CHAPTER FIVE
KAVALIAN GREATSOUL-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

KARSIANI

Athani’Puat, like her sister Jalersi, was the embodiment of sensual beauty for a Kavalian female. Her blond hair cascaded down past her shoulders to the middle of her back, the wavy motions almost like satin as it was being weaved. Athani had somewhat of an oval shaped face, with elegant and unblemished lines that ended in the rounded point of her jaw. Her lips were not thin and not exceptionally full but somewhere in the middle and coated with a light pink color moisturizer making them appear shiny and fuller than they were. She had high, almost noble cheekbones that were sculpted faultlessly for her face and a nose that was narrow but delicate and matched her features perfectly. Athani’s dazzling blue/green eyes were now gazing intently at the data pad of the information she was reviewing. The dark blue/gray jumpsuit conformed to her tight, shapely figure like a second skin as she walked down the corridor of the ship, the top of the jumpsuit fastening tightly around her slim throat like a high uniform collar. Her full, firm breasts strained against the material of the jumpsuit, the fabric conforming to every contour of her body right down to her black boots. Her position as the youngest daughter to the Kavalian Prefect allowed her much more freedom to dress in a way that pleased her sensibilities and not in the oppressive way of normal Kavalian females. She was excited about this because the females in the Lycavorian Union dressed decidedly more open than in Kavalian culture. Part of that was that it was accepted as completely natural for female wolves to dress provocatively to entice males into finding them interesting; and partly and more importantly because females were treated with the utmost respect throughout the Union. They had the same rights and powers as men, and there were many senior female officers within their military ranks that held positions of great importance, to include the Prime Minister of the Lycavorian Union Deia. Kavalian women were limited in what they could achieve and none had risen above common warriors.

Athani, also like her sister Jalersi, was among the almost seven thousand Kavalian females given biogenic treatments when very young. Biogenic treatments that had caused the fine coat of soft fur common to her species to fade from their skin and bodies. With the exception of their flowing manes of hair, not one follicle of hair remained on their skin and it was all of the very smooth and supple nature it was now. The biogenic treatments had also caused the reversal of the growth of their tails which all Kavalians had, though the males usually cut them off when they were very young so as not to provide a disadvantage during battle. Athani however, she had liked her tail and everything she could do with it. Her two meter long tail was like having an additional third arm, dexterous and nimble and exceptionally strong given that it was no more than an inch and a half wide at its thickest point. Twenty five years ago she had lied and said the ongoing treatments Kavalian females needed to endure to keep their tails from re-growing were making her violently sick. This had allowed her to stop taking the treatments for she found them vile and they railed against her very nature as a feline species.

Athani was exceptionally intelligent, being allowed more opportunity to learn and receive schooling that was normally only given to the males of her species because of her status. Her father was trying to change the degrading and inferior ways their females were treated, but the process was slow and not something that could be done over night she knew. Athani’Puat was very excited for this prospect of going into Lycavorian Union territory and putting the skills she had learned over the years to use. She could speak six languages fluently, and was considered by many to be an excellent pilot. She was also considered an extremely lethal fighter. Kavalians females may have been treated inferior to males in many respects, but all of them were skilled fighters and warriors. They would fight just as savagely, perhaps more so, when called upon to defend their Pride and their home. Athani had spent the last twenty-five years honing those skills and now at nearly sixty-three years of age, she was nearly to the level of her sister when it came to unarmed combat. 
Athani wanted more from what her life was meant for however. She wanted to go places and see planets, meet new species and interact with them. She had no desire to be taken by some older Kavalian male as a mate and used only for his pleasure, nor did she desire to become scarred for life either. When Kavalian males were in the Rut Fever, they would extend their claws and use them to viciously scar their mates in some manner. To them it was a sign of dominance and ownership. Athani had no desire to experience that, and it was why she had tolerated being Pusintin’s sexual play thing for so many years. Her sister’s mate was only allowed to have her in two ways, for she had to remain pure for a potential Kavalian male, but he took great relish in making her feel weak. Whenever Pusintin wrapped that male Lycavorian aura around her, Athani was nearly helpless before him. He could use that aura as a weapon to drive her to physical pleasure whether her mind wanted it or not. While Athani did enjoy some of the times she had been forced to be with him, most of the time she could only curse within the deep reaches of her mind as her body’s actions betrayed what her mind was telling her and oftentimes simply overwhelmed her senses.

This was not the way of the males in the Lycavorian Union. They did not use their auras as a weapon against females as Pusintin did; they had purged that part of their history long ago. Lycavorian females, indeed all females of any species within the breadth of the Union, were treated with respect and honor. Something that was decidedly lacking within her own culture and among the males of her species. Kavalian people were not normally very open in their society, and they considered themselves superior to most other species. She knew her father would not hesitate to use violence in negotiating agreements and he had in fact used aggression and subterfuge on several occasions to achieve some of the trade agreements the Kavalian Federation Imperium now had. He had cajoled and used threats against some of the others to gain their agreements, usually getting the better end of the deal that was struck, simply because whatever species he negotiated with did not want to anger the Kavalian Prefect, not after they had so thoroughly swept aside the High Coven defenses in their ongoing war. 

Athani looked up as the door slid open into in the private lounge area of their ship and she spied her sister sitting at the table with two older Kavalian males and one she had hoped not to have to see anytime soon. Qurot had been making noise with her sister and mother for years now about taking her as his mate. Athani wanted nothing to do with the much older Qurot. Yes, he was a warrior unequaled among their people, but he was also a very cruel man who brooked no opposition to his ways. Athani did not want her pureness relinquished to this man. When a man took her in that way, she wanted it to be something to remember. Pusintin’s constant degrading acts upon her while he was fucking her ass or forcing his large cock into her mouth had changed Athani in a way she didn’t realize.

She wanted so much more than what her station would allow her to have.


Athani glanced quickly at Qurot and his leering gaze before taking the seat next to her sister. “Forgive me for being late Jalersi.” She spoke quickly. “I wanted to be sure I understood the complexities of the Lycavorian system and I lost track of time.”


Jalersi’Puat merely shook her head and dismissed her statement with a wave. Her white blond hair was nearly as long as Athani’s, her stunning blue eyes sharp and alert. Jalersi was almost thirty years her senior, though they only looked a few years apart. She was also a captivating beauty herself. Her figure was lean and taut, her breasts even larger and more firm. She often bragged of the hours that Pusintin her mate would spend exploring her flesh. Her mother had allowed the Lycavorian to make her his almost forty-five years ago, and even though several Kavalian females had approached Pusintin since then, he had rebuffed them all. He was apparently very content with her sister, which made Jalersi very full of herself and supposedly what she could do. She had also given the Lycavorian four children, the oldest of whom now sat quietly against the bulkhead near the view window.  


“I had trouble sifting through some of it as well.” Jalersi spoke in reply as she smiled at Athani when she sat down. “Athani this is Legislator Jiss from Pride Diwen and Legislator Matuarr from Pride Manixn.”


Athani looked at the men and nodded her head. “Gentlemen.” She spoke confidently.

The two Legislators simply nodded… not yet comfortable with the idea they would have to take orders from these two women. They knew that the Prefect’s daughters were very intelligent and well versused, for the Prefect insisted on it, yet they had never imagined they would be taking orders from a female before this day.


Jalersi noticed this right away and smiled to herself. “Legislator Matuarr… why don’t you finish saying what you were telling me when Athani came in.” She spoke.


The older of the two men looked at her and nodded. The light brown coat of fur that adorned his body was well groomed and neat. His dark eyes were somewhat sunk into his skull, but he was the senior Legislator among their people.


“Of course…’ He answered. “I was saying that Jiss and I have been reviewing incredible amounts of information we have obtained through open sources from within the Union. Almost all of their long term trade agreements are open for public viewing and easily accessed through their Netnews channels.” He leaned forward in his chair now. “It may appear to be complex for those who are not used to how the Union does business, but it is actually quite simple. It took Jiss and me nearly three weeks to realize this.” He spoke with a smile of humor at himself.


The second Kavalian grinned as well. “That it did.” He spoke. “With the exception of their military contracts and alliances, all of their trade agreements are open for viewing as Matuarr has said. They operate in a strictly upfront and truthful practice. They will deal with you fairly, if you deal with them fairly. With very few exceptions the Lycavorian Union is totally self sufficient. It does not need to barter trade agreements for what they need. They either already have access to it, or it is within their territory in some fashion. The internal trading between planets is unlike anything I have ever seen, and it is something I will recommend to Prefect Keleru when next we meet.”

“Prefect Keleru would never act in the way of the wolf dogs!” Qurot spat contemptuously from his chair.


“If we wish the Kavalian Federation to grow and expand as the Lycavorian Union does every year we will need to adopt some of the practices of others to insure this.” Jiss spoke meeting Qurot’s eyes. “You defeat them militarily Commander… however it is up to people like Matuarr and me to insure what you win in battle stays with us in peace. The more we are able to give our people, the more loyal they will become. Trading among planets within the Federation has already been talked about in some circles, and now we need to institute that completely if we are to remain as strong economically as we are militarily.”


“Bah… we should just conquer them and be done with it!” Qurot snapped.


“Legislator Jiss… if they either have everything they need or access to it, what could we offer them that will allow us to proceed with our plans?” Jalersi asked ignoring Qurot’s outburst.


“Oh there are many avenues we can take.” Jiss answered confidently. “Resources that they get from several different places. Resources that we have in abundance in many cases. We start out small and work our way forward.”


Matuarr nodded. “We believe that your father recently arranged for the largest exporter of Notal Berries to suffer a major set back in their production capabilities. We will happily fill this role with the Union. We step in, offer modest rates and services, and with any luck they will agree. The size of the agreement will be such that it will allow us to request an embassy so that any ongoing agreements in trade can be brokered instantly.”


Jalersi nodded slowly. Notal Berries were the main ingredient in Spartan Wine; a very powerful alcoholic beverage derived from the sweet tasting purple fruit that had become so popular within the Union. Her father had recently deployed two commando teams to the Rurudan Consortium’s homeworld and destroyed a large portion of their Notal Berry crop production facilities in what outwardly appeared to be a naturally occurring flood disaster. While the KFI did not have the production facilities to refine Notal Berries into wine, they had several planets within the KFI that were covered in these crops of fruit and they could ship the fruit to Lycavorian facilities. 

“And if they don’t agree?” Qurot growled in a low voice. “Then what?”


“They will agree.” Jiss spoke confidently. “This Spartan Wine they have has become increasingly popular within the Union by any number of species. It is powerful… but does not leave one with the after affects the following morning. Since any type of recreational drug is strictly forbidden within the Union, this Spartan Wine remains for the most part, as their only indulgence.”


“They don’t allow recreational drugs?” Qurot asked his feline features showing their surprise. It was common among Kavalian warriors after a victory to inhale the vapors of the Tazli Root. It was a poisonous plant if ingested, but when the roots were dried and seasoned for many months and then used in pipes, the vapors from these roots was a powerful narcotic.

Matuarr shook his head quickly. “Recreational drugs are practically non-existent within the borders of the Union. Those that traffic in our Tazli Root or the Runnix Smoke Rods for instance, they learned very quickly that illegal drugs and those who deal in them have a very short lifespan within the Union. Something that only grew more intense when the King took power some twenty-six years ago. He and his Queens have a particular distaste for drug use of any kind when not in relation to medical purposes. It is actually one of the main reasons he went into The Wilds after a large organization of Unsaur and Kochab Pirates. They were trafficking Runnix Smoke Rods through Union space and several of their major dealers were caught selling the sticks to very young individuals on several Union worlds.”


“When will we know if they will receive us?” Athani asked the question now.


“Our Zaleisian counterpart has already initiated contact with the Lycavorian Union Trade Ministry. Apparently… the Royal family has just begun their six month exodus to Earth… and much of the Senate and the Prime Minister’s office go to Earth for at least a small portion of that time.” Jiss answered. “We should receive word back from the Union Trade Ministry Office directly within the next day or so.”

“We will be at the border in only thirty-six hours.” Qurot spoke.

“The Zaleisian Ambassador has given them our course and communications channels.” Jiss replied. “From what he was able to glean from the Trade Ministry Office, the Lycavorians surprisingly were not put off by our offer or the prospect of a trade agreement. I would imagine a Lycavorian transport will meet us at the coordinates to take us the rest of the way to Earth.”

“I am not comfortable without the KARSIANI accompanying us.” Qurot spoke looking at Jalersi. “We should not have to leave my ship at the border. We should demand free passage!”

Jalersi shook her head. “No.” She spoke softly.

Qurot glared at her. “We are Kavalians!” He nearly bellowed. “We don’t need their permission to travel in our ships!”

“This is supposed to be a diplomatic and trade mission.” Athani said calmly. “That is how our father ordered it be conducted. Bringing one of our warships across their borders would be interpreted as something far different.”

“Let them think what they will!” Qurot barked.

“They have reason enough to distrust us.” Athani spoke looking at him without fear. “The actions of your junior Pride leader twenty years ago nearly dragged them into our war with the High Coven.”

Qurot cut his eyes to her. “Be mindful of your words Athani.” He snapped. “You do not yet know what you speak of. Or what the future holds.”

“No one knows what the future holds Qurot.” Athani said evenly. “I don’t fear the future or the unknown. I embrace it.”

Qurot’s smile was cruel. “You say that now… but we will see.”

“Athani is correct.” Jalersi ended their confrontation. She knew her younger sister would not back down from Qurot. She had far too much stubbornness in her, and she was quite a bit more intelligent that Qurot. In a war of words Athani would wipe the bulkhead with Qurot. “The KARSIANI remains on our side of the border and we will do exactly what my father sent us to do. Nothing more! Is that very clear Qurot?”

“You do not command my ship Jalersi!” He snarled.

“But I do command this mission Qurot!” Jalersi barked at him. “I know my father was very clear to you in that regard! You will do as I say… or you will stay behind with your ship! Is that in any way not clear enough for you Qurot?”

Jiss and Matuarr watched the verbal confrontation with interest. They both knew why Keleru had chosen Jalersi to lead this mission, as well as why Athani was with them. They were exceptionally intelligent for one, both of them. They were stunningly beautiful without the fine coats of white blond and golden hair that would have covered their bodies, and they would blend into the Lycavorian Union much easier. While the two Kavalians were much older and senior members within their respective Prides, they also knew that in order to extend their empire and make it stronger, they needed to change the way they did things. The treatment of their females was among those things that needed to be changed. Jalersi and Athani were going to prove that.

“I will inform your father and the Military Council of this decision Jalersi.” Qurot hissed at her.

“Inform them all you like.” She hissed right back. Jalersi looked at Matuarr. “Isn’t it odd that they would act this way considering what happened twenty-five years ago?” She spoke as she regained her composure. “Our men were caught conducting covert operations within Union territory. On Earth as a matter of fact. Not to mention what happened between Pusintin and their King.”


Jiss shook his head. “I don’t believe so Jalersi. Your father made it very clear when he contacted them as soon as the attack became known to us that whoever was involved was operating without his or Pusintin’s approval.”


“He should have supported our troops with weapons and supplies at the very least.” Qurot spoke softly.


“And draw us into a war with the Lycavorian Union?” Athani spoke shaking her head. “That would have been a bigger mistake.” She held up the data pad. “I have read quite a bit on the Lycavorian Union and much of their leaders and policies. Support of any kind would have been seen as condoning the actions of the men who you say did this without your knowledge. It would have opened a second front and spread our forces far too thin.”


“You do not know what you speak.” Qurot dismissed her. 

“I know enough to say that would have been a colossal failure.” Athani spoke confidently and with conviction. “And for someone who knew nothing of this operation, you seem to defend it rather vigorously.”


Qurot met her eyes. “They were my Pride mates!” He snapped. “And they will be your Pride mates in the future Athani. You would do well to remember that!”


Athani’s eyes blue-green eyes grew wide at this statement. “You presume far too much Qurot.” She spoke.


“Do I?” Qurot replied his eyes going to Jalersi.


Athani cut her eyes to where her sister sat quietly. The look on her face made a knot form in Athani’s stomach. “Sister?” She asked in almost a whisper.


Jalersi looked up. “Gentlemen that will be all. We’ll meet once more when we know for sure the Union will allow us into their territory.”


Qurot chuckled as he got to his feet and stepped up to where Athani sat. He leaned over and sniffed her. “I will enjoy taking you as my mate Athani’Puat.” He reached out to caress her cheek but Athani snapped out with her hand and brushed his fingers away.


“Don’t touch me.” She snarled viciously.


Qurot smiled and stood up straight. “Perhaps not now… but I will. I will.” He spoke before turning and leaving the conference room directly behind Jiss and Matuarr. 


Athani waited until the door closed before turning angry eyes on her sister. “You and mother chose Qurot?” She almost shouted. “Qurot!”

“Athani…”


“He is a disgusting and violent brute!” Athani barked. “I have more brains and common sense in my left foot than he does in his entire body! Jalersi, how could you and mother allow this?”


“He has been pursuing you for years Athani… and mother and I were out of excuses to dismiss him.” Jalersi answered softly. 

Athani came to her feet. “Sister… he is over two thousand years older than me!”


“He leads one of the largest and strongest of the Prides Athani... you know this” Jalersi spoke. “And father has already warned him about harming you in any way.”


“Jalersi I have no desire to feel his vile touch upon me!” Athani spoke. “I do not want him to be my first! I want someone who cares for me and doesn’t see me as a trophy or a repository for his seed! I…”

“The decision has already been made Athani.” Jalersi said. “We can’t change it now. It would be a huge loss of face for father and our Pride and it would weaken our standing within the Federation.”


“This is a political maneuver?” Athani asked aghast. “You and mother chose him for political purposes? Jalersi… you gave me your word you would allow me some say in who you and mother chose for me. You lied to me.”

Jalersi nodded slowly. “I’m sorry Athani… truly. In time you may grow to care for Qurot and father’s threat if he should harm you will keep him in line. He will not dare mark you in any way.”


“I’m supposed to accept this?” She demanded.


Jalersi looked at her. “You have no choice Athani. It is our way… you know this.”


“I wish to speak with father about this!” Athani demanded. “I wish…”


Jalersi came to her feet now. “You will do as our culture and laws demand… as well as your station!” She roared angrily. “Just as mother did! Just as I did! You are not special in any Athani!”

“It is wrong!” Athani declared. “You are taking away my choice completely!”


“It has been the way of our people for millennia!” Jalersi barked. “Father is changing it, but it will not take place overnight! And in the meantime we are not above the laws in place and we must still follow them! When this mission is over we will return home and you will conduct the ritual mating ceremony with Qurot.”


“I wish to speak with father about…!”


“NO!” Jalersi shouted. “It is already done! Father has no say in this and mother and I have decided. If this is going to affect how you conduct yourself on this mission Athani, tell me now and you can return home. I will not tolerate any misconduct from you in this endeavor. It is too important.”


Athani stared at her sister for a long, silent moment, her blue/green eyes burning with hatred, anger and betrayal. “I hate you Jalersi!” Athani finally spoke. “I hate you and mother for allowing this to happen!”


Jalersi nodded slowly. “I assumed you would.” She said in a defeatist tone of voice. “I can only hope in time you will come to see it was for the best. Now answer my question Athani? Can you conduct…?”


“My conduct on this mission is not going to be in question!” Athani barked out. “I fully intend to do exactly what is expected of me without question.” She stepped up to the table and glared at her sister. “Are we finished here Jalersi?”


“Athani… I…” Jalersi spoke.


“Are we finished sister?” She snarled.


Jalersi was silent for a moment watching her sister’s blue/green eyes flashing in anger and hatred. “Yes… yes we are done.” Jalersi answered finally.


“Then I will be in my quarters until we receive word either way from the Lycavorian Union.” Athani told her harshly.

Jalersi opened her mouth to speak but Athani spun around and was marching out of the conference room before the words could come out. Jalersi sensed her son rise from the chair and move into the light now and she turned to look at Karun. He looked so much like his father with a very handsome face and features, not to mention the very muscular six foot two, two hundred and twenty pound frame. Karun could shift to the form of a wolf, or extend claws from his fingertips as any Kavalian could. Karun preferred to fight in his normal form however; the violence and sense of combat with his claws as opposed to on four legs made him feel more powerful. His light brown hair he wore short like his father, and while he was half Kavalian, he had not inherited the body covering hair of their species, much to Jalersi’s delight. Karun had definitely inherited his father’s cruelness, not to mention his sense of tactics and battle. He had seen battle with the High Coven almost from the time he was seven years old. Due to his Kavalian blood he had reached maturity and full growth much faster than a normal Lycavorian child and under Pusintin’s tutelage he was a very lethal fighter. As he stepped up to her Jalersi smiled, for she had seen him as he was a growing boy, and she was happy he had inherited his father’s genes when it came to being well equipped not only muscularly but also sexually. Jalersi had no doubts whatsoever that he would provide a female mate with many moments of bliss as Pusintin did her. While her son had a disposition towards being rougher than normal during sex, especially if the information she had obtained from their Pride’s servants was accurate, at least he did not leave any lasting marks on the females. He also treated them with a great deal more respect than normal Kavalian males, something else he had no doubt learned from his father. Pusintin may have been raised Kavalian for the vast majority of his life, but he did not treat Jalersi or any female as most Kavalian men did. A holdover perhaps from his time as King of that city on Earth, but Jalersi was very happy about it in more ways than one. 

“Does she concern you mother?” Karun asked.


Jalersi looked at him and shook her head. “No.” She answered immediately. “Athani may bluster and rant, but she is essentially a weak minded individual. She will do as she has been told.”


“Will grandfather keep his word?” Karun asked softly stepping closer to his mother. “If Qurot marks her in any way?”


Jalersi nodded slowly. “Oh yes… I believe he will. However… my father will not see the damage Qurot will do to her.”


Karun tilted his head slightly to the side. “What do you mean mother?”


Jalersi met his dark eyes. “The damage Qurot will do will be inside.” She spoke softly. “I fear that the very laws of our people we must uphold… I fear those same laws have cost me my sister… and my mother a daughter. She will never forgive us Karun.”


Karun reached out and took her hand. “It is the way of our people mother. Athani needs to understand that. You are right in saying grandfather is changing how we do things… and that these changes will not happen overnight… but until they are changed she has to endure for the good of the Pride.”


Jalersi nodded and smiled. “Yes she does.” She said. “Thank you my son.”


Karun shrugged. “I am looking forward to following through with my directives.” He said. “It might prove to be very useful and I will enjoy watching the reactions of so many people.”


Jalersi smiled. “Oh yes… you are your father’s son.” She said with twinkle in her eyes. “You are your father’s son.”

SPARTA

ROYAL SPARTA ESTATE


“…are sure Imror?” Martin asked from the chair behind his desk as he looked at the image of the Lycavorian Commander.


Imror nodded quickly. “Yes sire.” He answered confidently, almost casually. Imror was not afraid of his King for they had worked together many times in the past and had an easy going relationship. While he would never refer to himself as a friend of the King, though Martin considered him such, he was somewhat more laid back when speaking with Martin. “The new Shroud sensors are working unbelievably. This is the first time we have had to test them against any ships but our own. The majority of their Task Force is un-shrouded, but we are detecting half a dozen smaller ships, DARKBROOD Frigates for the most part scampering about the fringes of their fleet. None have crossed the border however.”


Martin nodded slowly and lifted the long necked bottle taking a long pull from it. Danny and several others from their old SEAL unit had somehow obtained several cases of five hundred year old beer still sealed within the stores warehouse on EDEN BASE. They had taken one case to one of the Spartan Wine makers and asked if it was possible for him to duplicate the beer. The man had laughed and said it would be ridiculously easy. Now… that one Wine maker produced twelve cases of very powerful beer every year which was used only for special occasions by the King and his family. This was one of those occasions. Martin looked at Imror in the image. This was the officer who had recklessly boarded a transport while his AUTUMN MOON-Class Attack Frigate hovered precariously beneath the ship connected by a weak umbilical air lock. It was Imror and his small team who had discovered that the Kavalians were attempting to steal dragon eggs from Earth. This action had earned him eternal gratitude from the Dragon Elder Council, and over the following years they had watched over the man and his career without him even knowing it. Imror was now happily mated to one of the Drow elves that had escaped High Coven servitude with Lynwe so many years ago. The experiments upon her had stolen away her ability to have children, but Imror loved her even more for what she had accomplished. The Battle for Earth had been brutal and costly, and had left many children without their parents. Imror and his mate had adopted seven orphaned elven and Lycavorian children within a year after becoming mates and as far as the big Spartan was concerned, they had all come from his loins. He had turned down several promotions to remain within the Earth Defense Sector, and when a new LEONIDAS II-Class command became available, Admiral Joarl had known exactly who to give it to. 

Martin nodded with a grin. “Endith and Avi will be happy to hear that.” He spoke. “The communications interceptors worked as well?”


Imror nodded. “Just as Admiral/Colonel O’Connor said they would.”


“And they told you all they want to do is talk?” Martin asked.


Imror nodded once more. “That is what they say Milord.” He answered. “What else could their purpose be? They didn’t bring a large enough Task Force to do any real serious damage to us. Large enough to appear formidable and dissuade mercenaries and Kavalian forces from coming after them… but not large enough for any type of sustained attack against us.”


Martin looked at where Riall sat next to Danny on one of the couches both of them with bottles of the beer in their hands. Deia sat next to Isabella on the other couch both of them with crystal goblets of Spartan Wine while Anja leaned her taut body on the credenza also drinking one of the beers.

“Riall?” He spoke.


“Imror is correct.” He spoke. “The composition of this Task Force would do them no good in any kind of surprise attack against our forces. They wouldn’t make it half a light year across the border before Joarl responded with his entire 11th Fleet Group. Not to mention Andro’s 21st SAD is based on Earth. They would know that at least.”

“Perhaps what you and Andro have thought is actually true Mandri.” Deia spoke softly. “In this circumstance I must agree with yours and the Dragon Elder Council’s decision. I am unwilling to sacrifice over forty dragons without at least first seeing what they want.”


“Bella?” Martin asked turning his eyes to his pureblood vampire Queen. The crimson dress hugged her lush body in every way, contrasting deliciously with her long dark hair and the swell of her large breasts. Isabella, along with Aricia and For’mya had become what many referred to as Spartan War Queens. They had battled beside Martin or others, leading major engagements throughout the Evolli War. While no one doubted the lethal skills of Anja or Dysea, the three of them were considered by far to be the most like their King in the way he waged war. “This will be harder on you than any of us.”


Isabella smiled at Martin and his words.


Twenty-five years ago Isabella would have been outraged they were even having this conversation. However, twenty-five years of experiencing the love of both Martin and Dysea, and Aricia, Anja and For’mya whenever they were together, had long ago changed Isabella from the dark and brooding woman she had been. She was a Pureblood vampire yes and not only could Martin Leonidas, a pureblood Lycavorian wolf turn her to putty in his bed, he was also the most calculating and brilliant military mind she had ever come across in her nearly two thousand years of life. Martin Leonidas could make her vampire blood boil in passion; his caress on her body was enough to send flash fires of desire skittering across her flesh. Isabella knew she was roughest of his Queens in their bed, and he could pound her for hours making her scream out in joy the entire time, yet he would also wrap her within his powerful arms and cuddle with her and love her with delicious and mind boggling slowness. She had learned over the years just how much she loved him and the others. While no one would ever replace Dysea in her life, Isabella loved the taste of Anja’s blood, and she adored wrapping her lips around both Aricia and For’mya for they tasted so sweet. And Isabella had tasted enough of Martin’s blood through the years to know no other man could make her feel what he did.


“I have spent twenty-five years discovering and exploring and thoroughly enjoying this new life I have.” Isabella said finally. “While my connection with Iriral will never be as deep as Dysea’s is with her, I have learned enough to know that we can not forsake our dragon brothers and sisters. I would die to protect Iriral just as easily as I would Ussta she-elf or any of those I love.” She sipped her glass of Spartan Wine. “My half sister does not even register on my sensor screen anymore. As for Aikiro… I never met her… but if she is accompanying them here, I believe they are at least serious in their intentions of talk. I would be cautious though… Vonis has said none of them are trustworthy and I believe him when he says they all have hidden agendas. I will need to tell him Martin.”


Martin nodded. “I don’t have a problem with that.” He spoke. “He and Va’nimia came to the party right?”

Isabella nodded. “Yes. I will talk to him when we are finished.”

Martin turned his eyes to Anja. “Red?”


Anja shrugged noncommittally. Her Persian red hair and tanned skin gave her an almost surreal look when one took in the crimson dress wrapped around her five foot three body with more curves than a mountain road. “They will need to undergo a full medical scan before setting foot on Earth.” She spoke. “I don’t want them bringing anything from High Coven space that our people have not been exposed too. It will be quick… I can set up a portable medical sensor array wherever they decide to come in. All they’ll have to do is walk through it.” She took a pull from her beer. “Other than that… I wouldn’t trust them as far as I could throw them and if it wasn’t for the dragons I’d tell them to take a long leap off a very tall mountain.”


“No… Melyanna.” Bella spoke using the name Dysea had given Anja so long ago. She found she liked it as well. “Why don’t you tell us how you really feel?”


This brought laughter from everyone in the room and Martin turned to look at Danny. “What about you?”


Danny lowered his beer. “Let’s just get this over with so we can get back to the fun will ya!”


Martin laughed and nodded his head. “That’s what I figured you’d say.” He spoke. He turned back to Imror in the transmission. He had heard all of it and wore an amused expression on his face. “Imror… set it up. Let’s talk to them.”


Imror nodded. “Yes Milord.”

BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

INQUISITOR


“…realize he is probably enjoying making us wait like this?” Yuri spoke.


They sat in the main officer’s lounge of the INQUISITOR, now cleared out of any off duty men and women. Aikiro smiled from the table as she sipped a glass of chilled Blood Wine. She looked at Yuri.

“It is something I would do as well.” She spoke. “Where is Narice? She should be here with us to…”


The internal communications unit sounded loudly and Moran reached out to touch the panel on the table. “Go ahead.” He spoke.


“Supreme Commander… we are receiving a transmission from the Lycavorian ship.” The voice spoke.


“Route the transmission here Lieutenant.” Moran answered.


“Yes sir. Stand by.”


“It’s about damn time!” Yuri hissed as the holo disc in the officer’s lounge came alive with the picture of Imror on the bridge of his ship.


Imror’s eyes met hers coolly. “Patience is a virtue you apparently do not have Princes Yuri.” He spoke.


Yuri looked surprised he had heard her. “It has been four hours Captain!” She barked back. “I don’t appreciate being kept waiting!”

“You’ll forgive me if I don’t particularly care.” Imror replied dismissing her complaint in such ways that it made Yuri’s blood boil. “Stand by for a secondary transmission.”

“What? Wait!” Yuri exclaimed coming to her feet.


The holo image fluttered for several seconds and then refocused as Martin’s image sitting in the chair became clear along with several others in some sort of office. Moran and Aikiro came to their feet slowly as they recognized Deia and Isabella easily.


“Well… well… it’s been a long time Yuri.” Martin’s deep voice spoke.


“Not long enough it seems.” Yuri spoke in a barely repressed voice filled with hate.


Martin chuckled as they watched him get to his feet. “You got that right. What’s the matter Yuri… still smarting from our last meeting? The look on your face was priceless you know.”

“You think too much of your skills Martin Leonidas.” Yuri spoke.

Martin shrugged. “Or you do Yuri.” He said. “You got exactly one minute to tell me what you want and why you are so close to our border. I have a party waiting for me and talking to you is only going to make me lose my appetite.”


“I did not realize that crossing so close to your border was an issue of concern for you Martin.” Yuri spoke confidently. She looked at the image of Isabella in the transmission with a scowl. “Isabella… you are looking positively traitorous sister.”


Isabella smiled from where she sat. “You look like you’ve aged terribly Yuri.” She answered. “The war is not treating you well I take it?”


Yuri’s eyes flashed angrily and Aikiro stepped up to her quickly before her daughter lost her temper. As her calming presence within Mindvoice came closer Aikiro felt Yuri relax. She took Yuri’s hand and turned her head to the transmission. “I am…”

“I know who you are.” Martin spoke quickly. “Aikiro… Empress of the High Coven. I can’t say as that I’m impressed… but that is just me. I’ll repeat my question only one more time. What do you want?”


Aikiro looked at Yuri. “Usstan kyorl nin ele nindol nesst morfethe dos hasstn.” She spoke fluently in the ancient vampire tongue. (I see now why this man makes you angry.) “Uk zhah usstan'sargh ulu l'mar'ius” (He is arrogant to the extreme.)

They heard Martin laugh and they looked at the transmission. “Dos zhal'la tlu l'uss ulu telanth.” He spoke with equal fluency in the language. (You should be the one to talk.)

“You speak our ancient language.” Aikiro said.


Martin grinned. “Just as you speak ours.” He replied. “Are you going to answer my question or can I go back to the party you are keeping me from? You got twenty seconds left.”


“We want to talk.” Aikiro spoke quickly. “We have information that you will find very useful. It concerns the Kavalians.”


Martin shook his head. “You will not draw me or the Union into your conflict with the Kavalians.” He said. “Whatever beef they have with you is not my business. They seem to have done pretty well so far, and you are holding your own for the most part.”


“They have made gains… I will not deny that.” Aikiro spoke. “And we are holding our own as you say. But information has come to us that lead us to believe they will attempt to draw you into the conflict.”


Martin shook his head again. “It won’t happen.” He said. “I won’t allow it.”


“You may not have a choice if what we have to show you is accurate.” Moran spoke now stepping into the transmission line of sight.


Martin looked at him. “Supreme Commander Moran… what a pleasant surprise.” Martin said. “I can smell your foul stench even from there. Don’t you ever bathe?”


“Do you wish to hear and see what it is we have to show you or not?” Aikiro asked.


“Why should I believe anything that comes from you?” Martin snapped.

“Because whatever may have happened in the past Martin Leonidas… it was not of my doing.” Aikiro spoke softly.


“You gave Veldruk the power he wielded!” Martin snapped. “And you stood by as he killed millions! Conquered millions! My people! And people you still enslave to this day!”


Aikiro nodded. “Yes I did.” She spoke. “I will not deny that. However once I determined that he had grown foolish in his actions and he was using the authority I granted him for his own personal gain I acted.”

“You acted because the Kavalians were about to hand you your blood sucking asses!” Martin barked.


“And now Veldruk is dead and we have been fighting the Kavalians for nearly half a century.” Aikiro spoke slowly. “Something which I’m quite sure you have lost no sleep over.”


“Not a wink to be honest.” Martin answered.


“We have information that you will find very interesting.” Aikiro said. “And it will allow you to protect your precious Union. Just as you gave information to Yuri all those years ago. We were able to use that information to our advantage. I should thank you for that. Perhaps you could tell me why?”


“I have my reasons.” Martin spoke as he got to his feet in the transmission. “I’m in an excellent mood today because two of my children have been married and I’m not going to let you spoil that. I will ask one more time Empress Aikiro or whatever you are calling yourself these days… what do you want?”


“As I said… we have information that you will find alarming.” Aikiro answered. “It involves the Kavalians and their actions in trying to draw you into our war with them on their side. I decided that it would be in our better interests to share this information with you rather than demand you remain out of the fight.”


“Like I would have listened to any demand you made.” Martin said.


Aikiro smiled. “Exactly…” She answered.

“And what do you want in exchange for this information, cause I know damn well you aren’t doing it out of the goodness of your heart?” Martin asked.


“I have no wish to enter into a conflict with the Union.” Aikiro answered honestly. “I simply want to sit down and discuss matters important to both our respective governments. The information we have is very sensitive and can not be discussed over even secure channels as this one. I am willing to officially recognize a cease fire Martin Leonidas, even though we have not engaged each other in a quarter century, if that will assure you of our intent.”


“A Cease Fire?” Martin smiled and shook his head. “I don’t know you… but I do know your daughter and Moran. I wouldn’t trust them as far as I could spit when it comes to a cease fire.” Martin was silent for a moment then looked at her. “I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt however. Ok… I’ll agree to meet with you… with two conditions.”

Aikiro nodded. “And they are?”


“Every ship you have is to power down their weapons systems.” Martin spoke. “And I do mean power down. Drain your power cells. No emissions whatsoever.”


“We would be defenseless!” Moran barked with wide eyes. “It would take us hours to restore full power to all the systems!”


Martin ignored him. “You’ll have your shields and you’ll have us to protect you.” He spoke with a grin. “That ain’t enough?”

Aikiro nodded. “Very well.” She answered quickly. “And the second condition?”


Martin’s face hardened. “Everyone who comes to the surface will submit to a medical scan.  And no… I will not meet with you in orbit on your ship or any ship for that matter.”

“None of us are sick.” Aikiro said watching as Deia got to her feet and went to the door in the office, opening it slightly, the sounds of revelry in the background as she took the data pad from someone outside.

Martin turned back from watching Deia as well and nodded. “Indulge me.”


Aikiro nodded after a long moment. “It will be as you say Martin Leonidas.”


“Moran?” Martin said looking at him. “Remember Operation Jagged Sword?”


Moran’s eyes narrowed. “I remember.” He replied after a moment.


“One twitch, one sneeze or fart in the wrong direction Moran… and I will have Captain Imror blow you out of the stars. And do not make the mistake of thinking he can’t do that Moran.” Martin said. “We’ll see you in two days.”


They watched Martin’s image fade to be replaced by Captain Imror. “I will contact you when I have sensor confirmation that all of your weapons systems have been powered down completely. Do not delay Admiral Moran.”


Imror’s face disappeared as well now and Aikiro smiled. “He knows.” She spoke softly.

Yuri and Moran looked at her. “Mother?”


“He can sense the dragons with us.” She said looking at Yuri. “The tremors of them within Mindvoice.”


Yuri’s eyes grew slightly wider. “Is that even possible? Is he even that strong?”


Aikiro nodded. “Oh yes… remember they have had twenty plus years to refine their skills to an art. And Martin Leonidas is far more powerful than Veldruk ever thought he was. Robert you may begin doing as they require.” She said. “The sooner we get their agreement the sooner we can be gone from their world. Robert… what is this Jagged Sword he spoke of?”


Moran met her eyes. “It was an operation back when he was commander of his SEAL Team. An operation into Iran that went sour. The powers that be left him and his team behind. They basically offered them up as cannon fodder to the rag heads back then one the political deal was made.”


“What bearing does this have on our situation?” Aikiro asked.


“It’s Martin’s way of telling us if we betray him, or try to trick him he will do exactly what he did back then.” Yuri said softly.


Aikiro met her eyes. “And that was?”


“Every politician and military leader that took part in the decision to leave him and his team behind died under mysterious circumstances over the next six months.” Moran replied. “Car accidents… heart attacks… random muggings… what have you. All twenty-three of them. No one could ever connect Leonidas to the deaths, even though almost everyone knew he was behind it in some way.”


Aikiro smiled. “So he is telling us in this fashion that if we betray him he will come for us?” She said shaking his head. “How quaint.” She looked at Yuri. “He has also just told us that they still have people within our ranks with that threat. Have Tesand order a very quiet and subtle investigation into all senior officers. Let us see if we can discover who these traitors are and eliminate that threat to us.”

Yuri nodded. “I have him begin right away.”


Aikiro nodded. “Now… let’s talk more of the information we will be giving to him. And what we will ask for in return.”

SPARTA

SPARTA ROYAL ESTATE


Martin turned from the holo disc and downed the last of his beer. “That went well.” He spoke with a lopsided grin. “This Aikiro… knows that I know why they are coming here. And Yuri has grown in power considerably. She must have bonded with one of the dragons. It’s the only way her abilities could have increased in such a manner.”


“You felt all that Martin?” Riall asked. “Even from this great a distance?”

Martin nodded. “Unfortunately yes. And they weren’t trying to hide it either which tells me they are confident in their position.” Deia nodded as she came up to him and handed him the data pad. “What’s this?”

“A poll of sorts.” Deia replied. 
Martin looked at her. “You had a poll conducted Tenna? What is that, a joke?” He asked stunned.

Deia scowled at him. “Do not snarl at me Mandri!” She scolded. “I had Dilios conduct a small survey of the Spartan and Union Senators here on Earth to see what their reaction would be, knowing the Empress of the High Coven was going to be here.” She replied.
Isabella stood up. “What was the consensus?” She asked curious.

Deia looked at her. “We have not fought a battle with them in a quarter century.” She spoke. “They do not trust them any more than you or I do Mandri… but they are willing to see what they have to say. Everyone prefers peace to war… even you Martin Leonidas.” She spoke turning back to look at her nephew.

Martin grinned. “Hell yeah! It leaves more time to explore more pleasurable things.” He said looking first at Anja and then Isabella and waggling his eyebrows.

“God… you are such a pervert!” Anja snapped from her spot as Isabella stepped up to her and took her hand.
“Come Anja.” Bella spoke with a smile. “You and I are not needed here any longer and watching him leer at us in these dresses only makes his ego more swollen.”

“Hey… I can’t help it if you look unbelievable in your underwear.” Martin said.

“You have such a one track mind.” Anja declared with a smile as she turned to leave with Bella.

“I’ll remember you said that tonight.” Martin called after them as they exited the office. He turned back to Deia and the others who were watching him. “What?” He asked innocently.

Deia shook her head slowly with a grin. “I will arrange a meeting place for when they arrive.” She spoke as she moved for the door. “I will leave it to you to decide who goes with you to meet with them.”

Martin watched her walk out of the office and turned back to see Danny and Riall standing from the couch and moving up next to him. “I can’t help it when they dress like that.” Martin told them.
Danny put his arm over Martin’s shoulders. “I do know how you feel brother. I intend to peel the dress Anuk poured herself into off her this evening with exquisite slowness.”

Riall chuckled. “Something I intend as well with your mother.” He spoke.

“Nice move on your part planting the seed of doubt.” Danny said. “Making them think we have agents within their chain of command that could give us this information.”

Martin looked at him with a grin. “Who said we still don’t?” He asked.

Danny laughed. “Oh brother… you are one devious motherfucker you know that?”

Martin nodded. “Of course I am.” He said with a smile. “Riall… when their Task Force gets here… put them on the far side of the moon where Admiral Wallace can keep an eye on them with EDEN BASE’s ground arrays.”

Riall nodded. “I’ll see to it.”

Martin looked at Danny. “Let’s grab another beer and have a good time tonight. I have a feeling our lives will get a whole lot more interesting when our guests arrive.”


“Why are we here again Rener?” Malic asked as he lowered his large mug of Spartan Wine.

 He and his friend Rener moved along the flowered garden path of the Sparta Royal Estate. It had been an event filled two days for Malic and this was the first time he had been off of the nearby Durcunusaan base.


Immediately after leaving the transport at the spaceport he and several others had been debriefed in minute detail in regards o what had taken place on Eleysi Three. He had been assigned a normal training barracks which was a surprise to him, and then he had discovered that the other three Spartans who had seen action on Eleysi Three with him and were applying for entry into the Durcunusaan had been granted probationary status due to their actions and the reports of Prince Androcles and Commander Famus in regards to their conduct. They would still have to fulfill their physical and academic requirements to fully become members of the elite force of Durcunusaan, but they had been given the uniforms of the regular Durcunusaan members and the privileges that came with being part of the famed Wolves of the Blood unit. Their status as probationary members would end when they met all their requirements in the allotted time frame. The Durcunusaan base was situated in the mountains surrounding Hagios Center and the rugged terrain made for some very challenging physical training courses which Malic was looking forward too with relish. He had seen dozens of dragons flying through the skies over the mountain and Sparta and he had learned the population of dragons on Earth had grown to almost five thousand now. Malic didn’t fear the large beasts. He found them to be noble and intelligent creatures. He had spent the first night watching the sky, mesmerized by their flight as they floated lazily over the city and surrounding mountains, riding the currents of the wind as easily as he walked on the ground.


It was much more rigorous physically than Malic had anticipated, not that he was worried in any way, for he excelled at physical challenges. He was not prepared in the least however, for the complete academic load placed on a Durcunusaan trooper while attending the schools. The academic load had Malic worried some what, though he had already begun putting out feelers to see who he could bribe into doing his academic work.


“I told you…” Rener answered. “As members of the Durcunusaan… we are required to know the grounds of both the Island Palace and this Spartan Estate like our own homes. I figured we could kill two or three birds with one stone. Come to the celebration, check out the layout of the estate and grounds here and learn what we can from those that are on duty, all the while keeping our eyes open for females.”


“I don’t intend to be guarding the Estate of the King.” Malic spoke confidently. “I will be a member of Mjolnir’s Hand.”

Rener nodded with a smile. “Well until that happens we are still Durcunusaan Malic.”


Malic lowered his mug of wine as they passed the edge of the row of apartments where the older children of the King and Queens stayed. Malic briefly found himself wondering which one belonged to Princess Eliani. 

The sounds of music and laughter filled the night air as they grew closer to where the majority of the guests were. He and Rener could easily pick out the Durcunusaan troops dressed in civilian clothes and mingling among the crowds as if they were guests. Malic stopped when he saw the half dozen couples dancing in the large circle and he recognized Sadi immediately. Her face and eyes were bright and she was laughing as Andro spun her around with his hand in tune to the music. He had never seen her dressed in such a formal or enticing way and he had to admit to himself she was a stunning female wolf. He saw the large black Durcunusaan soldier and the older daughter of the King and Queen Isabella dancing in the large center of the circle with several other couples and the Prince’s brother Denali and sister Lisisa. His keen eyes moved over the men and women watching until he saw her and then they grew wide.
Eliani Leonidas wore a dress that could only be described as intoxicating. It was royal blue in color and looked to be made completely from satin and it wrapped around her body like a glove. The dress fell to mid thigh and no lower, with horizontal slits of varying size decorating both sides of the dress exposing her richly tanned skin underneath as well as the smaller slits on the sides of her large breasts, exposing the skin there. A one inch wide strip of satin material extended straight up from the edge of the dress directly over the valley between her breasts and formed a one inch wide collar around her slim neck, leaving her shoulders and arms completely bare. It was almost as if she had poured herself into the dress the way it clung to every curve of her body. Malic’s eyes were drawn to the movement next to her and he watched as the breathtaking blond female came up next to her very close and handed her the crystal glass of liquid. This new female wore a dress of similar color, but instead of the many horizontal slits along the sides there was only one vertical slit that extended from just below the edge of the dress under her armpit to just above her narrow waist on both sides of her body. She was taller than Eliani but only by a couple of inches Malic saw, her blond hair flowing gracefully past her shoulders. The swell of her breasts, while not as large as Eliani’s, was very prominent, and Malic could easily tell she was just as muscular as she was feminine. The dress caressed her skin tightly, conforming to the rippled abdomen she sported that was a little more defined than Eliani’s equally flat midsection.
Malic turned to look at Rener quickly. “Who is the woman next to Princess Eliani?” He asked quickly.

Rener’s eyes turned and he took in the two women with an appreciative gaze. He looked at Malic. 

“You haven’t looked over your files have you?” Rener spoke with a smile.

“What do you mean?” Malic asked not wanting to admit he hadn’t even glanced at the files on the Royal family. He didn’t feel the need for he did not intend to remain a member of the Durcunusaan for long enough to get to know them.

“That’s Nyla Sinthe.” Rener answered. “Princess Eliani’s lover.”

Malic’s eyes grew a little wider at this information as his eyes went back to where they stood. He had thought the Princess was just making fun of his maleness when she told him she had a female lover and she was a vampire and that if he wanted her he would have to accept the other female as well.

“She’s… she’s a vampire.” Malic said softly.

He felt Rener nod and turned to look at him. “She’s a pureblood too.” He spoke. “They are the most beautiful.” 

“You find her attractive?” Malic asked trying to keep his distaste from sounding in his voice.

“Sibfla… don’t you?” Rener spoke. “Look at her Malic… you’d have to be malda not to think so. She’s a Durcunusaan Team Leader. The story from what I understand is they found each other in the last year of the Evolli War. It was one of the last ground battles and the Princess found her on the battlefield after the fighting had moved on. She and her dragon were seriously injured by a T19. They…”

“She’s bonded with a dragon?” Malic asked surprised.

Rener nodded. “One of only twelve pureblood vampires with the Mindvoice power to achieve that within the Union to date.” He answered. “Anyway… the Princess found her and word is that she told Nyla to heal herself by feeding on her blood. They’ve been together ever since. A lot of males have tried to get them into bed together. Can you imagine that… those two females wrapped around you?”

Malic turned back to look at Eliani and Nyla seeing that they were pressed close to one another and moving slightly with the music as they watched Eliani’s brothers dance. “Have any succeeded?” Malic asked.

Rener looked at him. “Succeeded in what… getting them together in bed?”

Malic nodded. “Yes.”

Rener shrugged. “Rumor among the Durcunusaan has it there have been a few over the last four years.” He spoke sipping his own wine. “None of them lasted more than a couple of weeks though. I heard one of the senior Lochi speaking about it yesterday when they were discussing arrangements for the celebration. They are apparently looking for a different kind of male. No one knows what it is that will entice them together. It is said Prince Andro almost threw one of the idiots from the top of a mountain near Eden City for being foolish enough to brag in detail to his friends that he had bedded the Princess and her lover. Bad idea that was I’d say.”

Malic’s eyes were focused on Eliani and her willow and peach scent. It was easy enough for him to pick out her delicious scent from the multitude of other scents because he had been so very close to her and she had hit him with enough of her aura to leave an impression. What Malic could not figure out was if it had all been a ruse. Why would a Princess of the Union be interested in him? Why would a Princess of the Union with a lover that looked like this Nyla want him? No matter how Malic felt about vampires… he could not deny that Nyla was breathtaking. His father hated vampires, and that hatred bled over to his sons. All through his childhood his father had made it a point to always talk down about those who had defected to the Union. His father had also made it a point to insure that his command was vampire free.
“There wasn’t a bloodsucking bastard anywhere within his Fleet Group!” He was very proud to say in the privacy of his own home. 
This was one of the things he had pounded into the heads of his seven children, Malic being the youngest. Malic was also the only one who did not have the grades to get into the Officer Academy as his five brothers and one sister had. That had always been a point of contention with both his father and mother. Malic had always hated school, no matter what the subject was. He had never had an issue with attracting females, his physical prowess and handsome looks made that very easy. He had also never wanted to settle down, and now he could admit that taking Sadi as his mate would have only been because it would have made his application for the Durcunusaan so much better looking. He realized now that would never have happened no matter how hard he may have tried, not with what Sadi shared with Prince Androcles.
“Buttercups in the morning dew.” Malic spoke in almost a whisper.

Rener looked at him. “What?”

“The vampire… the pureblood… she smells like sweet buttercups in the morning dew.” Malic said as the smell drifted to him more strongly now, mixed intimately with Eliani’s peace and willow scent.

Rener chuckled. “Malic… vampires don’t have scents that we can track.” He spoke. “Everyone knows that... their blood isn’t in their systems deeply enough because they are always ingesting new amounts… cloned or otherwise.”

Malic looked at him and shook his head. “Sorry Rener… it… it must have been someone else.” He spoke quickly. He turned to look once more at Eliani and Nyla and he saw the young Lycavorian/Elf Spartan come up between and pull them close to his muscular body with his arms and they both planted kisses on his cheeks.

Rener chuckled when he saw Malic watching them. “Don’t even think about it Malic. They are so far out of our league it’s not even funny. And to get to them you have to go through Eliani’s brothers. I don’t know about you, but I have no desire to even step into a sparring ring with any of the Princes to prove I’m worthy.”

Malic tore his eyes from them and looked at Rener. “You are right of course.” He said.

“Let’s walk the garden and then head into Sparta for the nightlife.” Rener spoke. “Find out where all the most attractive females hang out.”

Malic stole one last look at where Eliani and Nyla were still in the arms of the young Spartan and then he turned to follow Rener.


Eliani wiped her soft red lipstick from her cousin’s cheek and saw Nyla doing the same. “When did you get back Ronusu?” She asked. He was the oldest of her uncle Andreus’s children and a senior analyst for Armetus’s Krypteria.


“I got in only an hour ago!” The young man spoke with a smile. “My father said if I didn’t show up for this he would have my nor.” 


“He or Aunt Kmyla would for sure.” Eliani spoke with a smile as he held both her and Nyla close to him.


His bright blue eyes were focused on Andro and Sadi in the center of the circle dancing. “So this is the Sadi we have heard about since we were all children I take it?” He spoke.


Eliani nodded. ‘That’s her.” She said.


“She’s much better looking than he told us.” Ronusu said. “What exactly does she see in your brother again?”


Eliani and Nyla laughed and both of them slugged him in his chest. “Stop it! I’ll have Res twist you into a pretzel like when we were small.”

“So what about you two?” Ronusu asked. “Any prospects on the horizon?”


Eliani rolled her eyes and Nyla shrugged. “There might be one or two.” She said with a grin.

Ronusu shook his head. “You know… if we weren’t cousins…” He spoke.


Eliani chuckled. “What difference would that make?” She exclaimed. “Love knows no boundaries.”


“No it doesn’t.” Nyla agreed.


“So does that mean I can take the two of you back to my room after the party?” He declared with a grin.


“You wish!” Nyla exclaimed with a laugh.


“Ronusu… you couldn’t handle us.” Eliani boasted. “You’re too tame for our tastes anyway.”


“Ah… you want a man of danger and mystery.” He said as he moved forward between them to watch the dancing. “There are certainly enough of them out there to choose from.”


Eliani caught the scent of driftwood and ocean as the breeze shifted and she turned quickly, her eyes searching the crowd all around them. Nyla noticed this almost immediately and she heard the spike in Eliani’s heartbeat.


“Ussta Che?” She asked softly. 


“Nyla… he’s here.” Eliani said softly.


Nyla knew immediately who she was talking about and her green eyes also began searching the crowd as she stepped closer to her. “Do you see him? Which direction?”


Eliani motioned with her head. “There! The tall one moving past Deni’s apartment.”


Nyla shifted her eyes and saw who she was referring too. “We can catch him before he leaves the circle! Come!”


Nyla grabbed her hand and they both leaned up quickly to kiss Ronusu’s cheeks. “We have something to do.” Nyla said quickly before she had Eliani began weaving through the throngs of men and women. They cut through the living area of the villa and out the kitchen entrance just as Malic and Rener were passing the entrance.


“Leaving so soon Enomotarch Malic.” Eliani spoke as she and Nyla slowed to a more sedate speed to not look so eager.


Malic and Rener stopped and turned slowly, Rener’s eyes wide. Nyla’s green eyes grew slightly wider as she gazed at the face of the man who had affected Eliani so, and by virtue of that, her as well.


“Princess Eliani!” Rener barked bowing his head quickly. “It is… it is an honor.”


Malic stood there looking at them, his heart beating a little faster. Her willow and peach scent was almost overpowering to him and he realized she was once more releasing just enough of her scent and aura upon him to let him know she was interested in him. Mixed deeply within her scent was the scent of buttercups and he could tell they must have been together recently. He saw her holding tightly to Nyla’s hand, and it was obvious that Rener could not smell what she was doing. She was directing her scent and aura at only him.


Malic took a deep breath. “Princess Eliani.” He spoke formally bowing his head.


“You… you are leaving?” Eliani spoke. “The celebration is just getting started.”


“We… we only came to inspect the grounds of the estate.” Malic answered quickly knowing it was a lie, but hoping he had buried it enough to not be detected. “As part of our Durcunusaan requirements.”


“I told you I would introduce you to Nyla.” Eliani spoke giving no hint if she could smell the lie. “Nyla… this is Enomotarch Malic. He’s the one who saved Tharua and I. Malic this is Nyla Sinthe.”


Nyla stepped closer to Malic, looking up into his deep blue eyes. [Mindvoice Shielded] [Carians Ussta Che… he’s beautiful.] Nyla spoke as she held out her hand.


[I told you.] Eliani answered.


Malic’s eyes narrowed slightly for he could feel the tremors within Mindvoice. His Mindvoice skills were barely above a Tier Three and he almost never used them but for some reason he could sense the tremors now. They were speaking shielded on a much higher plane that he was even capable of, yet he had never been able to detect the tremors before.


Nyla held out her hand to Malic. “Thank you for what you did.” Nyla said evenly. “I would have been very upset with her if she had gotten hurt in some way.”


Malic hesitated only for a second and then he took her hand in his. Her skin was soft and warm to the touch, something he had not expected and that showed in his face. “I was… I was only doing my duty.” He spoke. He released her hand quickly and could almost feel the way his pulse was racing now.

Eliani took Nyla’s hand once more as she stepped back next to her. “So you aren’t going to stay?” She asked.


“Well… we were…” Rener began to speak.


“We are meeting two young ladies at one of the cafés in Sparta.” Malic answered quickly interrupting him.


[He’s lying.] Nyla said.


Eliani glanced at her. [Are you sure my love? I can’t smell the normal adrenalin dump into a person’s blood when they lie.]

[I’m sure my love. His heart rate increased a quarter of a beat per minute just now.] Nyla answered.


“Oh…” Eliani said casually. “Which one?”


“I believe it is called Gallais’s Retreat.” Malic answered quickly remembering the name from a conversation with Commander Famus before they had departed.


“An excellent choice.” Nyla replied.


“Indeed.” Eliani answered knowingly.


[Do we tell him?] Nyla asked with a chuckle.


[Why? He’ll discovered it soon enough.] Eliani replied equally humored.

Malic felt the tremors once more and he could only wonder at what they were saying. He bowed his head once more. “We’ll take our leave of you now.” He spoke. “If you would, extend my congratulations to Sadi for me Princess Eliani.”


Eliani nodded. “I’ll do that.”


They watched him take Rener’s arm and turn quickly and move off down the walkway. Nyla squeezed Eliani’s hand the entire time until she was sure he was out of earshot and then she turned to her lover. “Oh… Eliani… he is… he is a god.” She spoke quickly stepping close to her.


“Why was he lying about going to meet two females though?” Eliani said thoughtfully. “And he hesitated before taking your hand Nyla.”


Nyla nodded. “Perhaps… but he did take it.” She said. “That tells me he struggles with his feelings about vampires. Perhaps they are not his feelings at all Ussta Che.”


“He is beautiful isn’t he?” Eliani said with a smile.


“His eyes… they…” Nyla stepped closer to her and pressed her lithe frame against Eliani’s seductively. “I just might have to take you home tonight and show you how happy I am that you found him.”


Eliani grinned. “Well… I won’t complain about that.” She said.


Nyla leaned closer. “I didn’t think so.” She said huskily as their lips came together in a soft kiss.


“Ahem!” The female voice broke into their moment and they turned to see a dazzlingly dressed Gorgo.


“Staania!” Eliani exclaimed as they turned.


Gorgo looked at Eliani and Nyla with a grin. “I know that the atmosphere is contagious… but could the two of you wait until you are home before you assault each other?” She said with a grin. Nyla and Eliani couldn’t help the embarrassed looks on their faces as Gorgo stepped closer and held up the data pad. “I had to call in several favors to get this Eliani. And I only did it because the two of you need a man to tame you.” She said reaching up to place her hand on Eliani’s cheek. “Your Malic’s transcripts. He wasn’t a particularly bright student… but that is the teacher in me talking.”

Eliani reached up and took it slowly. “Thank you Staania.” She said softly.


“Is he worth this much effort for the two of you?” Gorgo asked gently. “He does not have the most stellar reputation with women if what I hear is accurate, and both of you are usually quick to discard males who act as he does.”


Nyla held Eliani’s arm as she nodded. “After what we felt tonight… yes… we think so.” She answered. “This one… this one is different Gorgo.”

Gorgo nodded. “Then don’t let him get away.” She spoke stepping closer to them with a smile. “Perhaps what he needs are two strong women to show him the way. Never let it be said Eliani Leonidas and Nyla Sinthe are shy about going after what they want.” She took their hands. “Now come… let’s get as much time with your brother and Sadi as we can before they leave for his villa in Gytheio. According to your mothers… Andro’s plan is to not be seen for at least three days once they leave. I want to enjoy her company a little more before he corrupts her completely.”


The loud trumpeting of a single dragon drew their attention back towards the center of the villa and they saw Elynth lifting off into the night sky, a brief flash of golden blond hair and the sound of female laughter evident before she vanished into the darkness to the cheers and clapping of everyone in the area.


“Anse!” Gorgo swore loudly. “He’s no better than your father!” She declared. “Sweeping her away in the middle of the celebration!”


Eliani and Nyla laughed as they took Gorgo’s arms. “You’ll have to make due with us Staania.” Eliani spoke.

Gorgo smiled and squeezed their arms. “Well… that is most certainly not a bad idea either.” She said.

The three of them laughed and they headed back for the celebration.


[Mindvoice Shielded] [Stop undressing Tharua from her scales Jeth. She’ll catch a cold!] Lisisa’s voice scolded him in a humorous tone and Jeth turned his huge head from where he sat next to Cemath and Aradace and looked at her with his golden eyes as she walked up to him. 

Lisisa’s exposed skin glistened in the light from her dancing with her brothers and sisters and she was drinking the crystal glass of liquid. Jeth knew she did not drink alcoholic beverages and it was probably some sort of fruit juice that matched the color of Spartan Wine. 

[I am not undressing her.] He answered defensively. [I am admiring the color and texture of her scales.]
Lisisa chuckled within Mindvoice as she came up to him and he lowered his head so she could caress the smooth blue/black scales under his jaw and kiss his snout. It was a sight to see really, for Lisisa looked almost miniscule against the backdrop of her bonded brother. They had bonded together on Lycavore when her father had come for her almost twenty-six years ago. Jeth had been a six month old dragon hatchling at the time, already on his way to being close to his father’s size. He had stolen aboard the ship they had used to infiltrate High Coven space and reach Lycavore, knowing almost subconsciously that they were going to meet his bond mate. The moment their psychic shield activated Jeth and Lisisa knew it was meant to be. As the years had passed they had grown in power and abilities, surpassing all but Andro and Denali in what they could do together. They shared almost everything with each other; the only secret Lisisa keeping from even Jeth was her love for Denali. Much the same way as Denali kept it from his bonded sister Aradace. It was not something either of them wanted to share just yet.
[We go before the Elder Council tomorrow Jeth.] Lisisa spoke as her hand stroked his blue/black scales. [They will hear your petition. They’ll give you permission my brother. You must have faith. They have allowed others that were younger to mate.]

[That was only because the connections to the riders they carried was so deep it caused the female’s metabolism to speed up and allow them to carry eggs before it was normal. And all of them were only a few years shy of completing the growth on their own Lisisa.] Jeth replied. [Tharua is not like that.]
[Do you know that for sure Jeth?] Lisisa asked. [Tharua and Eliani’s bond is very deep Jeth. Not as deep as you and I, or Andro and Elynth or even Denali and Aradace… but it is a powerful bond.]

Jeth stared at her with his golden eyes for a long moment. [I did not think of it in those terms.] He said finally.

Lisisa pressed close to him and rested her forehead against his cool snout. The picture of her head against his massive skull was almost comical to look at, but no one could deny the power they wielded as a Bonded Pair and behind only her father and Torma and Andro with Elynth they were widely considered the strongest of all Mjolnir’s Hand. [You do know that how she treats you is only a façade Jeth.] She spoke softly. [She may be a dragon… but we females tend to act in similar fashion regardless of our species. Go sit with her. Talk with her and show her your true nature Jeth. Not the childish one you display for everyone else. Perhaps that is what she is waiting for.]
[Do you think?] He asked.

[I can tell you that your mother considers you one of the most intelligent young dragons she has ever known.] Lisisa spoke.

[She is my mother.] Jeth answered with some humor. [She will always say those things.]
Lisisa nodded slowly. [Perhaps… but she did not force your grandmother to agree with her.] 

Jeth’s golden eyes grew wider. [She did?]
Lisisa stroked the scales under his large eyes. [Go over there and act as I know you can act Jeth. A proud son of Torma. Win Tharua’s heart as your father won your mother’s heart so long before she could carry eggs. You just might find she feels the same as you.]

Jeth inhaled deeply. [I believe I will do as you say my bonded sister.] He spoke.

Lisisa smiled. [Good.]

[What will you be doing Lisisa?]

Lisisa laughed. [I’m going to find my brothers and drag them back to dancing so that they are so tired they don’t chase any female wolves tonight and get themselves in trouble.]

Jeth chuckled and nodded his huge head. [They do seem to get into more trouble when they are together.]

Lisisa nodded. [Go my brother. Grab your future by her tail and don’t let go.] 
Jeth snorted in reply and pushed his massive body up with grace and began threading his way through the throngs of people. Lisisa smiled as she watched him and then turned her head to find her brothers. Well… one of them at least.


Androcles had told her his villa was small and overlooked the Laconian Gulf.

He hadn’t lied about the villa overlooking the Laconian Gulf. It was surrounded by it with the exception of the Lifter Causeway that connected it to the mainland. He hadn’t been completely truthful about its size however.

Andro’s villa occupied the small island of Cranae. It was the place that Paris of Troy had supposedly spent his first nights together with Helen of Sparta Sadi had discovered that bit of Spartan history from Helen. Andro’s villa was easy enough to spot from the air as Elynth swept in low over the town of Gytheio. It occupied nearly one quarter of the island on the north side, opening onto the beach, while the rest of the island was now covered with thick timber except for the strip of beach encircling it. The island itself was perhaps a kilometer long and half a kilometer wide and as Elynth landed lightly on the massive patio to the rear behind the villa and facing the gulf, Sadi’s eyes were wide in amazement. She could only stand there in awe, as Andro turned to remove Elynth’s saddle, and gaze at the expanse of the villa.

The patio area itself looked as if it could easily hold over a hundred people, opening right onto the white sands of the large beach. There was a huge dark pit near the edge of the stone and tile patio floor that was obviously used for large bonfires and there appeared to even be several apparatuses to use for cooking over that fire. The exterior of the villa was surrounded by a flowered walkway that twisted around the sides out of sight, the soft white glow of the outer lighting causing the yellow and red flowers to glow almost eerily. There were many chairs and several tables on the patio and Sadi knew without question that this must have been a gathering place for Andro and his siblings and family. She knew all of them maintained villas in the mainland town of Gytheio, as well as Gorgo and Riall and the King and Queens. She could see the lights of Gytheio on the horizon less than a kilometer away. 
The villa itself appeared to be built in the same style as some of the older parts of Sparta that she had seen. The ancient décor was elegant and graceful and gave a distinguished look to the building. The large double doors were a form of engraved glass as she walked up to them and slowly passed her hand over the side scanner. The doors slid open without pause and once more Sadi realized how much Andro had planned for this. He had entered her bio-signature into the security system of the island no doubt and as she stepped into the main Grand Room of the villa she knew why. The artifacts and paintings on the walls and occupying the room had to be priceless in not only terms of monetary value, but also in historic value. There were several metopes on the walls that bespoke of some time in ancient history, similar to those she had seen on the tomb of Andro’s grandfather at Thermopylae. She had made it a point to visit that sacred sight before she and Andro consummated what they had, if only to understand and appreciate much of what he held dear. 

Sadi felt him come up behind her and his hands traced delicate lines up her arms to rest on her shoulders.

“Andro… it’s… it’s beautiful.” She spoke softly.

“At the moment… the only beauty I am concerned with is the one standing in front of me that smells of sugar plums and spice.” Andro spoke lowering his head and nuzzling the side of her neck and her cheek.

Sadi’s eyes closed in euphoric bliss as sensations of delight coursed through her. “You… you aren’t going to give me a tour of my new home?” She managed to say with some humor.

“The tour of our home can wait.” Andro growled as he scooped her into his arms and gazed at her with those azure blue orbs. “Right now the only tour I am interesting in taking is the one of your body.”

Sadi chuckled and traced his jaw. “Have you no control my handsome mate?” Sadi asked with a seductive drawl to her voice.

“Yes… and I have been exercising it ever since you came back into my life.” Andro answered as he turned and headed for another set of large double doors. “That control does have its limits however.”

Sadi laughed as he maneuvered her in his arms and passed one hand over the scanner and she watched as the doors opened into another huge room. The floor was covered in thick lush dark blue carpet and the bed he guided them too was easily large enough for four people. Several candles burned on the many dressers in the room and the moonlight filled the smaller twin doors that opened onto the stretch of beach right outside the room.
“Is the bed soft?” She asked him pointedly.

Andro smiled. “I don’t know. I have not used it since I bought it six years ago. It is our bed… and I have been waiting for this night to make use of it.”

“Then where have you slept?” Sadi asked surprised.

Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “In one of the four guest rooms or on the patio with Elynth.” He answered as he set her down next to the bed.

Sadi’s eyes never left his face as he stared at her, his azure colored eyes almost glowing with the combination of moon and candlelight filling the room. She reached up again and stroked his cheek, running her finger along his lips and feeling the desire for him beginning a slow burn in her belly. She could feel his aura pulsing behind his shields, and she could most definitely smell his lavender and pine scent calling out to her. She inhaled deeply of his male scent and felt it rushing to her brain and igniting all the receptors within her mind.

“Andro I…” Sadi gazed into his eyes.

“What KertaGai?” He asked softly.

“Andro I burn for you.” She said. “I… I have never felt this way before. And it is not just because of your aura.”
Andro smiled and reached up to run a finger along her cheek, watching as her eyes closed in happiness. “I am going to worship you Sadi Leonidas.” He spoke softly as he leaned his head over and brushed his lips against her ear. His words sent shudders of delight surging through her adding to the already growing fire inside her. “When I am finished it is my hope no other male will even cause you to turn your beautiful eyes.”
Sadi smiled as his fingers caressed her neck and shoulder now. “Andro… that… that is already the case and you know that. It has been like that since that night on the island. You are the reason I never found what it was I was seeking. Because you were what I was seeking all this time.” She said softly. “And now…” She looked up into his face. “Now you are all mine.” She pressed her body up against his and leaned up on her tip toes to nuzzle the hollow of his throat. “As handsome as you look in your uniform, I would much rather have the sensation of your skin against mine Andro.” She looked at him with smoldering jungle green eyes. “Take this off!”

“Is that an order from my mate?” He asked. 

Sadi grinned devilishly. “The first of many.” She spoke.

Andro smiled and Sadi could only watch with burning desire as he had himself undressed faster than at any time in his life. Sadi had seen him shirtless before on his ship, the muscles of his shoulders, chest, and abdomen excruciatingly defined. The three entry wounds on the left side of his chest and the Talon Guardian brand directly in the center of his chest. There were several smaller scars dotting his abdomen, but she would discover the cause of them at her leisure as she explored his body. His tanned skin looked so very inviting and as her green eyes dropped lower Sadi felt a rush of sexual warmth and excitement race through her. His thick cock, though not even completely hard yet, was already a size that surpassed anything Sadi had taken inside her body. Imagining what he would feel like sheathed inside her caused moisture to seep to her smooth pussy and she fidgeted on her feet as her eyes came back up to his. He stepped closer to her and reached up to stroke her silky hair with one hand while his other hand deftly went to the silk ties that held her dress together. Sadi breathed in deeply as he pulled on the silk tie, and the dress loosened from around the neck, parting somewhat the entire way down her front as the lacing lost its tension. Andro unlaced the portion of the dress that acted as a collar and once more deftly unsnapped the two snaps that held it in place before removing it from around her neck and letting it dangle in front. Sadi never tore her eyes from his as she felt the dress begin to loosen even more and her excitement grew. She felt him slowly lowering his shields and his aura began to wash around her, wrapping her within its embraced and only serving to excite her further.
Andro dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands pulling the dress down as he went, exposing her firm breasts to the cool night air. Sadi’s nipples grew instantly erect, proudly standing out from the combination of cool ocean air and Andro’s aura coursing through her. Her hands went to the sides of his head as his lips touched her skin just below her breasts and he planted butterfly kisses across the flesh of her abdomen, following in the wake of the dress as he pulled it from her body with deliberate slowness. Sadi braced herself with her hands on his shoulders as she stepped from the dress and he tossed it to the side. Her chest heaved as his hands traced up the backs of her calves and thighs and his lips left burning trails up the front of her taut thighs until his face stopped and he stared at her center, already moist from his aura and what was racing through her unchecked.

Andro was barely holding control of himself, and as he stared at the incredibly detailed tattoo that decorated Sadi’s flesh just above her smooth and very bald pussy, her aroused sugar plum and spice scent hit him full in the face. Her hands gripped his shoulders tightly and he inhaled deeply of her scent letting it filter to every corner of his mind. He felt her stomach contract and she inhaled sharply when his lips brushed the skin of the tattoo and he realized it was very sensitive to touch, especially when she was aroused. Her fingers dug into his skin as his hands slowly curved around the backs of her thighs and moved over her firm perfect ass cheeks. He extended his arms up her back and heard her gasp as he lifted her almost effortlessly and quickly but gently settled her onto her back on the soft sheets of the bed, the cheeks of her ass near the edge. Andro settled back to his knees before her, letting his fingers trace the silky soft outsides of her thighs and legs as he lifted them and draped them over his shoulders.
“An… Andro… you…” Sadi gasped out.

Andro silenced her words by pursing his lips and blowing gently across the tattoo and her exposed pussy. This only served to excite her more and he extended his tongue to slowly lick the outline of her tattoo with the tip of his tongue, tracing every line and bump until he could feel Sadi’s thighs quivering on his shoulders. Her fingers grasped his shoulders even tighter, her abdomen undulating and pressing her pussy harder against his exploring lips and tongue.
“Ohhhh… please… please don’t tease me my love!” He heard Sadi gasp out lifting her head from the bed and looking down between her thighs.

Andro glanced up at her face with glowing azure eyes and she could almost see him smiling as his hands reached up and took her erect nipples between his fingers, pinching them lightly before tracing small circles around her areolas. Sadi’s head fell back with an audible groan of intense pleasure as he extended his warm tongue and probed the engorged lips of her labia ever so gently, licking up one side and down the other, tickling and tasting her moistness. The taste of her flooded his senses, sweet and delicious just as she smelled, and Andro probed more. He avoided her erect clit, now fully unhooded and nearly begging for attention. Her breathing was coming in short gasps, her hands having dropped to the bed now and gripping the satin sheets in her fists tightly. He finished a third torturous lick around the outside of her pussy lips, now open and extended fully in desire and arousal and then he flicked his tongue across her clit quickly, causing her to cry out in want and need. He watched as beads of sweat formed in the valley between her breasts, their fullness and firm nipples begging for his attentions. He had three days… and Andro had every intention of taking his time.

“Ronnus!” Sadi panted out. “I need… I need you inside me Andro my love! No… no more… Ahhhhhhh… nubou!” 
Andro heard Sadi’s scream of bliss fill his head as he wrapped his lips around her stiff clit and battered the nub with his tongue quickly and mercilessly. He had wanted to do this first and foremost. He wanted to show her that he would love her until she could stand it no more. That her wants and needs and pleasure meant more to him than his own painfully erect and throbbing cock. Andro felt the orgasm grip her almost instantly, its power rushing through her abdomen and thighs right down to her toes. Her back arched off the bed, her hips pushing against Andro’s assault of her clit, reaching for that peak he wanted her to feel. Her taut muscles threatened to tear through her skin and she fought against it as long as she could and then her mouth opened and Sadi howled into the night air, her hands gripping his head tightly as the dam broke. He would not have been able to pull his head away even if he wanted too, the strength of her grip holding his head almost too powerful to belong to someone so delicate. It was then, as Sadi’s sweet come flooded into his thirsty mouth, that he truly realized his new mate and bride was a female wolf who was very capable of taking care of herself. Andro was more than content to drink down her erupting passion with relish.
Sadi couldn’t control the white lights that were exploding in her head, nor could she control the power of the orgasm as it ripped through her. It was as if she was erupting like a volcano from within herself with the force of her orgasm. Her lips were open in a breathless scream as her initial howl of rapture had completely stolen the breath from her lungs. It was the most powerful and utterly overwhelming sense of bliss that had gripped her in her entire hundred and twenty-six years of age. Her muscles felt as if they would split open through her skin, her body stretched to the point of breaking, her hands holding tightly to the head of the man who was making her feel these things. She was loathed to allow him to release her from his grasp, though she knew he had no intention of doing such a thing. The strongest orgasm she had ever felt was when Teeria had spent so much time teasing her in a very similar way, yet what Sadi was experiencing at this split second dwarfed that by a hundred times. It shuddered through her in controlling waves, lingering for what seemed like hours, until the humping motions of her hips began to subside. She could feel his potent tongue licking her pussy non-stop, urging her for more of her sweet come, wanting more until finally she collapsed back onto the bed completely spent. She felt as if she had just run for hours without stopping, her arms dropping to the bed before crossing over her breasts as the feelings of contentment swept over her. 
Sadi’s thighs quivered powerfully in the aftermath as Andro’s tongue continued to lick and tease her, gathering every last drop of her juices as if it was the sweetest nectar he had ever tasted. 

“Car… Carians Andro my love!” She gasped out finally. 

Sadi shuddered as he suckled her still erect clit gently before lifting his face from between her smooth thighs. Her head came up and she saw that his lips were coated with her juices, the corners of his mouth moist from what he could not catch quickly enough. His azure eyes were changed now and she saw him smile, revealing the points of his dual incisor fangs, so very unique to the Leonidas bloodline. She watched him with adoring love in her own changed eyes as he dragged his tongue up along her tattoo and to her belly button, delving into that crevice as he brought his body up onto the bed with her. It took him what seemed like forever to practically tongue the sheen of sweat from her skin as he came higher, serving only to begin another slow burn within Sadi’s blood. She groaned in delight when she felt his broad muscled chest brush across her erect nipples, and then his face was looking down on her with devoted passion in his beautiful eyes. 

“Andro… that… that was…” Sadi started to speak but his lips claiming hers silenced her words. He tasted of lust. Of passion. Of devoted love. He tasted of her, and Sadi surrendered all that she was to his powerful kiss. As kisses went… it was the most incredibly arousing kiss they had shared yet, and Sadi felt the slow burn in her blood increase to a raging fire in the space of three seconds. She felt his knee press gently against the inside of her thigh and with not a single moment of hesitation, Sadi open her legs for him to slide between. When she felt the engorged head of his huge cock press gently to her moist pussy Sadi tore her lips from his. “Andro… it’s so… it’s so big! I’ve never…”
Sadi’s eyes opened wide when she felt him push gently and fully four inches of his throbbing twelve inch shaft slid into her velvet warmth. The sensations were inconceivable and undeniable as pleasure receptors in her brain began going into overdrive.

“All… all that you are, is now mine Sadi Leonidas!” Andro spoke between clenched teeth as he stared into her beautiful face. “All… all that I am… all that I am, is now yours.”

Sadi looked directly into his eyes as he lowered every mental shield he was still holding up and the full force of his unshielded Alpha male aura wrapped around her. It was as if a nuclear explosion went off within her lithe body as she felt the outpouring of complete and total instinctual devotion embrace her completely. Her whole body ignited, the blood within her veins singing out its delightful happiness. And then Androcles buried the remainder of his thick, pulsing twelve inch cock within her in one soul crushing plunge.

That plunge began what Sadi had expressly dreamed and wished for the last four days, and something Andro had promised her on his ship as he told her what his intentions were going to be. He was going to make her his in every way possible over the next three days, even though she was already his in every way her mind could begin to imagine. This was not something that would ever go away. This was something that had begun the moment she smelled his lavender and pines scent on the island so many years ago. She may not have known what it was at that time, but she certainly knew what it was now.

Sadi Leonidas screamed in absolute love, passion and heavenly ecstasy. A scream that would echo for hours.
SPARTA ESTATE


Tharua could barely contain her racing heart even as her copper colored eyes gazed upon those dancing, among them Eliani and Nyla. Elynth had long ago departed with Andro and Sadi, followed only a hour later by Moneus and Carina, who had slipped away when Carina wrapped the shadows around them both and they vanished into the night. The main cause of her racing heart rested beside her on the ground, his blue/black scales pressed against her mahogany colored ones. Jeth had come over beside her, Arydun and Aradace and almost shyly asked if he could join them. It was obvious to Arydun and Aradace what was happening as the night progressed as she and Jeth had traded friendly barbs between each other and them, even as they inched closer to one another. It had taken almost an hour before their scales were finally touching, and neither of them moved for the longest of moments. Tharua thought perhaps Jeth might pull away from the contact and her heart sang out in joy when he only pressed closer to her. His muscular bulk beside her, touching her as it was, made Tharua feel safer than she had ever felt before in her life. Tharua knew there were older females that were very interested in Jeth, and word among their kind was that he was going before the Elder Council tomorrow to ask for permission to be allowed to mate even though he was so young. Word had it that the Council would let him as well. With the exception of female dragons bonded to riders, females could not carry eggs before they were at least four hundred and fifty years old due to their bodies’ own metabolism, however male dragons could impregnate even older females when they reached full maturity at twenty years of age. That was different for bonded females, as their Mindvoice abilities advanced their metabolisms so that many of them could carry eggs as young as thirty and some even as young as twenty. That Jeth was beside her this night and not searching the skies for willing females told Tharua all she needed to know about his true feelings. Eliani did not openly acknowledge her bonded sister’s excitement and joy, but sent her love and happiness to her through their bond.

Tharua had been amazed at the size of Jeth’s father when she viewed him that first day here on Earth. He was not just huge in size, but he moved with a muscular and powerful grace that defied logic. She had met Jeth only a short time later, and even though she was nearly six years older than him at the time, his six month old body was already half the size of her fully grown form. Tharua had not seen him again until several weeks after she had bonded with Eliani, and as she watched his then seven year old body glide gracefully to the ground on the Spartan Estate, Lisisa perched proudly between his shoulders, Tharua had been smitten with him. Like Torma his father, Jeth was enormous in size and far larger than the majority of any living dragon, but the grace and agility he commanded was almost unparalleled. She never tired of watching him fly with Lisisa or alone when he was hunting, or watching him maneuver his beautiful muscular body when he walked among their bonded ones. His childlike acting and nature was just that, an act. Tharua had seen the serious side of Jeth, and he spoke with the intelligence and wisdom of someone three times his age, no doubt because of his deep bond with Lisisa and all she had experienced in her life. And the power they commanded was far more than she and Eliani would ever obtain.

Tharua turned her head slightly and looked at Jeth’s snout, his blue/black scales smooth and reflecting the moonlight. His golden eyes watched the dancing and she thought for an instant that she saw his head bobbing in tune to the music that was playing.


Jeth? She spoke softly. He turned his massive head to look at her instantly, his golden eyes bright. I never thanked you for what you did on Eleysi Three. You saved my life and that of my bonded sister. You and Lisisa.

Jeth stared into her copper colored orbs for a long moment and leaned his head forward to touch his snout to hers. There is nothing to thank me for. You turned quickly enough once Malic warned Eliani. The blast would have caused you to falter for only a moment. You would have recovered.


Tharua stared back at him with love in her eyes at his words. It… it is said you are going before the Elder Council tomorrow. She spoke tentatively. To seek permission to be able to take a mate.

Jeth nodded his head slowly. Yes.


Do you think they will allow you to do this? Tharua asked.


I don’t know. It is my hope that they do. Jeth answered.


There… there are many females who have been waiting for that day Jeth. Tharua said. They will flock to Sparta in search of you if permission is granted. Do you… do you have a female you are interested in?


Jeth nodded and turned back to look at the celebration. Yes I do. He replied. The most beautiful female I have ever seen with my eyes.  She has smooth shiny mahogany colored scales and bright copper colored eyes. Her talons are fiercely sharp and she is far more intelligent than I. I wish to make her mine before another male wins her heart. It is my hope she will… it is my hope she will allow me to be her mate. The females may flock here all they wish because it does not matter. I do not want any other.

Tharua stared at him and could feel the warmth surging through her at his words. Tharua lifted her tail and ran the tip of it along the side of Jeth’s longer and thicker tail. The tip of his tail curled around and brushed along the underside of hers. It was a show of sincere affection by a male dragon for a female and Tharua shuddered in joy, her wing tips fluttering gently. She looked up at his face once more and saw his golden eyes watching her. 


She wants no other as well Jeth. Tharua spoke.
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What you ask for has only been granted three times in our history Jeth. Daurgo spoke from his position next to Arzoal. The last time was with your very parents, but even then they were considerably older than you are now.

Jeth rested on the floor of the Elder Chamber and nodded his huge head. Jeth’s recent actions in saving Eliani and Tharua had spread among the dragons on Earth, only adding to the mystique which the son of Torma and Isheeni already had around him. He and Lisisa were considered one of the top five Bonded Pairs within the Union and not just for their skill and daring and strength. Jeth and Lisisa did not care to fight… in fact they both hated it almost to the extreme. They would and had always sought a peaceful solution to whatever event they confronted. The war with the Evolli had only added to Jeth’s long list of accomplishments; already well on his way to surpassing many of the Bonded Pairs who had been together since the inception of Mjolnir’s Hand. His strength and intelligence was without question, and his childish nature always was able to ease tension and cause humor even in the darkest hours of the war. Jeth knew however that none of that would matter if the Elder Council did not allow him to choose a mate at so young an age. If they did not allow him to have Tharua. She was five years older than him, and with the looser restrictions now being placed on their kind, once a female dragon reached thirty years of age, they were allowed to mate. 

Since being discovered on Enurrua and realizing their full potential with powerful Tier Six Mindvoicers as their riders, the dragons within the Union had evolved far more quickly than in the past. Like the Lycavorian females, due to constant interaction with other species and the increase in their Mindvoice abilities, bonded dragon females were now able to carry eggs as young as twenty years of age as opposed to the usual four hundred and fifty of ions past. To offset this fact, Arzoal and the Dragon Council had instituted a policy that no male dragons were allowed in most cases to choose mates until they were over two hundred years old thus allowing the females to become older and wiser themselves before mating and having clutches of eggs. It was instinctual in most cases how male and female dragons chose each other, though many of those bonded to riders now exhibited deeper emotions and had begun being more selective in their choices of mates. As with Lycavorians, once mated in most cases, dragons remained together for the rest of their natural lives unless one of the mates died. Arzoal had maintained strict guidelines during the centuries before they had become part of the Union for the simple reason that she was trying to keep their species from becoming extinct. Now however, she and the Elder Council had to balance instinct and emotion among their kind, something that was not always easy to do. Though their total population was no where near the millions that Arzoal once remembered dragons numbering, each new clutch of eggs brought their species further and further from the brink. Torma was the last male dragon to have been granted permission to take a mate before she was able to produce eggs, and that was because of the devotion and love that he had showed to Isheeni as she grew. Torma was nearly three hundred years older than Isheeni, and their love and devotion to each other was legendary within dragon culture. Isheeni had given Torma three clutches of eggs, three each in the first two clutches and then four in the last clutch. Mara was the third egg from their second clutch but she had not hatched until Retta was born, somehow sensing the second daughter of Martin Leonidas and Anja was to be the one for her. All of their children were bonded to members of the Leonidas family which granted them increased control of their abilities and power because of the blood running not only in their veins, but the veins of their riders. Torma and Isheeni had made a joint decision to not have anymore egg clutches for at least a hundred years so that their children now would all be grown and established within their own lives. 
Jeth knew that there were several dragon males older than the two hundred year limit that had shown interest in Tharua, even at her young age. Her mahogany scales and copper colored eyes were very enticing and she had lean muscular lines that to a male dragon were the epitome of perfection in a female. While Tharua had rebuffed all of those interested, they still had the opportunity to pursue her openly now that she was thirty-one years of age. Jeth did not want to let her slip through his grasp, and after last night he was even surer of his feelings and his decision. He had loved Tharua since he was a very young dragon and he knew that would not change. She was in his blood as surely as his mother was in his father’s blood and her words to him last night only confirmed what his heart was telling him.

I know this Elder Daurgo. Jeth answered. 

Why are your mother and father not beside you Jeth? Daurgo asked. Do they know what it is you are asking of us? Do they agree?


They know Elder Daurgo. Jeth answered gently. And they do not stand with me because whatever this Council decides, I want it to be based on my actions and deeds. What I tell you. I do not wish this Council to grant me any special recognition because of who my parents are.


This statement caused several of the Elders to turn and look at each other quickly, a movement that did not go unnoticed by Arzoal, and inwardly she smiled at this.


This is a very unusual request. The light green scaled female dragon spoke from the end of the line of nine Elders. Your deeds are well known among our kind Jeth, and none on this council can deny that you have the respect of every member of Mjolnir’s Hand. But to be very honest, in my opinion, you lack the wisdom of age that an older dragon would have in this instance. You take risks that are not needed young Jeth. You allow emotion to control what it is you do at times. This is well known. And now you come before us asking that you be allowed to take a mate at an age when you should still be learning how to control the power you and your Bonded Sister command.

I was not aware that letting emotion play into my decision making wasn’t allowed Elder Dalah. Jeth answered calmly and intelligently.

It is allowed Jeth. It is allowed and even encouraged. She replied. The question remains however, are you mature enough to know when to not allow your emotions to factor into your decision making. That is a skill that only comes with age and experience. Something you do not have right now.

Lisisa stepped forward from where she had been standing along the rear wall of the chamber now. She had encouraged Jeth to come here and make this request many months ago, and she would not let him stand alone especially after he had discovered the night before that Tharua did indeed feel the same for him. Lisisa had extricated herself from Denali’s warm embrace and his bed very early this morning and had returned to her own villa in Gytheio to make herself presentable. She wore the standard fleet uniform and boots, her raven colored hair falling well past her shoulders.


Elder Dalah… may I speak? Lisisa spoke now.


Lisisa Leonidas is always welcome in this chamber. And always free to speak what is within her mind. The light green scaled dragon spoke.

Lisisa stepped up next to Jeth and placed her hand on his thick neck. She watched his eyes close in love and caring and she turned to the dragon Elders. I do not pretend to have the wisdom of the members of this Council. All of you surpass me in years and experience by quite a wide margin, but I still feel I must speak now. You say that my Bonded Brother lacks the experience and age needed to make this decision. I ask you… on what do you base that?
This question caught Dalah very much by surprise, as well as several other members of the Council.
He… he is only twenty six years old Lisisa Leonidas. Dalah finally answered.

Is he? Lisisa asked. I have five hundred and six years behind me. When Jeth and I bonded on Lycavore that very first day, he inherited all that I was. Everything I had experienced up until that point became part of who he was. We don’t claim to have the depth of the connection that my brother and Elynth have, that my father and Jeth’s father share, but our bond is far deeper than most of those Bonded Pairs in the Union. 

That is true Lisisa Leonidas. Daurgo spoke gently. However, your life before Jeth came into it, before your father brought you out of the darkness you were living, it was for lack of a better word… horrific.

Lisisa nodded. Yes it was. She said softly. And it has made me who I am today. It has made me stronger. I could have fallen into the abyss of that life but I fought and hung on because I had faith my father would come for me. That is what led me to do what I did. To protect others even though they hated me for what I was. A half breed. I knew my father would come and I never gave up hope. That is what Jeth now has. Yes… he is reckless at times… aren’t we all? Yes… he sometimes acts childish… as does my brother and Elynth. As do my father and Jeth’s father. Jeth just does it better. He is like a soothing balm to others around him when he acts in such a manner, and it is this nature that has helped to pull many others from despair. I submit to you that as deep as our connection… our bond is… Jeth is wiser than many male dragons three times his age.
I agree to a great extent. The dark blue scaled dragon next to Daurgo spoke now. The Bonded Pair of Jeth and Lisisa is well known for trying to solve problems without violence. Even during the war, there are many instances where they asked for surrender and gave our enemies the opportunity to lay down their arms.
It is understandable that you would stand beside your Bonded Brother and speak as you have today. Dalah spoke in a sterner tone of voice that was laced with could only be described as sarcasm. However… I do not share your view Lisisa Leonidas and I would imagine there are others on this Council that do not as well… for you are considered bias in your opinion.
Arzoal’s head snapped around and she glared at the light green dragon. Elder Dalah… you will be very careful in the words you choose to use. Lisisa Leonidas speaks true words and they will not be disrespected. She is also a Princess of our Union and the daughter and sister to two Talon Guardians. The tone of your voice is unacceptable to me!
Dalah looked at Arzoal and bowed her head. Forgive me. She spoke.

Daurgo looked at Jeth who had remained seated during the exchange, his posture one of respect and reverence to the Elders. Young Jeth… for you to request this now… there must be a female that has taken your fancy. I will tell you that there are several older females who have expressed interest in you since it was discovered this meeting was going to take place and we would hear your petition. It appears the rumors are just as rampant among our species as others within the Union. Who is this female dragon that has emboldened you to come forward this day?

Jeth looked at him. The sister of Elder Syrilth. He answered turning to look at Syrilth. Tharua.
Syrilth looked at Jeth with only a small amount of surprise in her eyes. And it was surprise for how he had so confidently announced her sister’s name. She had known for some time that Tharua was completely in love with the son of Torma and Isheeni, but the way he had just told the Elder Council this news… with such confidence and calm, that told Syrilth all she needed to know.

Tharua? Dalah spoke now. She is still a child in her own right.
She is also bonded to a Leonidas however. Daurgo spoke calmly. And though not as strong as other bonds among their family, certainly among the stronger bonds of the Pairs in the Union. And their deeds are almost as well known as those of Lisisa and Jeth.
She is also just as headstrong and reckless as her Bonded Sister Princess Eliani. Dalah spoke evenly, careful to not put any inflection into her voice this time. And that is common knowledge.

Arzoal nodded in agreement. In many ways yes, but Eliani’s relationship with Nyla Sinthe has tamed her to a great degree as we all know, and Arydun has also been a calming influence on Tharua as well. Arzoal looked at Syrilth. Were you aware of this Syrilth?

Syrilth nodded her head. Tharua has told me of her feelings for Jeth. She answered. She has had these feelings for several years now, and they have only grown stronger as time has passed. I have done nothing but encourage her to explore her emotions and feelings. Something she has apparently done.

And in doing so… you have eliminated any choice she may have had. Dalah said.


Syrilth looked at her. Excuse me?

By encouraging her to pursue these feelings for Jeth here Syrilth, you have eliminated any chance for another male who might show interest in Tharua. Dalah continued evenly. There have been several males, my son among them, who knew she was reaching the time when she could be approached for mating. However, because of her duties as a Bonded Pair, and the constant attention of the son of Torma, she will never know what another male could have offered her.

Jeth’s huge head turned to look at Lisisa quickly when he heard this and then he turned back to listen to Dalah.


I did not tell my sister to feel for Jeth what she feels for him Dalah! Syrilth exclaimed. To suggest such a thing is ridiculous. The feelings for Jeth were there and grew on their own. We all know that those who are bonded to riders have developed far more advanced emotions than normal. They have formed a symbiosis with their riders.  I only encouraged Tharua to embrace what she felt and pursue these feelings if that was her wish. And apparently that was her wish.

You did not caution her to guard her feelings! Dalah complained. That is what you should have done! To guard her feelings and perhaps wait until she was back among others of her kind that might be interested in her. Is that not what our males do? They strut about and do very odd things trying to impress the females. For some males it may take years to draw the interest of the female they want. And even then, they may not get who it is they pursue. In Tharua’s case, Jeth has eliminated that possibility altogether.

Jeth is not to blame here. Arzoal spoke now. There is no blame to place. He could no more control his own feelings than Tharua could control hers.


Couldn’t he? Dalah asked. He is the son of Torma and Isheeni. When combined with the Mindvoice powers of the King and Queen Aricia there are no other Bonded Pairs that compare with the exception of Androcles and Elynth. His bloodline alone indicates that he would have the Mindvoice ability to control his urges. Being bonded with Princess Lisisa only increases that power, for she is exceptionally powerful in her own right. And now… when Tharua has come of age to mate, he comes before us asking for permission to forgo the ancient rules we have put in place and give him our blessing to take a mate. A female that he has not had to work to impress and win over because there has been no competition.


This is not a game! Daurgo exclaimed loudly. Jeth’s fight to win Tharua’s heart has been done on the field of battle! And day after day! Fighting beside her and the other Bonded Pairs! Acting the part of the King’s will as all Mjolnir’s Hand is destined to do! By his own actions and deeds, as he himself has said!


The life of a Bonded Pair is not the only life within the Union for a dragon! Dalah barked out.


It is the life that Tharua and I have chosen however. Jeth spoke now. This is not about me and Tharua is it Elder Dalah?


You are not old enough to know what you speak of Jeth! Dalah barked out.


Aren’t I? Jeth said evenly. You say I have done these things. That my attentions have kept Tharua from seeing what other males offer her?


Dalah looked at him. That is what I am saying.


Then refuse me. Jeth spoke confidently. Refuse my petition and I will wait until I am two hundred years old before I return in front of you. Parade as many males as you like in front of Tharua. I do not fear that. She will refuse them all. She will wait for me… as I will wait for her, for that is the depth of our love. Call her before you and ask her yourself if you do not believe me. The way Jeth spoke those words, with such confidence and strength in his voice, without hesitation or doubt in his tone. That is what sealed the decision of several of the Elders. 

You presume much young Jeth. Dalah snapped.


I only speak the truth. Jeth said firmly. A truth that you can not deny or change no matter what you do.


Do not be so confident in your words young Jeth. Dalah hissed out.


Enough! Arzoal barked. I have heard enough! I will excuse myself from this vote because of my connection to Jeth. Syrilth will you do the same?


Syrilth nodded. Of course.


Arzoal looked to either side. What does the Council say? I believe we already know how Elder Dalah will vote. Daurgo?


I vote yes.


Elder Lym?


The dark brown female nodded. I vote yes.


Elder Vureem?


I too vote yes.


Elder Tratain? Elder Bahr?


Yes. The two males spoke from Daurgo’s left.


Elder Ikkan?


The male on the very end next to Dalah nodded his large head. I was present when your father came before the Elder mother asking for permission to take your mother as his mate even though she could not give him any eggs. I saw the look of devotion in your father’s eyes young Jeth. I see that same glare in your eyes. The utter sense of commitment and devotion. There is no doubt in my mind… I also vote yes.


Arzoal nodded her huge head. Very well. The vote is six to one in favor of Jeth’s petition. I will adjourn this session of the council so that our own emotions can cool. We will reform at mid day to hear the remaining petitions.

Lisisa stood close next to Jeth’s head as the dragon Elders began to break up and head out of the chamber. Syrilth and Arzoal moved up to where they stood along with Daurgo. Jeth looked at his grandmother intently. Did I… did I do something to bring her wrath down on me grandmother? He asked almost innocently.


Arzoal shook her head and leaned her snout over to rub the top of Jeth’s head. It is not about you Jeth. Dalah is finding it very hard to come to terms with the changes from the old ways that we are making. She is also one of the females that courted your father’s attentions. She has always been put out that he chose to devote himself to your mother instead of her. She has always resented that he chose Isheeni over her. She thought because Isheeni was so much younger than her she should not have the right to mate with Torma.


This is what you truly want Jeth? Daurgo asked.


Jeth nodded. Without question.


Arzoal nodded. Then as long as Tharua agrees I wish you the best grandson. She will appear before us this afternoon since you have made your petition to us. When the Harmony of Two Hearts Ceremony takes place four months from now… the two of you can make it official. Though it might be better if she wasn’t carrying eggs when that occurs. Arzoal finished with a chuckle.

Elder Mother… there seemed… there seemed to be more to it than just normal jealousy. Lisisa asked. Her distaste for the Bonded Pairs and Jeth in particular seemed rather extreme.

Her son Vaeros was one of the first to be tested for Mjolnir’s Hand when it was first formed. He did not make the cut for the first selection phase. Daurgo answered.


And this is the same son who has shown interest in Tharua? Jeth asked.


Arzoal nodded. Apparently. She harbors a great deal of resentment it seems. More so than even I thought her capable of. Your father dismissed her… her son was not selected for Mjolnir’s Hand and now you have apparently stolen the heart of the female dragon her son was interested in.


Lisisa looked at her. Should we be concerned about that?


Syrilth chuckled softly. The war and your father and brother have made you suspicious of everyone Lisisa Leonidas.


Lisisa shrugged. Better safe than sorry my father always says.


Arzoal shook her head. She is a member of this Elder Council and has been for many decades. She is not an enemy and you will see tomorrow that whatever passion she had for this issue today will be gone. Dalah does not hold grudges.


We’re sure about that? Lisisa asked.


Arzoal chuckled now as well and lowered her head to butt Lisisa in her shoulder gently. Go now you two. You have the decision you came here for. Worship her Jeth. As your father worships your mother.


Jeth nodded. I will grandmother. I will.


Tharua’s appearance this afternoon is nothing more than a formality Jeth. You need not worry of my sister’s decision. Syrilth spoke. I know her well enough to understand the depth of her feelings for you, and nothing Dalah will say will change her mind.

Jeth nodded. I know.

Then go and tell her. Syrilth said with humor in her voice. I understand she waits in the valley with the hatchlings and Eliani.

GYTHEIO

Sadi Leonidas was unable to take notice of the sun rising and then falling once more, and if she did notice this fact, it was lost within the cloud of ecstasy that she had been experiencing non stop for more hours than her mind had been able to keep track of. What she had been experiencing and feeling for the last thirty-six hours was nothing short of absolute wondrous heaven.

Sadi rested in Andro’s lap now, his huge cock filling her so completely that every movement, no matter how small caused ripples of intense pleasure to course through her lithe body like the waves crashing against the beach of the ocean she had visited with her father on Apo Prime as a child. The pleasure had not stopped from the moment Andro had first plunged into her velvety depths. Sadi never imagined she could feel what she was feeling, and feel it for so long. Part of it she knew was his incredibly powerful Alpha male aura, and the exquisite control he seemed to have over it. He would use it to caress and enflame her body to the point of insanity, and then pull it away to simply wrap around her as she calmed. Then he would do it again, this time with his hands and lips and tongue caressing every millimeter of her body, inciting uncontrollable flaming passions from deep within her belly until she could not deny the explosions that ripped through her. In the last thirty-six hours he had not allowed Sadi to come down from her passionate plane of existence. Even when they were resting and feeding each other from the bowls of fruits and berries, her every sense was alive with indescribable pleasure. His aura had embraced her in those first moments, and he had not released her. 

Sadi did not want to be released.


Androcles Leonidas was the largest man she had ever seen not to mention have filling her. His thick cock was a quarter inch more than twelve inches for she had measured it playfully during one of their more restful moments, if you could call them restful as they had stroked each other’s bodies only inciting more passion. That first glorious plunge was all it took for Sadi to know that the pleasure she had only dreamed of up until then was going to be hers. And it had been so much more satisfying than the dreams she had experienced. He stretched her, filled her in a way she never thought possible, touching places she never knew existed. She could feel every pulse of the thick vein that adorned the entire length of his cock as it throbbed within her belly. No matter what position he took her in, and there had been so many she could not recall them all, the only thing she felt was a desire for more. It was almost as if he had been made especially for her, to fit her exactly, and there was no denying the pleasure he could elicit from her with just flexing his enormous shaft inside her tight pussy. His hands never stopped moving, stroking her, caressing her until she thought she would scream. Until she did scream. His lips set fire to her body no matter where they touched, and he had spent several hours exploring every crevice and contour of her body with those lips and that oh so talented tongue of his. Sadi was also experiencing the full unshielded power of his Alpha male aura. She had heard stories of how powerful the King’s aura was, and what it could do to his Queens. Now Sadi was experiencing it for herself with his son. The man she had loved since he was only eight months old.


His aura was like a blanket that wrapped tightly around her, always touching her, always caressing her in the most intimate of ways. It could keep her in a constant state of arousal, and it had for so many hours, yet Sadi welcomed that for she used her own female aura to continually entice and tease her new mate. She had lowered all her own shields long ago, unleashing her own aura as powerfully as she could create it, surprising herself with the staggering power she could spawn and the response she got from Andro was everything she had ever hoped for. The other men in her life had long ago faded to blank memories as Andro claimed her heart and her soul with every powerful plunge into her depths and every breath stealing kiss he gave her. There was only this man now, this man Androcles Leonidas, who had so completely captured all that Sadi was.


Sadi grasped the sides of Andro’s head tightly now and pulled his face from where he was suckling her painfully erect nipples. Sweat glistened on both their bodies in the moonlight above them and she realized he had somehow ripped the mattress from the bed and brought it out onto the patio of his villa.


Their villa.


Sadi lifted her head skyward, her jungle green eyes changed, her fangs extended and she inhaled deeply the scent of her mate and the heady scent of sex and exertion. The smell of the ocean invaded her senses and the cool wind across their skin combined with the moonlight from above triggered something instinctual within Sadi. A need… a burning to act in a singular way. She felt his large hands grip her ass cheeks tighter and pull her closer to him, flexing his massive cock within her depths and sending tiny shivers of delight tearing through her veins. Her blood was hot… burning for the man who held her so tightly within his grasp. She lowered her face back down and saw he too had allowed the change to come over him partially. His azure blue orbs were surrounded by a black band, his dual incisor fangs prominent and exposed just beneath his soft lips.


“Take… I want you to take me Andro!” She gasped her fingers tightening around the sides of his head. “No… don’t hold back anymore! I… I want all of you… all of you my love!” Sadi groaned and closed her eyes as she felt him flex his cock within her once more.


Sadi drove her hips downward with all her strength, feeling his huge balls smash against the lips of her bald pussy and hearing him groan and his hands tighten on her ass as she rotated her hips in tight, hard circles impaling herself even more on his cock.


“Here my love!” She groaned loudly. “Here… here under the moon! Take me Andro! Make… make me yours for eternity!”


Andro released an animal like growl, the wolf within him responding to the demands of his mate. He rolled over quickly, pulling Sadi with him until she was beneath him, his cock still trapped within the prison of her warm depths. Sadi glared up at him as her hands gripped his bare shoulders. “Do it my love!” She growled now, her fangs clicking together loudly.

Staring into her beautiful eyes, her sugar plume and spice scent saturating all around him, that same instinctual need and desire gripped him. His changed eyes flared for a moment and he shifted his body slightly, withdrawing his cock until only the large bulbous head remained inside her. Sadi’s eyes grew wide at the sensations ripping through her and then Andro rammed himself forward completely. Sadi howled out her pleasure, her head going back as he began pummeling her tight body into the soft mattress in blistering twelve inch strokes. There was nothing gentle about this. This coupling was all about instinctual need and the desire to reach that one point. This was about the wolves within them both and the desire to consummate what they had found together in the most complete manner they knew how. 


Pleasure spiraled out of control for both of them, his dominating strokes into her body causing the orgasms to come crashing upon one another with the force of a hurricane. Sadi withered beneath the man she loved so utterly, her mind awash in otherworldly bliss as her juices spilled from within her erupting body coating his pile driving cock in her sweet nectar. Andro was a blur of motion, his hips pounding down with driving power into Sadi’s scorching depths. Her pussy muscles were clamping down on his raging cock, unwilling to release him as his hips moved back and pulling him even deeper as he crashed back into her. He lowered his body onto her completely, feeling her own arms wrap around his back with crushing power of her own and he buried his face into the crock of her shoulder and neck, his arms wrapping under her shoulders to give him better leverage to plume the depths of his devastatingly beautiful mate. Sadi’s arms held his shoulders and she gasped out next to his ear.

“Yours… I… I am… I am yours for all time!”


Andro’s tightly shut eyes burst open as that need overwhelmed him. It happened without warning… without conscious thought. He opened his mouth, exposing his dual fangs and he bit down into Sadi’s shoulder. There was a momentary flash if intense pain in his own shoulder as Sadi’s wolf fangs sank deep into his flesh.

As their each other’s blood blossomed across their taste buds, Andro felt his cock balloon incredibly in size. The pinnacle was theirs now, and his fangs tore free from Sadi’s shoulder and he howled into the moon lit night, his neck straining to the point of breaking as Sadi’s howl reverberated in unison with his and the sounds echoed across the surface of the bay around them filling the night air. Sadi felt his searing hot come race up the length of his cock and explode within her as the most crushing orgasm she had experienced yet continued that hurricane of pleasure that was stealing very breath away. As Andro’s come flooded into her depths, so too did their minds become one. All that they were individually, blended together in an instant, forever binding them together. As lovers. As friends. As husband and wife.

As Soulmates.


Forever KertaGai! Andro’s voice sounded within Sadi’s mind as clear as any foghorn as he collapsed on top of her utterly spent and exhausted.


Forever Andro my love!


Sadi couldn’t help the tears that sprouted from her eyes as she wrapped her arms tightly around his back, trying to pull him into her physically as completely as he was inside her mind. The pain from his bite was long gone, and what was left in its place took her breath away as she was swimming within the deepest recesses of his mind and seeing all that he was even as he delved into her own secrets. She whimpered as his arms crushed her closer to him and he rolled onto his side, pulling her within his embrace until it was impossible to see where his body ended and hers began. Their bodies were spent even though their spirits were still willing and while sleep claimed their physical bodies their minds continued to dance with each other until they too drifted into a peaceful and contented oblivion. 


Sadi’s jungle green eyes fluttered open slowly at the sound of female voices and the laughter and scampering feet of running children. She shifted slightly on the bed and turned when she realized Andro was not next to her. She didn’t remember when they had returned to the bedroom, or how the bed had been put back into some semblance of order, all that mattered to her now was that Andro was gone. Sadi sat up quickly when the double doors to the bedroom burst open and three of Andro’s younger siblings burst in chasing one another, three dragon hatchlings hot on their heels. Sadi held the sheet around her as they came to screeching halts and stared at her wide eyed.

Sadi didn’t know what to do so she smiled brightly. “Good morning.” She said more calmly than she actually felt.


“She’s prettier than the others!” The ten year old boy who Sadi now knew as Calyb spoke.


The small ten year old girl she knew as Retta met her eyes. “Hush Calyb!” She hissed out in a rather commanding voice. “Andro had to leave.” She said turning back to Sadi. “Father needed him.”


Sadi smiled brightly still. “Yes… I gathered that.” She spoke. “How are you this morning Retta?”


“You remember my name?” 


“You are Andro’s sister. Why wouldn’t I remember your name?” Sadi spoke as she pulled the sheet around her tighter and inched closer to the end of the bed.


“She’s nicer too!” Calyb spoke. “She’s not yelling at us like the others on the Island.”

Retta met Sadi’s gaze. “Are you… are you Andro’s mate now?” She asked.


Sadi’s smile grew even wider. “Yes. Yes I am. And this is just as much your home as it now is mine.”


Sadi saw Retta smile and she was about to rise to her feet when the door opened again and Aricia came in dressed very casually in a white sun dress that was practically see through and simple sandals on her feet. Her own azure eyes took in what was happening and her face became sterner.


“Children I told you not in Andro’s room because Sadi was still sleeping.” Aricia scolded them. “Out! Now! All of you… before I take a switch to your bottoms!”


Sadi couldn’t help but smile as they took off out the double doors that led to the beach with fake screams of fear, the dragon hatchlings following them with madly flapping wings. Aricia turned to face her with an embarrassed look.


“I told them not in Andro’s room, but they are so used to having the run of their brother’s home.” Aricia said. “I’m sorry.”

Sadi stood up and wrapped the sheet around her body, tucking the corners of the sheet on the side of her firm breasts. “That won’t change just because I am here.” Sadi spoke. There was a long moment of awkward silence between them before Sadi spoke again. “Milady Aricia… I…”

Aricia stepped closer to her and took her hands. “No. What am I Sadi… eight… ten years older than you? I will not have you referring to me in such a way.”


“You share the King’s mind.” Sadi spoke. “The King’s memories. He is over three thousand years old and by virtue of that you…”


Aricia shook her head. “And you now share my son’s memories… which include those of his father.” She said softly as she stepped even closer and her eyes examined where Andro had bitten her on the shoulder. “You and Andro have conducted the Gravinolfgreksaan.”

Sadi blushed and looked almost embarrassed as she nodded shyly. “It happened… it just happened. I don’t know… like it was…”


“Instinct?” Aricia finished her statement.


Sadi nodded. “Yes.”


Aricia smiled and squeezed her hands. “It was the Assirina Cormunn last night Sadi.” She said. “Did you know that?”


“The Centennial of the Moon? No.” Sadi answered.


Aricia smiled and nodded. “You and my son are now Anomes Sadi, and you don’t know how happy that makes me. He has loved you for so long Sadi and part of me hoped this would happen. Martin told me it would happen, that he knew that night on the island you were meant to be with our son.” Aricia reached up and caressed the fading scars of Andro’s bite. “Though he could have chosen a less conspicuous place to bite you.” She spoke disapprovingly.


Sadi chuckled. “It was a rather intense moment.” She said with a brilliant smile. “I don’t think it was something that crossed his mind at the time. And to be honest… I wouldn’t have cared where he bit me as long as he did.”


Aricia laughed as well. “Yes… I was in that exact same position.” She said. She looked at Sadi with a smile. “Something came up and Martin needed Andro with him. We volunteered to come here and make sure you weren’t alone when you woke.”


“We?” Sadi asked.


Aricia smiled and nodded. “You can come out now! It is safe!” She spoke loudly.


Sadi turned to the doorway and saw Anja and For’mya lean in with tense faces. She couldn’t help but laugh at the expressions on their faces as they came fully into the room.


“We didn’t know how you would react?” For’mya spoke quickly. “We are sometimes very miffed and upset when Martin Leonidas is taken from our bed in the middle of the night or early morning.”


Sadi saw that they too were dressed in simple sun dresses though Anja wore nothing on her feet.


“I told you, sending the little ones in first was the wise tactic.” Anja spoke with a grin as she stepped up to Sadi and reached out with her hand to cover the scars where Andro had bitten her. “Once we saw this on Andro’s shoulder this morning, we didn’t know how you would react knowing his duties had pulled him away. He was rather upset about it to say the least.”


For’mya chuckled. “Upset? I don’t believe I’ve ever heard Androcles curse so long and so well in the ancient language. He spoke some words even we have never heard.”


Sadi saw the small pulse of soft white light from Anja’s hand and the sudden warmth. It lasted only a second and when her hand came away the dull throb was gone from her shoulder and the scars were much fainter. Anja admired her work and nodded. “That is something I know you are proud of and wish to display, but their dual fangs can sometimes leave a nasty scar. At least now it doesn’t mar your beauty.”


Sadi reached up and placed her hand over the bite scars. “I will display it proudly. As often as I can.” She said softly.


Anja smiled widely, her jade green eyes bright. “Well… Aricia can’t because of where our brute of a mate bit her. Sometimes I wonder if all conscious intelligence leaves that man when he goes instinctual on us.”


“But think of the pleasure when he does Melyanna.” For’mya spoke with a knowing smile.


Aricia reached up and touched her left breast gently. “If it was allowed I would proudly display it as well.” She spoke firmly.


For’mya took Aricia’s hand. “Yes… well you can continue to display it for us. But no one else is allowed to see.” She spoke. “Come all of you… the coffee is almost done and Aurith and Isheeni are minding the little ones as they run along the beach.”


“Wait!” Sadi spoke. “Where… where is Andro?”


They looked at her and their smiles faded somewhat. “Dysea, Normya and Zarah went to be with Carina since Moneus was needed as well. Martin did not want to tell Andro or Moneus and spoil the time that you would have together. A ship has arrived in orbit. Martin needed Isabella and them to meet with those who are on board.” Anja explained.


“Who is on this ship?” Sadi asked.


Aricia squeezed her hand. “The Empress of the High Coven.” She answered.

SPARTA

MT. HAGIOS DURCUNUSAAN LANDING PORT


Isabella stood in the large hanger on one side of the bulky medical scanner that had been set up to span the entire width of the entrance to the hanger. It was similar to those used at the spacious and more public spaceports, but this one was also designed to scan for weapons as well as diseases and unknown bio hazards. Isabella had insisted on being the one to greet the High Coven delegation once Martin had told them of their pending arrival after the celebration. Martin had told them what was going on; leaving no details out as the six of them had lounged in their bed after everyone had left the celebration. And then Martin Leonidas had spent the rest of the evening into the early morning hours making all of them bark out his name in bliss. He had spent considerable time with Isabella wrapped in his arms, driving her up to the edge and over it several times. Isabella knew it was his way of showing her, telling her he had complete and utter faith in her. Isabella had spent the entire day yesterday preparing for this event and she turned to look at Andro as he stepped up next to her. They both wore the standard light body armor with crimson capes, their only weapons the Nehtes strapped to their thighs and the Shi Viskas they wore. Isabella smiled at the tired look on Andro’s face and once more she could only marvel and thank the gods for the life she now had. Twenty-seven years ago if someone had told her that a pure blooded Lycavorian would call her mother, and that she would love that same young man as her very own son, Isabella would have very seriously considered having that person committed. 

Isabella Leonidas could not imagine what her life would be like without those she had come to love so dearly. And it had begun with Martin himself, when from across the stars and light years Isabella had been branded with a Shi Viska the moment Martin discovered his true heritage and history. Isabella still bore the distinction of being the only pure blooded vampire in the long history of the Union to ever be branded with a Shi Viska and survive. That had been the most defining moment in her life and set her on the path to what she now had. She had discovered her love for Dysea first, and the platinum haired elf Queen still brought shivers of exotic delight to her mind and body even after twenty-five years of being together. She would never tire of her Ussta she-elf as she called Dysea, for they had developed a love as powerful and stirring as the one she shared with Martin.


Martin Leonidas. 


He was without a doubt the most powerful man she had ever been associated with. It had taken two years before Isabella had surrendered to the growing feelings she had for him and now just as with Dysea and the others, she could not imagine life without him. He loved her without question, without hesitation and every time he caressed her or kissed her with affection, it only reaffirmed everything Isabella felt for him. He could curl her toes in their bed; make her scream his name in passionate delight, just as he did the others. He had given her two beautiful daughters and she hoped one day soon she could give him a son just as the others had. To give him a son would complete Isabella in every way. And then there were her fellow Queens. Never in her lifetime had Isabella imagined she would share a man as well as a bed with four other women, and enjoy immensely every mind blowing moment as she had for the last quarter of a century. While she would always choose Dysea first, Isabella could not deny the intense pleasure she felt with each and every one of them whether it be Aricia’s incredibly sugary pussy lips, For’mya’s wonderfully delicious tongue, or the flavor of Anja’s unbelievably sweet tasting blood. She loved each and every one of them with a passion she had never experienced and would die for them in an instant. And while they each had children with Martin Leonidas, they loved all of them as if they were their own children, and all of them called her mother just as they called her fellow Queens mother.


“Your father is not happy he had to pull you away from Sadi Andro. Moneus away from Carina.” Isabella spoke as she looked at him. “You know that don’t you?”


Andro nodded quickly. “I don’t blame him and neither does Moneus. This is important… and I’m happy for the time he was able to give me. Sadi will understand and I’ll make it up to her soon.”

They both looked up when they heard the roar of four T9E TEMPEST Interceptors pass over the hanger and then the heavier, throaty roar of large engines and they watched as the huge transport began to settle to the ground outside roughly two hundred meters from the hanger.

[Mindvoice Shielded] [Do you feel any?] She asked.


Andro nodded slowly. [Half a dozen. Maybe more.] He replied. [The transport is putting off psychic disruptors to block Mindvoice intrusion. Powerful ones too.]


[What do you feel son?] Isabella asked.


[The Empress and Yuri. They are not shielding] He answered. [Several others that are exceptionally strong.] He tilted his head to the side. [Six dragons… Elynth’s age… a little younger, including one that is openly radiating…]


[Radiating what?] Isabella asked.


Andro looked at her. [Anger and hatred. He has Yuri’s imprint on him. It is the dragon she is bonded too.]


Isabella nodded. [That doesn’t surprise me.] She replied.


She turned as Eliani and Nyla came up to them. “The sensor board is ready mother.” Eliani spoke calmly. “If they have any kind of foreign disease or substance in their bodies we’ll see it.”


Isabella nodded. “Nyla… have your team on stand by to move against the dragons if they do not comply with Moneus’s instructions. Eliani and Tharua will cover. Moneus will secure the ship with his section and Andro, Elynth and I will deal with the others. Where are Lisisa and Jeth?”


[Orbiting above you as you requested mother.] Lisisa’s voice burst into their heads. [The ship is smaller that a Type II by perhaps thirty meters. No visible weapons that I could see.]


[Lisisa… you and Jeth will drop and cover Moneus and Nyla if needed.] Isabella spoke. [Otherwise remain airborne unless we call for you.]

[Seeing her does not bother me] Lisisa spoke quickly. [She is not my mother. I have five mothers who love me. I am not afraid of her.]

[That is not why I want you to remain airborne Lisisa… you know that. If needed… seeing you and Jeth dropping from the heavens will frighten even the most hardened vampire.] Isabella spoke. [That is why I want you to remain airborne.]

[Understood.] Lisisa answered and both she and Andro heard the acceptance and the commitment in her voice. 


“Mother… we’re talking about the Empress of the High Coven.” Eliani said softly. “Is it wise to have just the three of you? Even I can sense how strong this Yuri is.”


Isabella smiled. “Yuri and her mother would not come here on a suicide mission.” She said. “They are too cowardly to die in such a venture. They would send others to do their dirty work. No… they are here to talk. The question remains… how much they will try to test their welcome.”


Eliani nodded and leaned up to kiss her cheek. She nodded to Andro and headed back to where Tharua stood beside the waist high sensor board that Eliani would monitor. Nyla and Arydun moved to stand just to Eliani’s right and Nyla’s Durcunusaan Team spread out in a standard defensive posture.


Isabella looked at Andro just as Elynth came from behind them and the other set of doors to the hanger that led into the main Durcunusaan base. Everything is ready. She spoke as she came up behind them. 
She wore her combat saddle and she touched Andro’s shoulder with her snout as she settled to the ground just to his right, but kept her feet under her ready to spring into action, her talons scrapping lightly against the steel floor of the hanger.


Isabella nodded as the whine of the High Coven ship’s engines faded into silence. “Then let’s do this.” She spoke. Isabella reached up and touched the COM unit built into her body armor. “Moneus… you may proceed. And please do not injure yourself so soon after taking my daughter as your mate Moneus Simpson. She would never forgive me.”


They all head Moneus’s deep laughter echo across the open COM. “I’m more concerned about what Carina would do to me than the High Coven.” His voice spoke. “We’re moving now!”

Aikiro stood next to Yuri near the rear of the ramp, Moran and Tesand directly behind them. They could hear the rattle and movement as Narice and the others unsecured their dragons from their travel pens and began moving towards the rear of the High Coven converted long range freighter.


“Isabella waits for us.” Aikiro spoke softly. “And the oldest son. Several others that are exceptionally strong, including your daughter.”


Yuri nodded but didn’t look at her. “That half breed slut is not my daughter.” Yuri spoke in a low voice. “Can you penetrate the Mindvoice shields?” She asked.


Aikiro shook her head slowly. “Not of the son… his shields are… they are very intricate and almost as powerful as his father. The others are strong enough to detect if I try and probe them, and it appears Isabella is equal to you in Mindvoice ability now. I did not expect that.”


“I suspected as much but didn’t say anything.” Yuri answered. She looked at her mother. “I never expected to set foot on this planet again, let alone come to Sparta.”


Aikiro nodded her head. “Nor did I.” She said. She turned as the others gathered behind them and light green scaled dragon with dirty yellow wings moved up beside Yuri. “We will do exactly as they tell us. Do not provoke them in any large way. I’m sure you can all sense what is arrayed against us now that we are on the surface, but we are not here for conflict. Remember we all have a task to perform and we can’t do that if we are not allowed some freedom. Is that clearly understood?” Aikiro saw their heads nod and she turned to look at where Moran had moved to the side of the ramp. “Very well Robert… let us see what we have gotten ourselves into.”

Moran nodded and punched the control for the ramp. He moved back to stand to Yuri’s right between her and Aikiro as the ramp began to lower. They saw the entrance to the hanger as the ramp lowered and then they were looking at two dozen heavily armed soldiers, all of them wearing black body armor and matte black helmets, the large black skinned soldier standing slightly in front of the others his arms clasped behind his back and armed with what appeared to be just one of their Nehtes secured to his right leg. As the ramp locked fully in place Aikiro and Yuri began walking down, the four ton footsteps of Vollenth following along with Moran and Tesand. His small yellow eyes looked back and forth taking in all around him. 

Anthar leaned his head close to Carisia’s shoulder. [Carisia… we…]

Carisia reached up quickly and rubbed his scales under his jaw. [Not here Anthar.] She spoke quickly.


Anthar understood immediately and remained silent as they moved forward behind Narice and Deneth.


Aikiro stepped up in front of the towering young black Spartan and met his dark eyes confidently. “I am Empress Aikiro of the High Coven.” She spoke.


Moneus looked at the smaller women and nodded his head. He did not make the mistake of underestimating smaller females, for he had seen Eliani and Carina in action enough times to know that was usually a very painful experience. His keen eyes drifted back among those that stood behind her without acknowledging her and took in the half dozen dragons as well as who he assumed were their riders. Three females and two males. The dragons were a mix of colors and none were larger than Elynth except for the carmine red scaled beast in the back rank. That dragon appeared slightly larger than the others by perhaps half a meter. There were another dozen personnel that exited the ship after the dragons and fell in silently.

Moneus Simpson did not fear dragons. He had been raised among them since he was a child, often times getting into trouble with Andro and Elynth. When he completed his Agoge he made the decision to become part of the Durcunusaan, even though he had the Mindvoice skills to become bonded to a dragon. His path in life had paralleled his father’s life almost exactly. He was a superior soldier, and the two dozen members of his section were dedicated to him almost to the extreme. They knew he would not ask them to do anything he was not prepared to do himself. They had fought together during the entire Evolli War, and while all of them had been injured in some fashion of the course of that war, Moneus Simpson was recognized as the only Durcunusaan Section Leader to bring his entire unit back without a death. It was a testament to his leadership really for they had been involved in some of the most savage and vicious fighting of the war, including the nightmare of Alba Tau.


Moneus turned back to look at Aikiro with a stoic face. “You brought more than you told would be allowed.” He spoke.


Aikiro nodded slowly. “Yes… but they are aides and officers that will help me to present my case to your King. That is why we are here young man.” Aikiro answered confidently. “I’m curious… is this how you greet all visiting dignitaries? With weapons drawn and dozens of soldiers?”


Moneus met her eyes evenly. “Whatever weapons your people may have will be left here.” He spoke motioning to the table that was ten meters off to the side with his hand. “They will be physically searched as well as scanned, so it is within your best interests to hand them over now as opposed to us discovering them. And you will remove the saddles from the dragons.”

“Do you know how to ask politely?” Yuri spoke now.


Moneus looked at her. “Yes I do.” He replied. “I’m not asking however. I’m telling you. Is that a problem?”


“Why do they need to remove their saddles?” Robert Moran asked as he drew open his jacket and removed the hand blaster and knife while others did the same, very conscious of the fact that there were two dozen weapons very close to them. While those weapons were not pointed at them directly, no one was fool enough to think that would not be the case half a breath after the order was given.

“They won’t need them.” Moneus spoke. “They won’t be carrying any riders while you are here.”


“They are carrying equipment and baggage.” Tesand spoke. “The saddles only make this easier.”


“Dragons are not beasts of burden in Sparta… or anywhere on Earth or within this Union.” Moneus declared with a touch of disgust in his voice. “The saddles will be removed and you can carry your own bags and equipment. You have two arms and two legs, use them.”


“You are the son of Daniel Simpson aren’t you?” Yuri asked now. “I remember him well. You have your father’s rather abrasive disposition.”


“The longer we stand out here discussing what you need to do, the shorter the amount of time you will have with King Leonidas.” Moneus spoke looking at her. “If you do not wish to adhere to what I have told you… then you may turn around and carry your collective asses back to your ships and out of Union territory.”


Aikiro’s eyes flashed angrily for a moment and she took a deep breath. “Did your father raise you to be rude young man?” She asked pointedly.


“My upbringing is none of your concern Lady Aikiro, but if you must know, my mothers raised me to be respectful of those who deserved it. In my opinion you have not yet earned the right to deserve it. And with any luck, you won’t be around long enough for it to be a concern of mine.” Moneus spoke. 
Dante stepped up behind his grandmother. “I believe you need a course in manners!” He spat. 

Moneus looked at him and smiled. “Are you offering pureblood?” He asked meeting Dante’s eyes without a hint of fear.

Everyone heard several of the closer Durcunusaan snicker. “It would be your funeral.” One of the closest females spoke softly.

Moneus turned his eyes back to Aikiro. “My instructions were to treat you as the head of a foreign government that is not friendly to the Union. It is you who requested this meeting… and you accepted the conditions for travel to Earth.” Moneus spoke. “If you wish this meeting with King Leonidas to proceed any further… you will accept the conditions I have just laid out to you as a Section Leader of the Durcunusaan.”

Aikiro’s eyes grew a little wider. “Ah… the Spartan Royal Guard. The Wolves of the Blood. I believe that is what your name means in the ancient Lycavorian language isn’t it?”


Moneus looked at her blankly. “I’m waiting.” He spoke.


“We use our dragons not only to fight, but as beasts of burden as you say.” Aikiro spoke. “I request that they be allowed to keep their saddles. I assure you young Moneus… there are no weapons hidden within the folds of their saddles.”


Moneus stared at her for a long moment then reached up and tapped the COM unit on his armor. “Andro… would you and your mother come out here. It seems we have an issue of contention.”


“Crown Prince Androcles and Queen Aricia?” Aikiro spoke. “Well… at least we will not be ushered in under heavy guard and…”


They heard the trumpeting roar and their heads came up as Elynth took to the sky above from behind the large hanger a hundred and fifty meters north of where they stood. They could see two figures on her back as she curved out away from the hanger and then turned back with a graceful extension of her wings, heading directly for where they stood. Her light obsidian scales reflected the rising sun brilliantly. All eyes were on her as she swooped in for a very elegant landing only ten meters behind Moneus, Andro and Isabella in her saddle. As she was touching down as lightly as a feather, Andro threw his leg over her long neck as she lowered herself to the ground facing the High Coven people and he jumped lightly to the tarmac, Isabella following suit. 


Aikiro looked confused as Andro and Isabella stepped up on either side of Moneus. Isabella stared at Yuri seeing the hatred in her eyes while Aikiro looked at Andro and then back to Isabella.


“It has been a very long time Isabella.” Aikiro spoke softly. “The last time I saw you… you were only a small child.”

Isabella turned to look at Aikiro, her hazel/green eyes emotionless. “Not long enough it seems.” She spoke calmly. 

“He asked for the Crown Prince and his mother.” Yuri spoke harshly. “Not you.”


Isabella smiled brightly. There was no hatred or anger within her any longer. The life she had now had purged that from her completely. She was a different woman entirely and she looked at Andro who stood on the other side of Moneus and he smiled at her. Isabella looked back to Yuri. 
“Ah sister… there is so much you don’t know. And so much you will never learn.” She turned to Moneus. “What seems to be the issue Moneus?”


“I asked them to remove the saddles from their dragons.” Moneus spoke. “They wanted to keep them on because the dragons are carrying their equipment and bags. Personally… I’d tell them all to take a flying leap and get back on their ship, but I figured I would find out what you and Andro wanted to do.”


“You do not seem surprised that we have come here with dragons of our own.” Moran spoke.


“You took them when they were still very young hatchlings and eggs. Took them from a Union transport that crashed in The Wilds.” Isabella replied evenly. “We have known for years that you have them. Did you think that we didn’t? The Kavalians fear dragons to the extreme… and we also know why you have brought them here and what you will ask for in exchange for this wondrous information you say you possess.”


Aikiro smiled. “Well… I suppose we have made that very obvious haven’t we?”


Isabella didn’t match her smile. “You will find that we do not fear the dragons you have twisted with your ideology and brutal treatment.”   


Vollenth stepped forward now and glared at Isabella and Moneus with evil eyes. He lowered his head close to Yuri’s shoulder. Let me burn them sister... please! He exclaimed to Yuri within Mindvoice.


Andro turned to look at the light green scaled dragon, his azure eyes bright and decidedly emotionless as he chuckled at Vollenth’s words. This caused Yuri and Aikiro and the others to look at him oddly as he stepped right up in front of Yuri and stared back at Vollenth unfazed by the size of the dragon who glared back at him.


Are you so sure you can dragon? Andro spoke calmly. It is a prideful boast… but one that falls on deaf ears. Those around you have been trained to fight dragons… by dragons. You would only succeed in killing yourself and all those with you.


You would be dead Lycavorian boy! Vollenth snarled.


Yuri’s head snapped around. There were times when he bonded dragon was more of a disruption than a help. He was very violent and always trying to incite the other male dragons into fighting him. Vollenth that is quite enough! She barked out in Mindvoice.


Andro smiled up at him. No…Vollenth is it? Unfortunately for you that would not be the case at all… for you would be the very first to die.  He turned to look at Yuri and Aikiro before turning his back to Vollenth. 
Vollenth snorted and stepped closer to Andro only to come snout to snout with Elynth whose lips were drawn back in a vicious snarl. Her golden eyes glared at him with barely concealed rage and she snapped her wings out with an almost deafening pop to their full extension causing the others to step back quickly at this reaction. No one saw her right wing tip whip around faster than they could follow and hit Vollenth full in the snout, snapping his head back with incredible force.

One more step fool… and I will lay open your belly and watch you wither and die on this hard ground! Elynth snarled viciously. You threaten a Talon Guardian boy! One who has the power to end your miserable existence in a single blink!
Yuri and the others could hear the conversation quite clearly and they turned to look at the other dragons in their group who were suddenly shifting their talon equipped feet in nervousness they had never displayed before. All of them except Anthar and Carisia who actually stood very still and were taking everything in.

You would do well to be silent in the presence of those who are your betters! Elynth barked out. You are nothing compared to those who surround you! All of you are nothing! And you would all die in the same amount of time it takes us to take six breaths! Look around you!

Elynth watched as those who had the Mindvoice power to hear her words, Anthar and the other dragons as well turned their heads in different directions. They watched Jeth trumpet in defiance and settle his massive body atop the edge of the hanger, Lisisa perched in his saddle confidently. Nyla and Eliani landed directly behind them some twenty meters away on Arydun and Tharua, while from what had been previously empty hangers on both sides, nearly a dozen members of Mjolnir’s Hand appeared.

So you see Vollenth. Andro spoke now and all eyes went back to where he had returned to his spot next to Moneus. Your boasts and blustering mean nothing to us. Step back behind your bonded one before you are responsible for the deaths of everyone with you. Including yourself. My bonded sister is a Talon Guardian as well… and it only takes one of us to end your miserable life. You choose which one will do so… or do as your rider tells you and step back.
Vollenth! Yuri hissed out reaching up to grasp his saddle. His head whipped around to look at her. Now is not the time Vollenth. Step back. 

Vollenth turned his head back to Elynth and saw her snarl at him once more. There… there will be another time. He hissed out.

We welcome that time boy! Elynth growled right back.

Vollenth then stepped back at Yuri’s urging and they all watched Elynth dismiss him casually and move to Andro’s left with graceful movements. As she settled to the ground next to him, her head brushed his shoulder affectionately and Andro reached up to rub her scales under her jaw.

“Mother?” He called back over his shoulder to Isabella, noticing the stunned looks from Aikiro and Yuri and all those who could hear him.

“It is your decision Andro.” Isabella said with a small smile of her own at their reaction to Andro’s words. “I think we’ve done an excellent job of showing them where they stand.”

Andro nodded and turned back to Aikiro and Yuri. “The saddles come off.” He spoke firmly. “We do not treat dragons as pack animals and while you are visiting Sparta and Earth nor will you.” Andro stepped to the side and motioned towards the hanger. “You can remove the saddles inside the hanger where it is more comfortable. We will provide an extra vehicle for your use if you are unwilling or unable to carry your possessions yourselves. Now… if you will follow Moneus and his section please… my father is waiting for you.”

Aikiro’s eyes narrowed and she took Yuri’s hand. “I see the arrogance has passed from father to son.” She spoke.

Andro smiled at her words. “Just as it appears the same has happened with your children Lady Aikiro.” He replied looking at Yuri. “Only in your case the arrogance is a bluff. But that is something I’m sure you will come to discover on your own. Your power is such that you would probably kill me and many of those here with me… but I will die knowing you and those with you will never see the sun rise to mid day, for even as great as your power is… you will not defeat this entire base and the city that surrounds it. There are four thousand nine hundred and sixteen dragons and two other Talon Guardians that call Earth home. Not to mention the three million Spartan troops in and around Sparta alone. You would last perhaps an hour before you joined me in death.”

Aikiro couldn’t help but smile as she looked at him. “I find myself admiring you young man. In spite of myself.”
Andro shrugged. “I’m sure it is only a momentary pause in your demeanor and it will pass quickly I’m sure.” He spoke motioning with his arm again towards the hanger.

Aikiro laughed again and nodded. “You are correct.”

“Do you wish to remain out here and trade insults with us?” Isabella asked with humor in her voice as she stepped up next to Andro. “Or would you prefer to conduct the business you came to conduct and then leave our city and Union so that we can be rid of you? You asked for this meeting Aikiro. If your only intent was to come here and visit, you may get back on your ship and leave. We have no desire to visit with you or those with you.”

Aikiro squeezed Yuri’s hand. “Very well.” She spoke.

They watched as they began moving towards the hanger. Isabella nudged Andro with her elbow. “You enjoyed that.” She whispered.


Andro looked at her. “Maybe just a little.” He whispered back before his eyes lifted and settled on the raven haired pureblood that was walking past them. She glanced up shyly as she passed by them, the reddish scaled dragon beside her. Her Mayan blue eyes were bright and alive and Andro detected just a hint of humor in them. Isabella sensed Andro tense ever so slightly as he looked at the female with long dark hair and she looked at him.


[Andro… what is wrong?] She asked.


Andro shook his head and turned to her. [I’m sorry… what?]


[Are you ok?] Isabella asked.


Andro nodded quickly as fleeting images swirled in his head and then faded. [Yes. I’m fine.] He spoke.


[You drifted out there for a moment.] Isabella said reaching for his arm.


Andro nodded. [The feelings I’m getting from these High Coven dragons are confusing.] He lied. [They were battering my shields for a moment.]


[You’re ok now?]


Andro nodded. [Yes. Now we can take them to father and see what they have to say. I’m sure it will be quite interesting.]


Isabella turned and watched as they walked into the hanger. [I don’t know. Something tells me we may have just let the wolf loose in our own hen house.]


[Perhaps.] Andro spoke. [We just need to be extra vigilant.]


Isabella nodded. “Come on… before your sister tells them where to go and how to get there for not listening to her instructions.”


Andro smiled and nodded and they began following the High Coven personnel towards the hanger. “This should be a very interesting visit.” Andro spoke. “How often do we invite our most hated enemy to dinner?”


Isabella looked at him. “Very funny.” She said. “I hope your father knows what he is doing.”


Andro nodded. “So do I.”

SPARTA
OFFICE OF THE PRIME MINISTER


Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos looked up from his desk when his senior aide, a very attractive female elf, knocked and quickly walked into his office. He saw the look on her face and slowly came to his feet.


“Da’Lira… what is wrong?” He asked.


“Forgive me for bothering you sir… but the Zaleisian Ambassador is here again and he is demanding to speak with someone in authority. Since the Prime Minister is at that meeting, I did not know who to bring this too?” The elf female answered. “The Prime Minister has been avoiding him for some reason and he is very insistent this time.”


“What meeting is Deia at?” Laustinos asked.


“You know sir… the one with the High Coven Empress. They arrived only an hour ago.” Da’Lira spoke.


Laustinos moved around his desk. “I knew they were coming but I did not know they were already here. Where are they meeting?” 


“The Durcunusaan base sir.” Da’Lira replied.


Laustinos nodded. “Ah yes.” He spoke softly. He did not have the security clearance to enter that facility without an escort, something that he had been bothering Deia about for many months now. His eyes grew a little wider however as he realized this was his opportunity to shine and he smiled. “Da’Lira, please if you would show the Ambassador in and free up the rest of my day. I will meet with him.”


The female elf nodded and retreated out of his office quickly. Laustinos moved around to the small wet bar he kept in the office and began pouring himself a glass of Spartan Wine. He was doing this when Da’Lira returned with the Zaleisian ambassador in tow. 


The man was of medium height, the dark blue clothes covering almost amphibian like skin that looked moist to the touch. His head was oval in shape, with large bulbous eye sockets and dark eyes that did not seem to fit his face and he had no visible hair on his body.


Laustinos turned with a huge smile. “Ambassador Varasa… now this is a pleasure sir.” He stepped over to the surprised man and extended his hand.

The Zaleisian looked somewhat taken aback as the Lycavorian grasped his six fingered webbed hand. “I was… I was under the impression that Prime Minister Deia was avoiding me.” Varasa spoke.


Laustinos shook his head. “My apologies Ambassador… but that is certainly not the case. Prime Minister Deia is usually very busy in the first weeks of our exodus to Earth until things settle down. I have the afternoon free… what can I do for you?” He motioned the chair in front of his desk. “Can I offer you some Spartan Wine? It is freshly made just this week.”


Varasa nodded. “Thank you.” He spoke as he settled into the chair.


Laustinos poured another glass and then took both and returned to his desk handing one to the ambassador. “So… please… what can I do for you today?”


“I have been requesting a meeting with the Prime Minister for three days now.” Varasa spoke. “It concerns an issue of trade.”


Laustinos nodded. “Certainly… many of our trade agreements fall under the jurisdiction of my office anyway.” He said moving back to his chair. “Please… go on.”


“It is my understanding that the Rurudan Consortium has recently had a major natural disaster that has destroyed their crops of Notal Berries. If my understanding is correct they were your largest supplier, and it is Notal Berries that are needed to make this fine Spartan Wine of yours.”


Laustinos nodded. “Yes that is regrettably true.” He spoke. “We are currently searching for other suppliers on the Rurudan homeworld and within other avenues to offset the losses.”


“I have been asked to inform you that the Kavalian Federation is prepared to offer you a long term agreement for Notal Berries at a much reduced rate.” Varasa spoke. “It would be a means of possibly beginning formal negotiations with the KFI to officially recognize their government and put a quarter century of distrust behind you.”


Laustinos leaned back in his chair. He knew full well of the relationship between the Kavalian Empire and the Lycavorian Union. He also knew that the King’s brother, a Lycavorian who now called the KFI his home and people was among the main issues with the King. Laustinos had been there that fateful day and he had witnessed the savage and barbaric fight between the two brothers. He had seen the brutality his King was capable of… the brutality he had shown in their very brief encounter with the Kavalian rogue forces that had attacked the Union planet twenty years ago. He also saw the brutality of his King during the Evolli War. Laustinos wrongly assumed the Lycavorian Union did not recognize the KFI because of the King’s feelings for his brother, and Laustinos knew that personal feelings did not fit among the delicate nature of politics.

He looked at Varasa. “What is it you need Ambassador?” He asked.


“Only permission for a Kavalian delegation to be allowed to cross the border and come here. To present their proposal in person. This is an opportunity for greatness and to bring peace and prosperity to both the KFI and the Union. I can even arrange for one of our own ships to transport them here.”


An opportunity for greatness.


Laustinos leaned forward in his chair and nodded. “Very well Ambassador.” He spoke. “You may pass on to the Kavalian delegation that I will grant them access to cross the border and come here. Let it not be said we can not be open and friendly as well.”


Varasa smiled. “Would you be willing to put that into a transmission yourself Deputy Prime Minister?”


Laustinos nodded. “Of course.” 

He spoke as visions of his stature climbing several notches swept over him. Not to mention the visions of a chance to finally be taken notice of by one person who Laustinos wanted to shine for. He coveted Deia’s job yes… but there was something else he coveted more.


Carisia could not tear her eyes from Androcles where he sat next to his father across the table from them. Even Thast’s foul presence next to her could not tame the racing of her heart even as she maintained a stoic and clam demeanor outwardly. He was the image of his father in every way that she had known. Carisia had not expected to feel the sheer magnitude of the power within him as she had this day, nor did she realize the incredible brightness of his eyes. And she had not expected his level of confidence even standing in front of Vollenth and her grandmother. And then when he sat next to his father at the table, the tremors within Mindvoice almost tripled in power. King Leonidas was every bit as powerful as her grandmother… perhaps not as refined and subtle, but the power was within him. And Androcles Leonidas was not far behind at all.

They had been escorted here to this large room in the underground facility under heavy guard. Anthar and the other dragons were left in the comfortable hanger above them with ample food and water, something that Anthar was relishing Carisia could feel with some humor. She sat quietly as her grandmother and King Leonidas gazed at one another while aides from both sides ushered about handing out data pads and other items. Carisia sat next to Narice, and surprisingly she did not feel the same inbred hatred for Lycavorians emanating from her as she did from Dante and Javier, not to mention her mother and Robert Moran. She had been surprised that Isabella was here and now sat to the King’s right. She was regarded as a High Traitor and had a death sentence on her head if she ever came into High Coven space. Just as her grandmother’s son Vonis did. Carisia knew to even mention either of their names was an act punishable by several days in confinement at the very least. She also sensed it was rubbing her mother and grandmother the wrong way having Isabella present in the room; something that she noticed gave Isabella great joy if the smile on her face was any indication.


Carisia turned her head when the metallic clanging noise sounded from all around them and the older Lycavorian turned from the main door after entering a code.


“We’re secure now Milord.” Armetus spoke as he moved to the chair near the end of the table.


Martin nodded and sat back in his chair as his eyes remained on Aikiro. “Ok… you asked for this little soiree.” He spoke. “Thrill me.”


Yuri leaned forward and looked at him across the table. “There is still no diplomat in you whatsoever is there Martin?” She spoke.


Martin shook his head. “Diplomacy is overrated.” Martin said. “I prefer straight talk. So now… why don’t you tell me why you came all this way to ask me to train the dragons you took from us… so you can use them to fight the Kavalians?”


“Why do you assume this is what we want?” Aikiro asked evenly.


“I may be many things… stupid isn’t one of them.” Martin spoke in reply. “Your war with the Kavalians is an ongoing affair. You know how they are affected by dragons… and now that those dragons you kidnapped and stole are old enough to fight… you want to use them against the Kavalians. The only problem with that is you don’t know how to employ them against the T19s that the Kavalians have been buying left and right in The Wilds. Without what we can teach your dragons, the first battle they go into will be their last.”


“You seem to have it all worked out.” Yuri said sarcastically.


“What we have worked out dear sister, is that your Immortals were caught conducting a black market arms deal in Union territory with Evolli mercenaries involving T19s. A weapon which has been banned within Lycavorian Union space ever since the end of the Evolli War.” Isabella spoke now. “Have you not wondered why you have not heard from your detachment of Immortals?”

“We assumed they were lost.” Aikiro stated evenly in reply though she was surprised the Immortals had chosen to conduct the exchange within Union space. “Your doing I take it?”


Martin met her eyes and shrugged. “Illegal weapons deals are frowned upon within the Union.” He said matter of factly. “Maybe you can tell me why Aikiro, after twenty-five years of nothing, you suddenly decide to cross our border and conduct illegal weapons trading within our territory? Wouldn’t that be considered an act of war?”


“You eliminated the Immortal detachment.” Yuri snapped. “What does it matter now?”


Martin met her eyes. “It matters because I trust you about as far as I could spit!” Martin snarled. “And I can’t spit half as far as I used to be able too! Give me a reason why I just don’t tell you to go straight to hell and show you the door!”


“Because you seem to care more about the dragons that will go into battle than you do the men and women who will ride them.” Aikiro stated.


Martin looked at her. “Well… you got something right at least.” He answered. “If… and it’s a big if… we agree to train your dragons, you need to show me something a lot more than the fact you’re willing to violate Union territory and do illegal weapons deals. That doesn’t take a whole lot of brains to do.”


“We could have just launched an invasion across your borders.” Dante spat from his seat next to Moran.


“Dante!” Yuri hissed. “Silence!” They turned to the sound of Andro’s soft laughter and Dante glared at him.


“Do you find something amusing Lycavorian?” Dante asked.


Andro looked at him. “Do you by chance to stand up comedy?” Androcles asked. “Your statement just now was exceedingly funny.” 


Aikiro’s eyes narrowed and she looked at Martin. “You are a very boorish man do you know that.” She stated. “And your son seems to have inherited this nature from you.”

Andro chuckled again. “Thank you for the compliment.” He stated.


Martin snickered at Andro’s response. “So I’ve been told Aikiro. So I’ve been told. Don’t worry though; I don’t intend to be swapping spit with you either lady.” He stated as he sat far back in his chair and sighed. “Listen to me. You don’t like us… and I for damn sure don’t like you. Any of you. However… we have had twenty-five years of relative peace between us. The reasons for that peace do not matter. Each of us has had our own problems to deal with. You more than me.” He looked at Aikiro. “I trust the information I gave to Yuri at our last party helped you?”

Aikiro met his eyes. “Once we were able to stand and hold them… yes.” Aikiro answered honestly. “Though I have always wondered why you did that. And why you took my son.”


“You were going to kill Vonis!” Isabella hissed.


Aikiro nodded immediately. “Yes… more than likely. That however, that was not your concern. I understand he holds the rank of Colonel within your military now?”


Martin nodded. “Yup!” He replied. “He and Va’nimia got four little ones and one big one too.” He said with a smile.


“So he took the elf female as his bride then?” Aikiro asked.


Isabella nodded. “They were joined in an elven ceremony six months after he decided to remain here. It was quite elegant actually. Va’nimia looked breathtaking.”


“Does he know I am here?” Aikiro asked.


Martin nodded and met her gaze. “Yes… I believe his comment to me when I told him you would be visiting was…  Martin Usstan inbal nau ssinssrin ulu kyorl nindel nalt'chaxxan rin'ovpielch

 elg'caress rath 'sohna.” (I have no desire to see that murderous backstabbing bitch ever again.)

Aikiro smiled. “Yes… that does sound like Vonis. And your command of our ancient tongue is excellent.”


Martin nodded. “The reasons for my action were not then and are not now your concern.” He spoke. “Now… can we cut the bullshit and get to why you have come a hundred odd light years from High Coven space? I know it’s not because you enjoy my charming company.”


Aikiro sat back in her chair now. “No… it most certainly is not.” She spoke with a smile of her own. “May Admiral Moran use your star chart?”


Martin turned to Moran. “Knock yourself out Robby.” He spoke.


Moran got to his feet and moved to the large star chart. He took the data pad he extracted from his jacket and plugged it into the slot on the control panel. The holo image shifted to grainy images of a planet thick with jungle and vegetation.

“This is Yoimet.” Moran spoke. “It’s a Class Two Jungle planet teeming with wildlife and some rather nasty critters. We had a double agent in place among the KFI and…”

“Had?” Armetus interrupted.


Moran nodded. “He was discovered shortly after taking these images and executed.” He spoke almost nonchalantly.


“And you made no attempt to retrieve or assist him?” Armetus asked.


“Yoimet is inside Kavalian space now.” Moran answered. “It was one of the first planets they took from us due to its strategic placement along the border of The Wilds.”


“That does not answer my question.” Armetus spoke.


“What relevance does that have?” Aikiro asked.


Armetus looked at Martin and then turned to look at her. “It will help me to evaluate the information you are about to present to us.” He answered.


“No!” Moran answered. “No attempt was made to retrieve or assist him. He was aware of the risks his duties could possibly bring down on him.”

Armetus nodded his head. “Yes… I’m sure.” He spoke. “Forgive me for interrupting you.”


Moran turned back to the chart and holo images. “Yoimet was used as one of the primary staging bases for their second assault into High Coven territory, and it is also used as the main training facility for their cloned soldiers. This agent was in place among the High Coven personnel that defected to the KFI at the beginning of the war. He has been feeding us very useful information for the past twenty-two years and we have no reason to doubt the validity of his intelligence.”


“No reason to doubt his reports aside from the fact that he is dead.” Isabella spoke.


“His death and the information he sent to us… this information… that is the reason we are here!” Moran snapped.


“All I see so far is a lot of green jungle.” Martin spoke calmly. 


Moran adjusted the screen and the next four images showed the training process the Kavalian clones were undergoing. It was detailed and meticulous with not only weapons training, but also long hours in front of computer monitors studying defensive tactics. Moran moved to the other side of the chart and pointed to the large Kavalian in the background. “This is their Chief Instructor. His name is Girruan’Sitti. He is a survivor of both the conflict against the Lycavorian Union nearly a thousand years ago and their war with the High Coven fifty years later. He holds no love for either of us.” The image changed to this Girruan meeting with Keleru and Pusintin on a corridor walkway above the training area. “I’m sure you are all aware of who these two men are. Prefect Keleru and Marshall Pusintin.”


“Marshall?” Martin spoke softly. “He promoted himself. Isn’t that nice.”


Moran turned and looked at Aikiro and Yuri quickly. Aikiro turned her eyes on Martin from across the table. “You are familiar with him I take it?”


Martin nodded. “All too familiar.”


“Forgive me for asking… but there was a great deal of confused reports coming out of Union territory in regards to a battle you fought with this Lycavorian when they came to collect the soldiers you imprisoned.” Aikiro said. “Perhaps you could share what significance this man has?”


“He has no significance.” Martin spoke firmly. “He’s a traitor to his own people who fought against us and you.” 


“But who is he?” Aikiro asked. “For he is certainly not Kavalian.”


Martin smiled and looked at Yuri from across the table. “He’s my brother Pleistarchus.”


Yuri’s eyes grew huge and she looked at the image on the chart before turning back to Martin. “That’s impossible!” She snapped. “He was killed over three thousand years ago! We confirmed this with DNA scans!”


Martin nodded. “You sure did. The only problem with that is your buddy Maruad was also working for the Kavalians at the time.”

“Maruad?” Yuri exclaimed.

Martin nodded. “While he was killing his own people for you on Earth, he was feeding the Kavalians information about your cloning process and whatever else he could obtain about you. Working both sides of the slice of bread so to speak.”


“Me?” Yuri asked.


Armetus nodded from his chair. “You were the main target of three diverse assassination attempts contracted for by the Kavalians. Maruad was in fact the one who revealed yours and Yuriko’s identity to the Japanese government ten years after you became part of their Genome program. We discovered this information when he was captured along with the Kavalians trying to steal dragon eggs from Earth.”


“Maruad was the one who switched the DNA scans of the unit you sent after Pleistarchus. He switched them before your follow on team showed up.” Martin spoke. “Pretty slick move if you ask me. The Kavalians had a hit team here as well, the same time you sent your people after Pleistarchus in 458 B.C. and instead of carrying out their mission to kill you, they killed your assassination team and made it seem like you completed your goal of killing Pleistarchus. He was injured… but they took him off world and he was adopted by a Kavalian. It seems you did not have as tight a grip on this planet as you thought.”


“Apparently not.” Yuri said.


“Can I infer from the tone of your voice that you and your brother do not see eye to eye?” Aikiro asked.


Martin met her gaze. “You can infer whatever you like.” He spoke. “But we were talking about your information here.”


Aikiro held his gaze for a moment longer and nodded. “Indeed we were.” She said. She looked at Moran. “You may continue Robert.”


Moran nodded and turned back to the images. “This meeting took place three months ago.” He spoke again. “Shortly after this meeting… Kavalian Heavy Transports began shuttling large numbers of their biogenic troops to Uirmeik. If I’m not mistaken Uirmeik is only three light years from your border with the KFI.” Moran shifted the images once more. “These images you see are from Uirmeik.”


The room was silent as everyone stared at the screen. There was no mistaking the varied equipment and troops as well as the hover tanks and other numerous articles of war. Moran lifted the second data pad he held. “We estimate sixteen million ground troops have been moved to Uirmeik. They include several divisions of armor and ground based plasma batteries. These biogenic clones are their latest version and they have a life cycle of ten years. Our information indicates that they are eighty-four percent complete with their preparations for another invasion into High Coven space. They’ve never exceeded twenty million cloned troops because they’ve never had the officers to lead them. Apparently twenty-five years has given them the opportunity to have more children, and since Kavalians go from birth to adulthood in a little more than four years, they now have the officers to lead the cloned troops. So they made more of them.” Moran adjusted the image again and the holographic projection of the computer monitor came up with a list of names. “Our agent was also able to obtain this from their data banks before he was discovered. It is a list of planets and cities within Union Space. We can only assume these will be their targets.” Moran turned to look at Martin. “So you see… it appears their intention is to hit us both at the same time and keep us from helping each other.”

Martin looked at him. “It appears.” He said.

Moran nodded. “This intelligence is available for you to review and authenticate as much as you like.” He spoke. “Our best estimates say we have at least fourteen months before they hit us… more than likely closer to eighteen.” Moran returned to his chair and looked at Martin. “In eighteen months… whether you want to or not, you will be involved in this war.”


Aikiro looked at him now. “Now you know why we have come to you.” She said calmly. “This information will provide you the time to prepare for these animals to come pouring across your borders just as they did ours. In your one battle with them, you defeated a force of twenty-five thousand of these clones with only five thousand of your Spartans and a hundred dragons from your Mjolnir’s Hand. All I am asking is that you given our forty-three dragons the same training you give your forces so that we can use them as effectively as you did. Do whatever it is you do, use whatever machines you use, to increase their Mindvoice capabilities and allow them to do what they do.”

Martin looked at her. “Machines?” He spoke. “What machines? You can’t increase Mindvoice abilities with a fucking machine! You more than anyone should know that.”


“It’s possible to transfer small portions of Mindvoice power to others!” Aikiro said. “That is what you have done isn’t it?”


“No.” Martin replied quickly. “We’ve accomplished what we’ve done with training and meditation.”


“I know that you have an intact Mindvoice ship on Earth.” Aikiro said. “I was under the impression you were using something you discovered in this ship to increase the abilities of your people so that they could bond with dragons.”


“Well… your impression would be wrong.” Martin spoke sitting back in his chair. “That is not how it works. I want me and my people to go over this information before we go any further.”


Aikiro nodded. “Yes… I gathered you would.” She spoke. “I assume we will be confined to this base for the duration of our stay?”


Isabella laughed. “We are not like you.” She spoke. “Arrangements have been made for you to stay in Sparta at a small establishment. You will not be confined as you say. You will be free to go anywhere tourists are allowed within the city, which is most places.”


Yuri looked surprised. “No guards?”


“Do you need them?” Isabella asked with a grin. “Your High Coven uniforms will remain in this facility and you will use civilian clothes. There are many vampires that call Sparta home and you will just be additional tourists here for sight seeing.”


“You will let us roam your city freely?” Aikiro asked.


Martin nodded. “Every one of your people will be tracked. You won’t know where they are, or who they are, but you will be watched. You will return to the establishment we are allowing you to stay at every evening by midnight. If one of you misses that and happens to wander off somewhere, all of you will be confined to the prison until that person or persons is found and then I will put you all back on your ship and kick your asses out of my Union. The chips will fall where they will after that. Besides… if your people get out of hand or do something to insult someone in this city, more than likely you’ll get your assess handed to you.”


“And you will of course do nothing about that should it happen?” Aikiro said.


“Why would I?” Martin said getting to his feet. 


“Is there anything else?” Aikiro asked.


Martin nodded. “Don’t fuck with me Aikiro.” He said sternly. “I allowed you to come here knowing you are a back stabbing bitch just like Vonis said. If you fuck with me… you will never leave this planet alive.”
