, Elynth standing beside her bonded brother in glimmering full Dragon Armor. The layers of contoured silver Dragon armor covered all her exposed scales all the way up to the back of her large head which was encased in a glimmering helmet made especially for her. Men and women alike were rising to their feet as the two files marched into the room in perfect unison, their ancient spears banging on the tile and steel floor loudly, only their eyes showing behind those bronze helmets. 

Vorilas watched with wide eyes as the Spartans marched directly in front of his gallery and stopped, all of them turning inward in crisp movements as the two other Spartans dressed in the ancient armor moved forward, the huge dragon behind them. He was so enraptured with the display he didn’t see his daughter’s eyes following only one Spartan with an adoring love very evident in them.

[Mindvoice Shielded] [Be calm both of you!] Elynth’s voice filled both Andro’s and Moneus’s minds. [Your hearts are racing faster than your feet are moving.]
[Thank you for reminding us sister!] Andro barked.

[Yeah… I’m already nervous enough as it is.] Moneus echoed.

Elynth’s soothing laughter filled their heads and caused them to relax more as they walked. [Two of the proudest and finest the Union has… and you are reduced to nervous babies in the face of two females.]

[Careful sister…] Andro spoke glancing up at her head as they walked. [I might forget to take your armor off when this is all done.]

[Andro you wouldn’t… you know how I hate wearing this metal skin.] She exclaimed.

[Then please don’t make fun of us when we are about to pee in our pants.] Moneus spoke.

Elynth snorted loudly in laughter which caused many of the gathered Senators to grin for they had seen it before.

Vorilas watched as they two Spartans stopped in front of their gallery on the other side of the long file of Spartans. He leaned closer to L’tian. “Who are they?” He asked.

“The one on the right is the second born son of Daniel Simpson. His name is Moneus.” L’tian replied. “He is acting as Second today.”

“Forgive me L’tian.” Vorilas whispered. “I am not as familiar with the ancient Spartan customs as this is only my first trip here. Something which I will rectify as much as possible while I am here however. What do you mean… acting as Second.”

“In ancient Sparta a practice began among just the Lycavorian people who lived here some hundred and fifty years after the death of Martin’s father. When a young male wolf wanted to take a female he fancied as his mate and she was in agreement, he would present himself to the young female’s father to ask for his blessing on the union and to bestow a gift to her father. In recognition as the one who brought his future mate into this life. That young wolf always had a Second… a true Spartan friend who was not of his blood. A friend who had stood beside him in battle and forged a bond of life and death and a friend who swore to protect over his young mate and bride when he was away at battle.” L’tian explained. “Moneus is acting as Second today.”
“Second for who?” Vorilas spoke.

L’tian shook his head. “Watch…”

Dilios had stepped down from the podium now and stood in front of Andro and Moneus. “Who presents themselves to the company of this Honored Gathering?” He spoke in a loud voice.

“I am Moneus Simpson! Son of Daniel and Nayeca Simpson! I act as Second on this day!” Moneus barked.

I am Elynth, daughter of Torma and Isheeni, Bonded Sister to Androcles Leonidas.

L’tian leaned closer to Vorilas. “I am Elynth, daughter of Torma and Isheeni, Bonded sister to Androcles Leonidas.” He spoke softly knowing that Vorilas could not Mindvoice on such a level.
L’tian smiled when Vorilas’s eyes grew wide in shock and he opened his mouth to speak but was drowned out by the next words.

“I am Androcles Leonidas, Crown Prince of our Union, and I wish to make my claim before the eyes of the Spartan Senate as is the custom of our people from long ago!” Androcles bellowed. “In the manner of my father.”

Dilios turned. “Does the Senate recognize Crown Prince Androcles?”

“We do!” Over a hundred voices chimed in unison.

“You may proceed Prince Androcles!” Dilios spoke.

Vorilas stepped back slightly when the file of Spartans in front of him parted like a door and he was gazing at the tall muscular young man with blazing blue eyes. He glanced back at Sadi who was holding her hands over her mouth with tears streaming down her face. The loud clap brought his head back around quickly as Andro stepped up in front of him and slammed his spear into the floor. Vorilas’s eyes grew even wider when Elynth’s head appeared directly over Andro’s right shoulder, her golden eyes staring at Sadi. L’tian stepped to the side a little and reached for Sadi’s hand bringing her down to stand beside her father.
“Governor Vorilas… I am Androcles Leonidas… and I present myself to you.” Andro reached up and removed his helmet handing it to Moneus before dropping to one knee in front of Vorilas.

Vorilas shook his head quickly as the prince of The Lycavorian Union knelt before him. He made to usher him back to his feet clearly flustered at such a display from a member of the Royal family but L’tian gently pushed his hands back.

“I… I have loved your daughter since I was eight months old sir.” Andro began speaking as his eyes went to Sadi. “I have dreamed of no one but her all of my life. Her scent fills my being and my every waking breath. There is no price to be placed on my love for her or what she makes me feel, so I offer this to you instead, as a show of my respect and thanks to you and her mother, who now resides in the heavens with my grandfather, for bringing her into this world and bringing her to me.” Andro stood back up and held out the data pad. “I pass this to you to show you that material items mean nothing to me. Only the hand of your daughter and your blessing in our union.”
Vorilas looked at Sadi now, her jungle green eyes gazing at him expectantly. “This is… this is the man you have waited for?” He gasped. “The one you have told me…”

“Yes… yes Papa… this is him.” She replied softly.

Vorilas turned back to Andro and looked at the data pad, his eyes nearly exploding out of their sockets. He glanced up quickly. “This is…”

Andro smiled. “Yes sir.”

“Milord… do you understand what you are…” Vorilas began speaking. “This…”

“Means nothing to me sir.” Andro spoke. He looked at Sadi. “Your daughter is all I care about.”

Sadi stepped closer to her father now and poked him in the back causing others who saw this to chuckle. “Papa?”

Vorilas turned to look at her. “Sadi… this is what you want as well?” He asked.

“It is Papa… it is. So very much.” Sadi answered without the slightest hesitation in her voice.
Vorilas stared at her for a moment longer and turned back to Androcles. “Then my… my blessing you will have Prince Androcles.” He spoke confidently. “I will donate the proceeds from this every year into your mother’s fund for the poor in The Wilds… matching what you have shown me this day. And showing you that my daughter’s happiness is all that concerns me.”
“That has never been in question sir.” Andro spoke with a smile. He turned to look at Sadi. “KertaGai… there is a rare metal substance known as Rhodium. Mining caused this precious metal to disappear from Earth many hundreds of years ago, which if my knowledge is correct was the only planet it was found on. It was a silvery white in color and used in many practices… one of which was jewelry. It was considered nearly indestructible and was electroplated onto the white gold found here on Earth symbolizing long life and the strength of a commitment to another.” Andro turned to Moneus and took the small velvet covered box. He turned back to Sadi. “I searched long and hard for this metal because to me it symbolizes what I feel for you. I finally discovered a small vein of it on Malockti Six.” This information caused many heads to turn and people to murmur among themselves. Andro opened the box and with shaking hands he withdrew the glittering white gold metal necklace. It reflected the sunlight no matter what direction he held it and was separated into five different sections held together by Rhodium weaved strands of silver and platinum. Sadi’s eyes were wide as she watched him hold it up and step closer to her, fastening it around her slim neck. “Know this Sadi Leonidas, daughter of Vorilas, like Rhodium… my love for you is indestructible and will never fade into oblivion no matter the number of years that pass us by.”
Andro stepped back as he finished fastening the necklace and watched as she ran her fingers over the smooth polished surface as it rested in the valley between her breasts.

“Andro… Andro…” Sadi’s eyes were filled with tears.

Andro turned and looked at his father and mothers. “Mothers!” He bellowed. “Can I kiss her now?”

Aricia was too choked up to answer as she clung to Martin’s side, the rest of them with tears in their eyes and trying very hard not lose it as she had. Martin chuckled as the laughter echoed in the chamber from Andro’s question.

“Kiss her boy! And let’s get the party started!” Martin shouted causing even more laughter to erupt from the gallery.

Andro looked back at Sadi and saw L’tian moving to open the small thigh high door so that she could leave the gallery. Andro simply stepped forward and lifted Sadi into his arms bringing his lips down on hers as her arms wrapped around his head and cheers erupted from the Senators and visitors in the galleries within the chamber. The trumpeting roars of nine dragons deafened everything else as Andro spun Sadi in circles in his arms until they were back in the center of the chamber and he set her down. He pressed his forehead to hers and wiped the tears from her cheeks. 
“This night KertaGai.” He said softly. “This night I will make you mine. In every way your mind can possibly imagine.”

Sadi laughed and squeezed his arms as she pressed her body closer to his. “I… I have a pretty good imagination my love.” She spoke.

Andro kissed her softly inhaling of her sugar plume and spice scent. “Stand with me now Sadi Leonidas. I must act as Second for Moneus.”

Sadi looked confused for a moment. “Moneus?” She asked.

Andro smiled. “It’s time my father was surprised for once. Moneus is going to claim Carina.” Sadi’s eyes grew wide with surprise and happiness at this news and she smiled brilliantly. He brought her hands down and held them tightly. “Come.” He looked at Moneus who held out his helmet to him. “You ready brother?”

“To be honest… I’d rather face another patrol of Immortals than your father.” Moneus replied.

Andro grinned as he lowered his helmet back onto his head confusing many who were nearby. “His bark is worse that his bite.” Andro said.
Moneus nodded. “Not from where I’m standing and what I’ve seen.” He said. “His bite is actually a lot more painful.”

“Moneus… we have talked about this for years.” Andro spoke. “Now is time for you to make it happen. Just as I have.” He squeezed Sadi’s hand and pulled her close to him.

“Ah nubou it!” Moneus blurted. “If you’re gonna make a fool of yourself in front of the King… at least do it professing your love to his daughter.”

Andro laughed and grabbed his arm.


“Who presents themselves to this honored gathering?” Dilios’s voice bellowed once more.

Martin turned quickly from where he was smiling and talking with Riall and his eyes fell on Moneus and Androcles once more. This time Moneus stood in Andro’s spot, Sadi occupying Andro’s right arm and Elynth once more standing behind them.


“I am Androcles Leonidas, Crown Prince of our Union, and I act as Second this day!” Andro shouted out.

I am Elynth, daughter of Torma and Isheeni, Bonded Sister to Androcles Leonidas and dear friend to Moneus Simpson.

“I am Moneus Simpson, Durcunusaan Section Leader, and I wish to make my claim before the eyes of the Spartan Senate as is the custom of our people from long ago!” Moneus bellowed. “In the manner of my father!”


Martin’s eyes were wide, but none wider than Isabella’s who had stepped up next to him quickly. He cut his eyes to Carina who sat with her brothers and sisters, but saw an equally stunned look on her face as well.


Dilios looked around. “Who stands with Moneus Simpson and his Second this day?” He roared.


“I do!” Danny spoke first and moved down to stand behind his son while Anuk and Nayeca were too busy weeping to do anything.


“I do!” Melancton bellowed as he moved down. 


“I as well!” Vengal spoke stepping from the gallery.


“We all do!” Denali Leonidas shouted as he got to his feet, followed quickly by Resumar and Arrarn and they moved down to stand behind Moneus while their sister Carina watched with unabashed shock at her brother’s actions.

As do we! Torma’s voice announced.


Martin gathered his wits together while watching as Torma, Isheeni, Jeth, Cemath and Aradace maneuvered their huge bodies deftly through the throng of people to stand behind Andro and Moneus. Martin smiled as he was squeezing Isabella’s hand. “What do you claim Spartan?” He spoke.


Moneus stepped closer to him and took a deep breath. “Milord! Carina is two years past her Coming of Age! I wish to claim her hand as my mate and wife sire!”


Martin stepped down to stand in front of Moneus, looking at his dark eyes behind his helmet. Danny’s son was two inches taller than him, but they stood eye to eye and Moneus was just a little wider in the shoulders.


“What do you offer Spartan?” Martin barked out.


“Martin Leonidas!” Gorgo exclaimed coming forward in a huff of anger her eyes wide at his harsh words.


“Father!” Carina shouted as she too came to her feet and began moving towards where her father stood with the man she had loved since she was only nineteen years old.


Martin held up his hand for silence his eyes never leaving Moneus’s face. The partial change came quickly and Martin’s eyes became yellow/gold orbs, his dual wolf fangs extending to their full length. Isabella and the others stood there with wide eyes stunned at how he was acting. Anuk and Nayeca were clinging to each other, shock showing on their faces as they looked back and forth between Danny and Martin unsure of what was happening. Only those who stood behind Moneus showed no emotion as Eliani and Lisisa held Carina’s arms as she moved up closer to where her father stood.

“What do you offer Spartan?” Martin asked again.


Moneus allowed the change to come over him, a thick black band surrounding his dark amber colored eyes, turning them into piercing orbs that had frightened more than one Evolli warrior. His long fangs extended and he turned to look at Andro, whose own eyes and fangs were now very visible. His father, his grandfather, all the Leonidas sons. All of them stood behind him without question in their partially changed features.


Moneus turned back to face the man he knew as King and also his adopted Uncle. He had heard stories as a young boy growing up of the closeness and the bond of brotherhood that his father shared with the man in front of him. As well as the trouble they seemed to always get into together. He had called him Uncle Martin until completing his Agoge and becoming a man and Durcunusaan Section Leader. He had seen and fought beside his Uncle and King in battle and the very thought of bringing his wrath down upon him was frightening. He took a deep breath. 
“My father… the man you call brother… he has told me to offer anything to you in material form would be an insult to you Milord!” Moneus spoke loudly.


Martin nodded slowly. “My brother would be right Moneus Simpson. You want the hand of my daughter… and Carina… like her mothers is worth far more than any simple material possessions. So what do you offer me for the hand of my daughter Spartan?”


“Father please… stop this…” Carina spoke from the side but Lisisa pulled on her arm gently shaking her head.


Moneus glanced over at where Carina stood, tears streaming down her face, her beautiful dark eyes wide. Her hair was so long and he could remember how it felt within his fingers. The way her scent filled his nostrils. He turned back to the man he called Uncle.


“I offer you my blood, my bones, my flesh, and the brain that controls it all!” Moneus spoke loudly enough for everyone to hear as he met his King’s unwavering gaze. Moneus held out his spear for Andro to take and then he reached up to remove his helmet. He brought it down under his arm and continued to meet his King’s eyes. “I offer all that I am… everything except my heart. That I can not offer you Milord… for it has already been claimed by your daughter. From the first moment my eyes fell upon her.”


Carina bursting into a fresh round of tears was very audible now and Isabella made to move up next to Martin but Aricia and Dysea took her arms and shook their heads as they drew her back. Martin moved closer to Moneus, until their faces were only inches apart.

“Blood...” Martin whispered to him.


“Before all else.” Moneus finished the statement.

“That armor is pretty heavy huh?” Martin said.


“It makes me appreciate what my ancestors did even more.” Moneus replied. “As if… as if I was living…”


“Their lives.” Martin finished with a nod. “Your father and I have done some crazy shit through the years Moneus.” He said with a smile small, his fangs even more prominent. “Love Carina… love her as your father does your mothers.”


“As you love those I call Aunt. I intend too Uncle Martin.” Martin answered confidently. “I intend too.”

Martin nodded and stepped back from him. He turned and looked at Carina, holding out his hand and she scampered over to stand beside him, gripping his arm tightly as she couldn’t tear her eyes from Moneus’s proud and handsome face.


“Carina…”


“Yes.” Carina replied instantly. 


Martin chuckled and looked at her, leaning over to kiss her forehead softly. He turned back to Moneus and nodded. “Your offer is accepted Spartan Moneus Simpson.” He spoke loudly. “Do my Queens have any objection?” He asked turning to look at them standing behind them.


Isabella answered for all of them. “No we do not.” She spoke firmly barely holding back her own tears.


Martin nodded. “Then so be it.” He turned back to look at Moneus. “You have our blessing Moneus.”


Moneus felt as if his heart would explode and he turned quickly to Andro who handed him the object wrapped in amber Drow silk. He turned back to look at Carina. “Carina Leonidas… in the custom of my mothers… Drow and Wood Elves alike, I have fashioned this gift for you to show…” Moneus was unable to finish what he was saying for as he looked up to meet her eyes Carina was throwing herself into his arms.

“Shut up and kiss me Moneus!” She nearly cried.


As the gathered men and women and dragons erupted into laughter the words of his father came back to Moneus. 

“You love her with all that you are in and out of your bed. And if she wants to kiss you in public, I don’t care who is watching, you lay a lip locker on her that will curl her toes and blister her hair. If she’s doing it in public Moneus… it’s because she’s telling everyone around her that you belong to her. Do her the honor of doing the same.”

Moneus simply smiled and he wrapped his powerful arms around Carina and kissed her with every ounce of passion in his body. Carina’s own eyes flew wide for a split second at his reaction and then closed dreamily as his arms crushed her to him and he kissed her like he had never kissed her before.


Danny moved around the couple and stepped up next to Martin, his own face beaming in pride. Everyone was watching as the two men embraced tightly and then looked at each other.


“You do realize that you are now stuck with me in your life for the next several millennia right?” Martin spoke with a grin.


“I was going to say the same thing to you.” Danny laughed. Martin put his hand behind Danny’s head and he followed suit. “Does this mean the party will be bigger?” Danny asked.

Martin nodded. “Oh hell yeah!”


Riall turned as the Colonel came up to him quickly with the data pad in his hand and whispered into his ear. Riall’s smile faded quickly and he nodded whispering back to the officer and then moving from beside Gorgo. He threaded his way through the gathered men and women and came right up to Martin and Danny seeing them turn to look at him.


Martin saw his face and his smile faded. “Riall?”

“Martin… you should come with me now.” Riall spoke. “We’re routing a transmission into your office at the Villa.”


“Transmission from whom?” Martin asked.


“Captain Imror on the border.” Riall answered. “He’s staring down the nose of his ship at a High Coven Task Force carrying not only Moran and Yuri… but the Empress herself. They are requesting to speak with you.”


Martin shook his head. “Jesus… they could fuck up a wet dream with their timing.” He spoke causing Danny and Riall to smile. He looked at Dan. “Get everyone over to the villa Danny, and then meet me in my office there with a couple of brews. I got a feeling I’m going to need to get really drunk tonight.”


Danny nodded. “I got you covered. I bring them to the office and I’ll keep some more on ice for you later.”


Martin nodded and turned to Riall. “Ok… where’s Deia?”


“She’ll meet us in your office on the Spartan Estate.” Riall spoke.


“Let’s do this then.” Martin said.

