CHAPTER SIX

GALLAIS’S LODGE

Tesand lowered the portable sensor device and turned to Aikiro and Yuri who stood by the doors onto the balcony looking through the glass out onto the city of Sparta. “Well… unless they have developed something our instruments can’t detect, which based on what we’ve seen so far is entirely possible, the rooms are clean of anything we can pick up.”

Aikiro nodded slowly. “They were able to intercept our communications somehow. And we did not detect their shrouded ships until they wanted us too. They have obviously developed new technology from the Mindvoice ship that we do not have.” She spoke calmly. “I suggest we do not underestimate what they are capable of.”


Tesand met her eyes. “I agree. I’ll set up the psychic dampeners and activate the sensor jammers.” He spoke as he headed into the adjoining room. 


Yuri watched him for a moment and then turned to look at her mother with a grin. “He is very protective of you mother.” She spoke.


Aikiro met her daughter’s eyes and nodded slowly with her own smile. “Yes… in twenty-five years Yuri, he has shown me more attention than you father did in over thirteen thousand. I have grown to enjoy his company and his attentions far more than he realizes.” Aikiro smirked. “Far more than I have allowed him to see anyway, something I must learn to show to him. Besides… he is far more skilled in our bed and he has tasted my blood many more times than your father ever did. He feasts on me like it is his last meal at times.” Aikiro smiled at the memories. “He has encouraged my more suppressed tendencies to come out. Much the same as Robert has with you Yuri. It has allowed me to be more open minded towards many things… and not just sexually.”

“That is something that many have noticed mother.” Yuri spoke softly. “Though… to be honest, I am surprised you allow that pureblood female in your bed. That is something that I have never understood or expected from you.”


Aikiro chuckled softly. “Toria Dellion you mean? Well… never let it be said I am against experimentation and surprisingly she is quite skilled in that regard. That was my idea as well, not Tesand’s in case you were wondering. You should try it sometime. I was pleasantly astonished myself.”


Yuri shook her head quickly. “Robert is more than I need.” She replied. “That has never interested me to be honest.”


“It does require a certain taste I suppose.” Aikiro spoke. 

Yuri nodded and moved to open the balcony doors, the smell of flowers and pine trees filtering into the room. They stepped onto the balcony and looked out over the city, hundreds of men, women and children moving about the streets below, either shopping or sitting at the cafés that dotted the stretch of esplanade they could see.

Yuri shook her head. “Sparta?” She spoke softly. “After all the times through the years that we tried to destroy this city by brute force or subterfuge and still it stands. This cursed place just will not die.”


“Much like the bloodline of Leonidas it seems.” Aikiro spoke coming up next to her by the railing.


“What do you think of his reaction?” Yuri asked as she looked at her. “Were you able to sense anything from him?”


Aikiro shook her head. “His Mindvoice shields are equal in power to my own, as are those of his son.” She replied. “His son will one day equal or surpass him in abilities if what I sensed in him was accurate. He is also very perceptive as well. He knows he can’t match me in terms of abilities. At least not now. Like his father, his strength right now lies towards using his Mindvoice skills to augment his physical abilities, which are already very considerable if my judgment is correct. That is why he said what he did on the airfield. He was very correct in reminding me that we would not last more than an hour if we had concealed motives or were to attempt something nefarious. I could have probed Isabella perhaps… but as I said she has become more powerful than we had first anticipated, much like you have daughter. She would not have been able to stop an intrusion… but she would have detected it easily enough.”


Yuri nodded slowly. “It seems bonding with a dragon has its disadvantages as well.” She said.


“What do you mean?”


“It creates Mindvoice shields that are naturally more potent than normal.” Yuri answered. “I believe that is why we can not penetrate Carisia and Anthar’s shields. I did not believe Vavant’s bloodline had any skill in this regard.”


Aikiro nodded. “Yes… singly they were both quite commanding… together however it would be suicide to try such a thing.” She answered. “I would need at least a week of total uninterrupted exploration with both of them sedated to figure out a way past the defenses they have in place. I had Vavant’s father tested several years after Robert disposed of Vavant. He was unaware of it of course, but the potential in him was there had your father chosen to utilize such things. Of course he did not, and while those we have trained in such ways are more than in the past, their numbers do not equal what is within the Union. Leonidas, his Queens and their First Oracle have been actively training those who show great potential within Mindvoice. Vavant no doubt passed these skills to Carisia within her blood. When coupled with your blood… she is exceedingly more powerful than we first thought, even more so since she bonded with Anthar.”


“Thast will keep her on a short leash.” Yuri spoke cruelly. “He is a vile brute… but he is very proficient in making sure she is never very far from him. And I believe she is afraid of him in some fashion.”


“Afraid of him?” Aikiro asked surprised. “She could snap him into pieces before he knew what hit him if it is as I believe. The Immortals who I had train her went far beyond what my original intent was to be. Why would she be afraid of him?”


Yuri shrugged. “Some sort of inbred female intuition perhaps. Something… some inbred weakness from Vavant’s side of the family no doubt. It is no matter… Thast will go wherever she goes and she hates that.”


Aikiro chuckled. “You enjoy torturing her don’t you Yuri?” She looked out over the city. “I admit… I was confused as to why Robert gave her his name as you have with your own children, but then I saw the larger picture when you promised her hand to Thast. It was a shrewd political move on both your parts.”


“That was entirely Robert’s idea.” Yuri replied. “I was livid with him until he explained to me his reasoning.”


Aikiro nodded. “Speaking of which, I don’t want the others going very far.” Aikiro spoke. “They may have given us free reign to go where we will in this city, but that is a ruse. We will be watched yes, but he wants us to do something stupid I believe. That we can not afford.”


“It will look odd if we confine everyone to their rooms and this establishment mother.” Yuri spoke looking at her. “Then it will appear we are plotting something. We do not want to draw too much attention to ourselves by remaining locked up. They will assume that our information is false and try even harder to discredit it. We should let the others explore to a degree. They might be able to offhandedly gather important intelligence. You and I are known… they are not.”


Aikiro met her eyes and nodded. “Then they go all together.” She said. “We are among our enemies here and I want no one left to fend for themselves. There are enough places just that we can see from here that will fit all of them. At least for now.”


They turned when the chime on the main door buzzed. Yuri looked at her mother before moving across the expanse of the large room and going to the door. She passed her hand over the scanner and it slid aside to reveal the older Lycavorian woman and a single Spartan soldier holding two small metal cases.

“Yes.” Yuri spoke trying to keep her voice neutral.


Gallais stared at the Yuri for a long moment then motioned with her hand to the single soldier standing next to her. “King Leonidas asked that I make sure you were given some of the brochures of Sparta our city and this.” She said holding out the small stack of credit chips.


Yuri took the stack and looked at her. “What is this?”


Gallais smiled at her. “Ten thousand credit Riyal payment chips.” She spoke allowing her naturally affable nature to come out now. “Everything within Sparta is reasonably priced and those chips should last a few days. My lodge here doesn’t have a restaurant inside, so you will have to move among the streets until you find something you like to eat.”


“This is your establishment?” Aikiro asked from behind Yuri.


Gallais nodded. “Yes. Mine and my mate.”


“We have our own credit chips.” Yuri spoke turning to look at her mother quickly and then back to Gallais.


Gallais nodded slowly. “Yes… I’m sure you do. However High Coven credit chips are practically worthless in the Lycavorian Union, and King Leonidas said this will save possible confrontations that could come about if you begin flashing High Coven credits in Sparta.”


Aikiro stepped forward. “He told us there would be no such issues.” She spoke.


Gallais nodded. “Yes he did… however the King can not be in all places all of the time, as much as he likes to think he can. He can not control young Spartans who have had too much Spartan Wine after a long day of training and who might let their mouths overload their brains. You will find the vast majority of the people in our city are very friendly and open. Just do not advertise you are from the High Coven for there is still bad blood among others.”


“You are protecting us?” Yuri asked.


Gallais shook her head with a smile. “Not at all. I’m protecting my people. I would prefer not to have a friend of mine or a young Spartan soldier and his friends put on trial for killing one of your people in a drunken fight.” Gallais turned and held out her hand for one of the cases the soldier held. He set it in her arms and opened it and Gallais turned back to Yuri.


Aligned in the case were four cylinders of cloned blood; that much Yuri could tell right away.


“I assume you brought your own.” Gallais spoke. “However… we do not stock supplies of fresh blood in Sparta. This is what we use for our vampire friends and family. Queen Anja developed it originally and it has been improved over the years. It is preferred among those who need it now. It is readily available and if you run out or get low I can provide you with more.” She closed the case and gave it back to the soldier who then placed them on the floor to the right of the door. Gallais turned to back to look at Yuri and Aikiro. “There are two excellent cafés just down the street within walking distance. If you prefer something larger, I own a hefty establishment only two blocks west of here called Gallais’s Retreat. You will find yourselves welcome there and all the food is made fresh and it is of a wide variety. The King’s family is frequent visitors.”


“You speak as if you know King Leonidas quite well madam.” Aikiro asked stepping closer now.


Gallais nodded. “Yes I do. My son is Star Colonel Isra of Mjolnir’s Hand.” She replied. “They have had some rather interesting adventures together.”

“Chetak’s son?” Yuri asked.


Gallais met her eyes sternly. “I see you are well prepared when it comes to knowing who your potential enemies are Princess Yuri.” She said. “Yes… Isra is Chetak’s youngest son… however my former mate’s name is now used as one of the vilest curses in our language… I would recommend you do not mention his name in public. You will find you don’t like the reaction you get.”

“I understand your son is mated to Tarifa and Aihola.” Yuri said ignoring her warning. “Your own Netnews channels are very informative.”
Gallais nodded once more. “Yes… I’m sure they are. And yes he is. Please… enjoy your stay in Sparta. If I can be of any service to you don’t hesitate to contact me. My COM channel is on the brochures.” 
Gallais turned quickly and exited the room after the soldier and Yuri waited until the door slid shut and locked before turning back to face her mother.

Aikiro smiled. “How convenient that the establishment he reserves for us is owned by the mother of one of his senior dragon riders.” She said. “Everything she told us is the truth. Her shields are rudimentary and I was able to probe her surface thoughts.”

“So she doesn’t work for this Armetus?” Yuri asked.

Aikiro shook her head. “Unlikely. She is a simple woman.”

Yuri lifted the case that held the cloned blood and set it on the table, opening it and removing one of the containers. “I will have this examined before we destroy it.” She spoke. “I would not put it past Martin Leonidas to try to poison us.”

Aikiro nodded and looked at her. “Yuri… Leonidas’s son Androcles… his dragon spoke of something called a Talon Guardian. He referred to himself and his dragon using this term. What is that?”

Yuri turned and looked at her shaking her head. “I don’t know. I’ve never heard the term before.”

“Well it elicited a very profound reaction in our dragons.” Aikiro said. “See if Vollenth or one of the others knows what it means.”

Yuri nodded. “I will contact him now.” She said.

Aikiro shook her head. “No… ask him in person. Tesand may have found nothing our instruments can detect, but like Leonidas… I don’t trust him anymore than he trusts us.”

Yuri nodded. “Of course.” She spoke.

“Once you have done that have everyone meet downstairs and we will decide who will go where and to what establishment. This Gallais’s Retreat is probably not someplace you or I should go, but it might be fine for the younger ones.” Aikiro spoke. “Being on this planet has suddenly made me very hungry.”

Yuri nodded. “It was like that for me as well when I was here. I was told it has something to do with the nitrogen in the atmosphere. How soon do you think he will inform us of his decision?”

Aikiro smiled. “Yuri… his decision has already been made.” She said. “He cares deeply for the dragons and the dragons alone. He has already decided that they will train them. And that is why Vollenth needs to be on his best behavior. No more incidents like when we arrived. Leonidas’s son was right… if things get out of hand we will all die on this planet. I don’t know for sure… but I sense there are far more of these so called Bonded Pairs here on Earth then we have been lead to believe. We need to tread carefully until we know we will be staying and then we can begin to implement our separate tasks.”

Yuri nodded. “I will let everyone know.” She said. “We’ll meet you downstairs in an hour.”


[Mindvoice Shielded] [Did you see her Carisia my sister?] Anthar exclaimed loudly within Mindvoice. [She was beautiful! Her scales were so smooth and she is so muscular! And the way she handled Vollenth? That was priceless!]


Carisia chuckled out loud as she moved along Anthar’s own muscled side, slowly using the rough sided brush to run along his sides and back where the saddled covered his scales. The brush removed the dried and dead scales that the harshly made saddles killed whenever he wore it. Anthar, Deneth, Marux, Naruth, Seyra and Vollenth occupied the immense dragon stable in the rear of the lodge they were staying at. It had two dozen separate pens inside the warmth of the building, with fresh hay and an abundance of water from the small man made stream that flowed through the center of the stable. There were several large containers along the sides of the stable that were refrigeration units of sorts and each one of them was stocked to overflowing with large slabs of beef.

[I saw her Anthar!] Carisia answered with a smile. [Was she just how you pictured her in your dreams?]


Anthar turned his large head and looked at her diminutive form as she brushed him intently. [Forgive me Carisia.]

Carisia stopped brushing his cerise colored scales and met his magenta eyes. [Forgive you for what?]


[I have been talking of her for over an hour.] Anthar replied. He blinked several times. [Was he how you have pictured him?]


[Who?] Carisia asked.


[Blue eyes.]


Carisia couldn’t meet her bond mate’s eyes and she lowered her head embarrassed by her reaction as she remembered it. [His… his eyes were so much brighter Anthar. And he was larger than I imagined. Taller and broader.]

[He trembled with power Carisia. She did as well.] Anthar spoke. [And everyone is taller than you sister.] He replied jokingly as he moved his head back and nudged her in the shoulder gently.


Carisia laughed as she relaxed more. [Thank you so much for reminding me brother.]

The stable was empty of people except for Narice with Deneth at the far end. None of the other dragons particularly like Anthar, and they always made it a point to remain away from him whenever they could. Well except for Deneth who was just plain introverted. Anthar had grown to accept it for what it was. Naruth, Seyra and Marux would never be like him and they sat in a small circle with Vollenth. They had grown nearly as twisted as Dante, Javier and Lucia in their actions, and Vollenth was just plain insane as far as Anthar was concerned. Deneth seemed to be the only normal one among the group outside of him, but he was very private and kept to himself. Vollenth had once attempted to assert his dominance over Deneth and they had witnessed just how strong Deneth was then. He had thoroughly beaten Vollenth down, which only served to cause a deep divide between them. It was only made worse when the following year Vollenth had attempted the same thing with Anthar. The result was the same… a vicious fight between two dragons that Anthar won handily due to his strength, size and own Mindvoice abilities. Vollenth was able to dominate Marux and the others easily, to include the rest of the forty-three dragons within their small group, but Deneth and Anthar remained outside of his influence and that had always bothered him greatly.

Dante, Javier and Lucia did not treat their bond mates as Carisia did him. They left it to others to care for their dragons, while Carisia spent hours brushing his scales as she did now, even filing his talons when they became too long. She had no misgivings about checking his teeth and attempting to find ways to maintain his health and even try and get him different kinds of food. He had seen Narice doing many of the same things with Deneth, but because they hardly ever spoke to anyone, Anthar did not know if that signified they were more like him and Carisia or more like Vollenth and Yuri. 
Anthar had seen dragons in the sky above them that were too numerous to count as they were coming here. It was a sight he was not used too and he found it awe inspiring. The men and women who called this place home did not shy away from him and the others as they did on Usu’Ozeib or Nuwaroa, many of them not even pausing in what they were doing as the six dragons passed them by. As they were escorted here, walking among the busy streets, he even saw dozens of dragons moving about the streets. Most of them appeared to be remaining close to certain men or women; obviously their Bonded Pairs but they walked the walkways and paths freely and no one questioned them.
[How long do we wait Carisia?] Anthar asked.
Carisia continued to brush him but looked at where Vollenth and the others sat. [We will wait until we find out what King Leonidas’s decision is.] She replied. [If he refuses then we will act before we leave. If he agrees… then we can act when we are being trained. We must be very careful Anthar.]

[Yes I know.] He answered. [Do you think they will allow us to go out among the city?]

[I hope so.] Carisia answered. [It is so much brighter here. Did you see the people on the streets? Laughing and children playing? It was incredible.]

[Do not forget the dragons in the sky.] Anthar spoke. [I never believed I would see so many. So many colors and different breeds.]

[I know. It’s incredible.] Carisia said.

[Carisia… do you think…] Anthar’s eyes focused on his bonded sister.

[I don’t know Anthar.] Carisia spoke lowering the brush and moving to where he lowered his head close to her. She reached up and stroked his scales along his eye socket as she knew he liked so much. [If it is possible… we will discover this. I give you my word.]

[Happiness and peace are not easy to discover are they sister?] He asked.

Carisia shook her head with a smile. [No they are not.]
[We will succeed Carisia. We will succeed and we will find what we seek.] Anthar said confidently.

Carisia met his eyes and for the first time since they had hatched their plan she smiled just as confidently. [Yes we will Anthar. Yes we will. You have to remain here for now, but I will try and bring something back for you.]
[I understand.] He replied. [Be cautious out there sister.]  
SPARTAN SECURE SENATE CHAMBERS
SPARTA


“Ok… I’m open to comments and ideas.” Martin spoke as he sipped the large mug of Aricia’s coffee. “Let’s hear them.”


The Secure Senate Chambers, or SSC as it was called by the Durcunusaan, was nothing more than a large lounge with an enormous table and perhaps forty chairs at the table and along the walls. It was very similar to the room in Eden City’s Command center. Completely secure against electronic and psychic intrusion. The Durcunusaan joked that it was so secure only the gods had keys to get into it. In this room Martin expected everyone to be themselves. There was no formality in the least. All rank was left outside and those who were allowed into this room were considered the foremost family and friends of the Royal family as well as the movers and shakers of the Union. A much larger room had been built into the Senate Chambers on Apo Prime and of the trillions of sentient lifeforms that called the Lycavorian Union home, less than a quarter of one percent of that population would ever see the inside of one of these three rooms in the Union.


“Take the dragons they came here with and send the rest of them packing.” The male voice spoke.


The two dozen heads, male and female, turned to look at Vonis where he leaned against the wall.


Star Colonel Vonis, son of the now dead Veldruk and Aikiro and half brother to Isabella. An imposing figure for a pureblood vampire, much larger than his father ever was, and a man who for the last twenty-five years had worked tirelessly in the field of protecting this Union he had come to love and call home. A trained assassin and high level Intelligence Agent of the Venorik Elghinn, the High Coven’s dreaded intelligence service, Vonis was a man who knew death intimately. A man who had come into the Lycavorian Union those twenty-five years ago bent on killing Isabella and destroying the peace and serenity that every vampire that called the Union home had gained. A man who had taken an elf female to be his sexual plaything while he was on Elear attempting to complete these missions. A man who had fallen head over heels in love with the dark haired, blue eyed elven female who had given him so much and asked for nothing in return.


Vonis remembered that day as if it was yesterday. Standing next to King Leonidas and turning to see Va’nimia standing by the ramp of a STRIKER. Tears clouded her eyes as he was about to be turned over to Yuri and his mother and would no doubt be executed for his actions. Executed for discovering he had a heart and that heart had been possessed by the elven beauty. Vonis remembered the King’s words to him that day vividly. 


[Mindvoice Shielded] [All you need do is turn and grasp the future Vonis.] Martin’s voice burst into his head and his wide eyes turned back to him in shock. He had brushed aside his Mindvoice Shields as if they weren’t even there. [I have lived my life by one primary rule Vonis. Never fear the unknown, for it could bring wonders you can not imagine. You took the first step when you discovered Va’nimia, now embrace the unknown and move forward. You will not be questioned or harassed in any way. On that you have my word as King. You can have a future with a woman who loves you Vonis. A woman you love as well if only you will allow what I can smell you feel for her to come out.]


[I will be hunted. I will never be at peace.] Vonis spoke tentatively.

[You let me worry about that. She carries your son you know.] Martin lifted his hand. [And she asked me to give you this.]


Vonis looked down and saw the necklace he had given to her those long weeks ago. He lifted it from Martin’s hand as Yuri looked on in confusion. She could feel the tremors within Mindvoice, but the shields guarding that conversation were more powerful than any she had felt except for her mother.

[Your decision right now will not affect just one life, but three lives. Do you love her enough to reach past what you fear? You are Isabella’s sister… and she was right when she told me you are not like your father and Yuri. Prove to me Bella is right about that Vonis and I will protect you myself if I have too.]

[And you will want nothing in return?]

Martin smiled at him. [I have Isabella’s love. Whatever information you have in your head Vonis is not more important to me than that.]

Vonis had done just that.


He had grabbed at the unknown and held on tight, never once looking back. It had not been easy at first he admitted to himself. Isabella’s guidance and support and Va’nimia’s unwavering love for him had been all he needed to get past what he had lived nearly fifteen hundred years believing. The birth of their first child had been the catalyst for Vonis slamming that door shut and forever sealing that part of his life away. Never to be reopened again. He loved Va’nimia just as much, if not more now, than he did back then. She had given him five beautiful children over the course of the years, two proud sons and three equally proud and exceptionally beautiful daughters.


Five years after that fateful day, Vonis had walked into Armetus’s office and asked for a job. Martin Leonidas had kept his word to him, and never once in that five year period had Vonis been detained or questioned about anything in regard to the High Coven. That had sealed Vonis ultimate loyalty to him and the Union for all time.


Martin chuckled from his chair and leaned back. “Let it rip Vonis.” He spoke.

“They can not be trusted in anything they do or say.” Vonis pushed off the wall and moved closer to the table. “I know that more than anyone in this room. Take the dragons they have come here with… they were citizens of the Union before being torn from us by my mother and her henchmen. Take them back now and tell my mother and Yuri to go suck a very large Kremchak viper egg!”


That brought laughter from everyone in the room for it was well known the Kremchak Viper was almost as poisonous as a Rock Spider, and the eggs were coated with a viscous fluid that was considered just as lethal.


“As much as I would enjoy doing just what Vonis suggests… that is not something we can do now.” Arzoal’s soft voice filled the room from the where she was in the Dragon Cave on the island of Sardinia. 


It was a unique technological development that Avi, the Mindvoice ship’s avatar, had designed and implemented for them on Elear, Earth and Apo Prime. There were dozens of extremely powerful Mindvoice generators scattered all over the City Ship that were sitting idle and unused. These generators when tuned correctly were actually able to turn Arzoal’s thoughts into words and almost exactly match how her voice sounded when she spoke within someone’s mind.


Andro nodded from where he sat next to Moneus and Isra. “The Elder Mother is correct. These dragons have bonded to those who ride them. We can’t separate them now. It would be like taking a beloved sibling from them.”

“They are bonded that deeply with these dragons?” Dilios asked from his chair between Tarifa and Aihola.


Martin nodded. “Arzoal, Andro and I have been feeling the tremors within Mindvoice ever since they arrived. These are not simple and random pairings. They have bonded to the dragons, perhaps not on as large a scale as our own Bonded Pairs, but it is not something that has been forced.”


“What about the intelligence they gave us?” Deia asked. She and Vonis had remained out of the initial meeting and monitored the entire affair from a heavily fortified and hidden room within the base in case it had been some sort of elaborate attempt to assassinate Martin and the others. “Armetus… can it be vetted?”


Armetus looked at Martin. “I’ve already put out word to our people and agents in The Wilds Martin.” He answered. “Confirming the movement of these ships should be easy enough. Confirming the actual existence of these Kavalian forces and their intent is another matter. I’m assuming we don’t want to contact them and ask them if they plan to invade the Union, so other means need to be employed.”


“Which leads me to the next question?” Deia said. “How far do we go to find out if this is true?”


“As far as needed.” Riall spoke now. “Let’s assume these numbers are accurate for a moment. Sixteen million ground troops and the ships to support them. We have to assume they have learned from fighting us twenty years ago in that one battle, just as we learned from them. They would outnumber us perhaps three or four to one… and while that alone does not frighten me completely, the massive loss of civilian life does. Our forces could stand toe to toe with the Kavalians and win even with those odds, but the cost in innocent life and infrastructure damage would be… it would be…”


“Incalculable.” Tarifa answered.


Riall nodded. “An excellent analogy… and completely accurate I’m afraid.”


“Assuming this information is accurate,” Isra said. “How much do we teach the Coven dragons?”


What choice are we left with? Arzoal spoke. We will need to teach them everything we can in as little time as we can. What has taken you, Martin, Andro and the others years to master Isra, we will need to teach them in months. 

Martin turned to Armetus. “Anton and Cihera get off?”


Armetus nodded. “Lynwe and Layna were seeing them to their jump off point and then returning. They’ll be back sometime tomorrow evening.”

“As soon as she gets back I want to meet with Lynwe and you Aihola.” Martin spoke turning to look at her amber eyes. “Danny and I have some ideas we want to run by you, her and Vengal together. If we do this… I need the best small unit operations people I have putting this operation together.”


Aihola nodded instantly. “I’ll set it up.”


“So we are going to help them?” Panos asked.


“Like Arzoal, I don’t see as we have any choice.” Martin said his eyes sweeping those in the room and seeing no one disagreeing with him. “We can’t just dismiss this intelligence.” He turned to Vonis. “Can we?”


Vonis shook his head slowly. “As much as I would like to say yes, no we can not. For my mother to come here herself and present it… it is either very real or it is an elaborate hoax to get us into the war on their side because they are frightened of the next KFI invasion.”


“They have a right to be frightened if what they have shown us is accurate. The KFI has had ten years to build their forces.” Riall said.


“Armetus… I want whatever you can get on the KFI.” Martin spoke calmly. “Discretely of course. Unleash your people my friend… but tell them to be subtle.”


Armetus chuckled. “My people are always discrete Martin.”


“Ok… Tenna what about a reason why they are here?” Martin asked. “We can’t keep them locked away at Gallais’s Lodge the whole time. And we’ll need to move them out of Sparta eventually to someplace less conspicuous.”

“We announce officially that after twenty-five years of relative peace we are signing a cease fire with the High Coven.” Deia spoke. “The Senate has already ratified that as you know Mandri. And it will cover us in the public forum as well. We make it clear that we are not forming an alliance or anything remotely like that. Only that an official ceasefire signing is long overdue.”


“The Kavalians won’t like it.” Tarifa spoke now. “I’m sure your brother will scream to the heavens about it.” She said looking at Martin.


Martin shrugged. “Let him.”


“Do we announce that we are training their dragons as well?” Deia asked.


That would not be wise at the moment. Arzoal broke in. We can hide their number among those already here on Earth, shield them so to speak. If we announce it publicly it will cause too much attention and ultimately lead us to admitting we are training them to fight the Kavalians. That is not something we want to do is it?


Andro looked at his father. “Give them to me father.” He spoke. “The new base in the southern hemisphere is complete. It is remote… completely secure and has everything we will need.” He said. “It is central to the different environments we will use
and King Anotan of the Moon Elves has relocated all of his people from the north to this area of the planet. He even built their largest city only three kilometers from the base. And you know how he fawns over the dragons of Earth.”

I agree. Arzoal said. The training should be conducted by a Talon Guardian since we can not do it openly. You can not be seen doing this Martin for it would certainly mean trouble and political unrest wouldn’t it Deia?

Deia nodded. “Without question.”

Anotan is a dear friend of dragons and will protect us all. Arzoal spoke. It is a sound decision. 


Martin nodded. “Ok… I’m game for that. Now the question is… when do we tell them?”


“The State Dinner is tomorrow evening.” Deia spoke. “I suggest we meet with them in later this evening or in the morning. The sooner we give them an answer the more they will think we believe them completely. We can even invite them to the State Dinner to put forth a façade of faith in what they have shown us.”


Vonis laughed from where he stood. “Deia… my mother would be proud. You are nearly as devious as she is.”


Deia grinned. “Well… I haven’t been in politics for three thousand years and learned nothing. And until we can confirm the content of the intelligence they gave us, I’m not willing to trust them any further than Martin can spit, as he is so fond of saying.”


“Martin… two last questions.” Armetus spoke. “What if this information turns out to be completely accurate and true?”


“Ask me that when we know for certain about that.” Martin said in reply. “I don’t know what we will do because I damn sure have no desire to go to war.”

Everyone in the room nodded in agreement and while they all knew that Martin’s public persona was one of toughness and never backing down; he no more wanted war and death than the next person. He would not allow the Union or its people to be harmed in any way, and given the necessity he would never retreat and most certainly never surrender as Spartan law dictated, but he did not go out of his way to seek conflict. 
“What’s the second question?” Martin spoke.

“Then what do we do if this is all a big deception as Vonis suggests is a possibility?” Armetus asked.


Martin met his eyes. “Then we will do what Vonis suggested initially.” He answered instantly.  “We’ll take the dragons and send Aikiro and those with her packing.”

“And if the dragons and riders refuse?” Armetus asked softly.


We can not allow them to return. Arzoal spoke softly. They would breed, and they do not have the checks and balances we do when it comes to mating. In another three or four century, without proper precautions and education, we would only have to face them again. This time in battle, for I do not trust the High Coven anymore than Martin or Vonis. Arzoal sighed heavily. If they refuse… if they refuse then they must die.
JAGALIU

THE WILDS


Esther hated coming here.

Jagaliu was a central hub of trading and commerce in The Wilds, but it also was a haven for those who preyed on the weak. They had been coming here for almost twenty years to trade what they mined for goods and any new technology that had made its way into The Wilds. Many of the merchants knew Esther well, and while she drove a hard bargain and always traveled with Immortals, she negotiated fairly with everyone and both parties went away profiting from the deals she had worked out. The first two or three times she had come here Cha’talla had been with her. Her beauty always attracted the bad apples, and Cha’talla was very possessive of his pureblood wife. He hadn’t killed anyone, but there were several men who had paid the price of pain for their unwanted attentions. Esther Suira had taken to dressing as inconspicuously as possible, and most definitely never wearing any kind of makeup or perfume. She knew her looks and figure drew attentions from many species, but she was utterly in love with her Immortal husband and had not even the slightest desire to even look at any other males. She herself had painfully made that very clear for two men who had attempted to force their will upon her. Esther may have been incredibly beautiful, but she was still a pureblood vampire. A pureblood vampire with an Immortal husband who had only added to her already lethal skills. Esther was more than capable of taking care of herself, and Cha’talla had stopped coming on this expeditions because he knew his wife loved only him, and was perhaps one of the most lethal females he had ever known.


Esther smiled at the older Limian female as she came into the large trading business. The Limian husband and wife had come here into The Wilds hoping to strike it rich decades ago, and instead had discovered they had a knack for running this type of business. Now they traded in everything from undergarments to ship parts, and it was with them that Esther did most of their transactions. They were like her in that they were firm but fair in their dealings and they had an excellent reputation throughout The Wilds as the ones to come too when something was truly needed.

Esther motioned to Tir’ut, Fash’ka and Ja’narie as they split up in different directions within the business. It was three levels of merchandise and almost like a warehouse in the way it was set up. Along the far wall of the immense building was a large lounge of sorts that served excellent food and drink and which was always full of traders from every species. The entrance to the lounge exited onto the main street of the trading colony, but Esther was one of the few who the Limian couple allowed to enter and leave through the entrance in the back. There were several others within the business itself, moving among the many rows of items and stacks of crates, while the lounge was practically full. Esther ignored the men and women in the lounge area as she stepped up to the woman and took her hands.


“Lesede… you are looking well!” Esther spoke easily and with a bright smile. She truly liked the company of this woman.


“Esther… how long has it been? Four… five months now? You must come to see us more often child… you brighten our establishment when you walk in the door.” The woman answered. Her eyes followed the three figures that had come in with her and she grinned. “Tir’ut and Fash’ka no doubt?”


Esther smiled and nodded. “You know how their father is.” She said. “Ja’narie came with us this time. I think she wants to pick out some new clothes.”


“Well good for her!” Lesede exclaimed drawing Esther close to her much shorter body. “You have done miracles Esther. Cha’talla could not stop bragging about what you have accomplished the last time he was here.” Lesede smiled. 
“We have accomplished it together.” Esther spoke.

“That Immortal loves the ground you tread upon child, you do know that don’t you?” Lesede spoke.

Esther chuckled. “Well… I worship him just as completely.” She said easily.


“So I assume you have converted all of what you brought and you are here for what you need?” Lesede spoke knowingly.


Esther nodded. “It is a long list.” She replied. “Cha’talla wants to be prepared for another fierce winter if it comes. You know how he likes to be prepared.”

Lesede nodded as she took the data pad Esther held out to her. “Indeed I do. Sometimes I wonder if his mind is a machine.” She turned to the room behind her. “Golid! Get out here old man!”


Esther couldn’t help but smile as she watched the older Limian man exit the room wiping his hands on a towel. His red eyes brightened when he saw Esther. “Well… well… she returns after nearly a year!” He exclaimed as he moved around the large counter.


“Golid it has only been five months you old fool!” Lesede barked at her mate. The Limian man came up to Esther and embraced her tightly.


“I see Cha’talla finally allowed you to start coming back out.” Golid said. “He may be an Immortal… but he is still a man who wishes to protect his wife. Especially one as delicious as you.”


Esther chuckled as Lesede slapped her husband on the back of his shoulder. “I’ll show you delicious tonight fool!” She held out the data pad for him. “Take this and go do some work for a change.”


Golid grinned at Esther and took the pad from his mate. He glanced at it briefly, his keen eyes whisking through the content and nodding. “I see you are preparing for another harsh winter?” He spoke. “I have some things I will add to this with your permission. They are items Cha’talla and your engineers might find useful. There won’t be any charge for them… they are experimental actually and I want to see if they will work in the colder climates.”

Esther nodded. “Of course Golid. You know Cha’talla loves playing with your gadgets.”


“Excellent. As for the rest…” He looked at Lesede. “One million.” He saw his wife nod.


Esther nodded her own head. “Make it one point three and it’s a deal.” She told him. “I want to make sure the two of you have plenty to retire on when you decide you are done with this line of work.”


“Retire?” Golid declared. “I’ll be doing this until I am dead. She works me like an animal you know.”


Lesede lifted her hand to hit him again and he dodged her blow and slipped back behind the counter laughing. “I’ll get started. About six hours Esther.”


Esther smiled and nodded her head. They had been doing this for two decades now, and while she did genuinely feel concern for Lesede and Golid, the extra credits they gave to them on every trade deal was to insure that Lesede and Golid kept their eyes and ears open for anyone who might be too curious. It had worked very well in the past, and twice Lesede had warned them of High Coven agents making inquires about stray Immortals that might have passed this way. While everyone knew Cha’talla still lived now, with the genetic treatments Esther had allowed him to take, he no longer looked the same as he did. Esther had ceased the genetic treatments for she had fallen in love with Cha’talla the Immortal, and she had no desire to see him alter his features drastically for something he perceived she would approve of. She loved her huge husband just the way he was.


Lesede took Esther’s arm. “Come child. We will have some Limian tea and I will tell you of the news floating through The Wilds these days.”


“Find a woman brother.” Fash’ka spoke as he and Tir’ut stood at the long nearly chest high bar in the lounge area. 


Tir’ut looked at his brother as he sipped his glass of Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos and shook his head quickly. “A woman? Why would I want a woman now?”


Fash’ka laughed and pounded his younger brother on the shoulder. Fash’ka, his father Cha’talla and their uncle T’lolt were all that remained of their family twenty-five years ago after the High Lord had ordered the purge of their bloodline. The Lycavorian King had saved the life of his uncle T’lolt, and the woman he called mother had saved his own father. His uncle had taken another mate and now had three strong children and Fash’ka had been present for the births of not only Tir’ut but his three other younger brothers as well. Esther had insisted upon it to maintain the culture of their people. The senior males were always in attendance when their children were born, and while they now stood and waited in the next room as opposed to in the same room as centuries past, it was one of the things that had endeared Esther to their people. He had made it his personal mission to insure that Tir’ut was as well trained an Immortal as he and their father could make him. That wasn’t hard to do really.


Tir’ut may have had the Immortal size at six foot four and two hundred and forty odd pounds, but he possessed the speed and agility of his pureblood vampire mother as well. And he had what most Immortals did not. The ability to wrap the shadows around him and vanish into thin air. While not as skilled as what their mother had, Tir’ut was very well versed in using this ability, and had once remained hidden from him and their father for six hours while in the same room. 

“To keep you occupied fool.” Fash’ka said with a chuckle.


Tir’ut matched his brother’s laugh. “I am occupied in my life right now insuring our tribe continues to prosper and grow. A woman would only make things more complicated.”


“Perhaps… but it would be much more enjoyable.” Fash’ka said.


“We should be speaking about you and Ja’narie.” Tir’ut spoke. “You know her father has given you his blessing to join with her?”


Fash’ka nodded with a proud smile. “Ja’narie and I spoke on the trip here. I believe we have agreed to conduct the Joining Ceremony when we return.” He sipped his drink. “Eleven hundred years old I am and she stirs me more than any female I have ever seen. Our mother’s insistence that our people be educated further than what we normally have seen is making huge strides among our people. Ja’narie has an insatiable appetite for knowledge Tir’ut. She reads constantly and knows things I would never have imagined.”


“Have you learned how to love like father Fash’ka?” Tir’ut asked softly. While emotions were becoming more and more accepted among their people, as well as expressing those emotions, Tir’ut and Fash’ka were still Immortals and sometimes loathed to talk of such things in anything more than whispers. “I know… I know that is one thing that is hard for our people to acknowledge… but more and more it is happening.”


Fash’ka nodded with a smile. “If by love you mean do my knees become weak when she enters the room, or if I notice when she wears something that matches her hair, or the way her eyes gleam in the light. Yes… I believe then I have learned how to love. It feels odd… but it feels good.”


As if on cue Ja’narie stepped up close to Fash’ka. “Fash’ka, look at this.” She spoke softly holding out the pendant to him. “Lesede says this comes from the volcanic mines of Reglar Four.”


Tir’ut smiled as his brother turned to look at the pendant and he allowed his eyes to drift over the many different species in the tavern portion of the Limian business. As he lifted his mug of Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos to his lips his dark eyes fell on the single table in the back of the establishment that held seven men. Four Evolli and two Kochab were sitting at the table, all of them watching him and his brother. The seventh man had a cloak and hood drawn up around his head and face. Tir’ut’s Immortal trained senses kicked in at that time as he observed the seven men casually, allowing his eyes to pass over them as if he was scanning the entire tavern. He turned back to the bar that he and Fash’ka stood at.


“Fash’ka…” Tir’ut spoke softly.


Fash’ka turned from Ja’narie when he detected the tense tone of his brother’s voice. They had trained together enough over the years that they could detect even the slightest inflection in each other’s voices or heartbeats. “What is wrong?” Fash’ka spoke.


“There is a table in the back.” Tir’ut spoke as he lifted his mug to sip. “Seven men. Four of them I recognize from the assessor’s office when we made our ore conversion to credits.”


Fash’ka remained calm and pulled Ja’narie closer to him with one arm, surprising her with his action so much that she looked up at him and made to pull away from his forwardness until she saw his eyes and the strength of his grip on her body as he pressed her close to him.


“Fash’ka?” She whispered.


“Please forgive me my actions Ja’narie.” He spoke almost embarrassed by his physical closeness to her before they were joined. “Could you casually look behind us at the table along the back wall and tell us what the seven figures are doing?”


“Fash’ka what is going on?” Ja’narie spoke with some surprise in her eyes for she had never seen this part of him, but suddenly feeling her body become very warm from the closeness of his hard muscled body against hers.

“I will never allow harm to come to you Ja’narie. On that you have my solemn oath.” Fash’ka said looking into her eyes with a long that spoke volumes. “Your father has trained you in the combat arts I know that.”


Ja’narie nodded. “Yes of course.”


“We may need them. Now look at the table in the back and tell my brother and I what the men are doing.” Fash’ka spoke. “And do so casually if you would, like you are simply looking across the room.”


Ja’narie took a deep breath and then she laughed casually like he had just told her a joke, while turning her head to let her eyes flow across the room and the table that Fash’ka was speaking of. She saw three Evolli and one Kochab rising to their feet and moving towards them with the hooded man, while one other Evolli and Kochab were leaving and moving into the warehouse section.


“Two are moving into the warehouse.” Ja’narie answered as she turned back to him. “An Evolli and a Kochab.”

“They are pirates!” Tir’ut hissed. “They are going after mother.”


“The others are coming up behind us.” Ja’narie said quickly.


“Mother is more than capable of handling one Evolli and Kochab.” Fash’ka spoke. “She will have them outnumbered. We on the other hand… we…”


“I never thought I would see this.” The voice spoke from behind them. “The son of the former High Lord’s Immortal Captain. How is Cha’talla these days?”


Fash’ka and Tir’ut turned slowly and saw the hooded figure standing in the middle of the four mercenaries. They watched him reach up and pull back the hood exposing his handsome features and dark eyes. He was a pureblood that was without question but Fash’ka could not recall ever meeting him anywhere and he had an excellent memory.


“I’m sorry…” Fash’ka spoke. “Were you referring to me?”

The man smiled. “I would know the son of Cha’talla anywhere.” He spoke. “The faces of all his children were plastered all over the COM channels after his supposed death. It is well known he survived because of a pureblood like me. One who he was apparently sharing a bed with. I know you.” He said motioning to Fash’ka. “You however… I don’t know you but you look very familiar to me.” He said looking at Tir’ut. “You look odd for an Immortal… your skin actually has color to it and you have hair. I must say I was surprised when I saw the female here had a full head of hair, and then I see you.”


“We do not know you.” Fash’ka said evenly.


“Why should you?” The pureblood said. 


“Is there something we can do for you Pureblood?” Tir’ut asked warily.


“I saw you come in with that large load of Cretolian Gem Ore.” The man spoke. “Very impressive. What did that net you… seven… eight million credits?”

“That is not of your concern.” Fash’ka answered evenly.


The Pureblood looked at him and smiled a cruel smile. “It is my concern Immortal.” He said. “I saw the woman you came here with you know. The one in the cloak and hood. That was no Immortal female; she had far too many curves for that. Who is she?”


Fash’ka felt Ja’narie press close to his back and at first he thought it was out of fear, until he felt the High Coven R14 blaster in her hand push against his side. Fash’ka grinned inwardly knowing he had chosen well in Ja’narie, and very happy that she felt the same for him. Like all Akruxian females, she was prepared to fight for what was hers. And apparently Ja’narie felt that he belonged to her.

“That matters not to you.” Fash’ka answered.


“Oh but you see it does matter to me.” The Pureblood answered. “My associates and I intend to take those credits for ourselves. As well as that excellent and well cared for ship you came in on.”


“Are you what a High Coven deserter and coward looks like these days?” Tir’ut asked very calmly. “You fear fighting the Kavalian pigs so much that you desert and come into The Wilds to prey on others. You will find we are not such easy targets.”


The Pureblood’s jaw twitched and his eyes narrowed. “I am no traitor Immortal dog!” He hissed. “Not like this fool’s father! Now tell me what I want to know and no one has to get hurt, I give you my word.”

“Your word?” Fash’ka hissed. “Your word means nothing to me Pureblood.”


“At the moment… that is all you have.” He answered. “We have you outnumbered… and I know for a fact The Wilds has dulled the skills of every Immortal that comes here. I have killed many myself over the years. I will give you a moment to make up your minds, and then I will simply kill the two of you and sell the female.”


Esther Suira had learned many important things in her three hundred and seven years before Cha’talla came into her life and stole her breath away. She was fluent in nearly a dozen languages now; with her degree in Bio-Engineering and the myriad of medical skills she had taught herself over the years, she was as skilled a physician as any in The Wilds and even in some of the recognized Empires. Her unarmed combat skills had been forged first by High Coven Weapons Masters with training by the few Immortals who had lived on Nuwaroa and acted as Aikiro’s personal guard. Those skills had been refined over the last twenty-five years by her Immortal husband to a level that easily surpassed many of those mercenaries and pirates who thought so highly of their skills. When combined with her unique vampiric ability to blur in motion and wrap the shadows around herself, Esther Suira was a woman the Evolli and Kochab mercenaries should not have attempted to attack.


Esther had been aware of their presence for several minutes as they moved closer to where she and Lesede sat. She had detected their elevated heartbeats the moment they entered the warehouse. Cha’talla had repeated to her over and over in their hours of training together to always be aware of what was happening around her. Esther had taken her husband’s advice to heart and now she always kept her vampire senses on full alert when they were not among their own kind. She may have been a Pureblood, as they were called, but Esther Suira was every bit the wife of an Immortal and she had embraced that life without a second’s hesitation.


They were in the middle of a conversation and the instant Esther saw Lesede’s eyes dark widen and shift behind her over her shoulder Esther moved. The Evolli and Kochab mercenaries were not expecting their target to propel themselves straight up in the chair and disappear into the shadows as Esther wrapped them around herself and vanished from plain sight.

The two mercenaries looked at each other stunned. “A Pureblood!” The Evolli hissed.


“Traveling with Immortals! Impossible!” The Kochab snapped.


The Evolli’s bulbous yellow eyes grew wide as he saw the flash of shadows and blurred motion from his partner’s left. The female appeared once more, only this time without the long cloak. He was riveted in his spot gawking at her delicate beauty and hard cobalt blue eyes even as her closed fist came rocketing forward with the blunt end of the wickedly sharp blade. He heard a dull thump and soft crack as she pummeled the hilt of one of her dual fighting knives into the temple of the Kochab mercenary. 


The Evolli was trying to bring up his own weapon even as his partner slumped to the floor of the warehouse like a limp noodle, his eyes open in death. Esther’s blow, executed with perfect precision and every bit of her vampire strength, had shatter the Kochab’s skull sending lethal shards splintering through his brain and killing him before he knew what hit him. The Evolli got the barrel of his hand blaster up just as Esther stepped to the side and snatched the barrel of the weapon in one hand. She twisted down and away so quickly the Evolli could not get his fingers free of the weapon and he groaned in agony as two of his webbed digits snapped and broke. Esther stepped into the move, sweeping one long legs around behind the Evolli and then tossing him like a ragdoll over her right hip. He smashed to the ground against the wall with enough force to crack several bones, and as he opened his mouth to scream, the sound was cut off as the tip of Esther’s gleaming blade pressed to the loose flesh under his jaw.

Esther twisted his arm viciously and he could only moan in agony to keep from having the blade slice his throat. She glared at him with a savage snarl, her cobalt blue vampire eyes decidedly unfriendly to say the least and her long vampire fangs presenting him with the face of an extremely upset pureblood vampire female. And the Evolli mercenary knew from experience that they were some of the most lethal beings to exist.


“Who do you work for scum?” She hissed. “And know if you lie to me I will make your death that much more painful.”


“Like you!” The Evolli yelped out. “He’s like you! A… a Pureblood!”


Esther twisted his arm even further and heard him gasp against the painful straining of the tendons in his shoulder and elbow joints. Her vampire hearing could detect the sounds of the tendons stretched almost to their snapping point.


“A name!” Esther hissed once more.


“Gareld! His… his name is Gareld!” The Evolli gasped once more.

Esther’s eyes grew a little wider. “Gareld?” She spoke. “And why would Gareld be in The Wilds consorting with scum like you Evolli pig?”


“He… he was… he sided with the KFI when… when they attacked!” The mercenary stammered. “He escaped the purge by the Empress! He stole… he stole a large ship and came into The Wilds! He’s been operating for almost twenty… almost twenty years now!”


Esther turned her head and saw Lesede’s calm face directing several of the Limian men and women they employed to remove the body only meters from where she was. She was waiting patiently while Esther questioned the other fool who had attacked her. Lesede and her husband had made their home in The Wilds for two and a half centuries now, and they knew everyone. They were known as fair and honest merchants, but they were also known as two people who you did not want to get on the bad side of. It wouldn’t be the first time a mercenary or pirate disappeared after angering one or both of them. They were viciously protective of each other and their establishment, not to mention those they called friend. In the last twenty years this female vampire Pureblood and the Immortal they knew as her husband had become like family to them.


“You know this Gareld Esther?” Lesede asked as she walked towards them.

Esther met her eyes and nodded quickly. “He’s someone I never thought I would see again.” She spoke turning back to the Evolli who watched her with wide bulbous eyes. “Why did you attack me?”


“We… we saw you make the ore conversion.” The Evolli answered quickly. “We… we are waiting for a contract… we… we wanted the credits.”

Esther’s eyes flared angrily and she hauled the Evolli to his feet and then used her anger fueled strength and lifted him by his throat several inches off the floor pinning him to the wall gagging for air.


“Well you can’t have them scum!” She snarled. “Where are your pathetic friends? Where is Gareld?”


“The… the tavern!” He choked out the words. “He… he is dealing… dealing with your Immortal friends.”


Esther smiled. “Let’s go see him shall we! Gareld was never very smart… and if he plans on facing down my sons… he is in for a very painful surprise.”


The Evolli’s eyes grew wider. “Son… sons!” He gasped.


“So what is it going to be?” Gareld asked calmly. “Give me the credits you received and we will just leave you alone. Refuse… and I will take great pleasure in killing you and selling the female.”


Fash’ka looked at Tir’ut. “Tell me Tir’ut… which done do you want?”


Tir’ut grinned exposing his vampiric fangs. “I will take the fool Pureblood who thinks to take what is not his.”


Fash’ka nodded. “Ja’narie and I will deal with the other four then.”


Gareld laughed. “You can not win against five of us.” He spoke.


“And you were always a fool Gareld!” Esther’s voice echoed.

Gareld whirled around and saw the body of the Evolli he had sent to deal with the female come sailing across the room as Esther used her considerable strength to heave him through the air. His body crushed a large table as he landed and remained still.


“Ja’narie now!” Fash’ka barked as he stepped forward directly at two Evolli, his hand suddenly filling with the non-lethal baton that they all carried. One of his father’s rules was to not take life unless it was absolutely necessary. They did not need the attention or trouble that would cause. The baton was a simple tool and something based on the Lycavorian Nehtes that his uncle still carried to this day. A collapsible metal rod with a weighted end could do significant damage when wielded by someone who knew how to use it. 
Fash’ka was such a person.


His first blow came smashing across the Evolli’s face, pummeling one of his bulbous eyes into a pulpy mass. The Evolli’s hands dropped his weapon as he screamed in agony and reached for his face just as Fash’ka sent him crashing across the room with a devastating front kick. The second Evolli had time to bring his weapon up before Fash’ka grabbed the barrel just as he was pulling the trigger. A short burst of projectiles was sent sizzling into the air to impact the ceiling as Fash’ka wrenched the barrel skyward to avoid any innocents getting injured. The others in the tavern were scattering in all directions as the violence erupted. The barrel of the weapon burned Fash’ka’s hand, but he did not pause and used his incredible Immortal strength to slam the rifle butt back into the Evolli’s face three times in rapid succession, his yellow blood splattering on the floor and weapon from his suddenly torn lips and split cheek. Fash’ka stepped forward as he ripped the rifle free and used it to pivot to his right, bringing his baton across his body in a vicious side blow that crashed into the Evolli’s chest with enough force to drive the wind from his three lungs and break two ribs. The force of the blow sent him staggering back, tripping over two abandoned chairs and falling to the floor.

Ja’narie acted almost as quickly as her future husband. The sudden realization that she had found it quite intoxicating to feel Fash’ka’s hard body pressed against hers and that these men had interrupted those new sensations fueled her anger. She lifted her R14 the moment Fash’ka’s large frame cleared her field of fire and she let fly three shots total. She knew Evolli anatomy well enough to know they had two hearts, and a perfectly placed shot between those two organs would almost certainly incapacitate them for several hours. It was a more violent expression than Cha’talla would have conducted, but Ja’narie didn’t think he would care in this instance considering they were going after his Blessed Wife. The first round punched into the Evolli’s chest between his two hearts, precisely where Ja’narie had aimed. His body was blasted back from the force of the non-lethal projectile and he staggered across the tavern until falling to the floor curled into a ball. As the Kochab turned to watch his partner being flung across the room he was bringing his own weapon up. His head came back around, his eyes going wide as he saw Ja’narie’s baton snap into his arm with the force of hammer falling on him. Ja’narie may have been a female, but she was still the daughter of Immortal parents and she possessed all the natural strength of her Akruxian species. The baton not only caused his arm and shoulder to go numb, it also shattered the bone and drove the splinter ends through the flesh of his arm. As he dropped his rifle to scream Ja’narie hit him with a solid heel palm strike, lifting his body up off the floor and dropping him like a brick.


Gareld turned back to witness this and bring his own weapon to bear when he saw something he was completely unprepared for.


Tir’ut vanished before his eyes as he wrapped the shadows around his body and blurred in motion. He was the son of an Immortal father and Pureblood vampire mother, and he now blessed the hours and days he had spent with his mother learning to master these new skills that no Immortal had. This was what caused Gareld’s eyes to flare in disbelief. He could no more stop the blow from landing anymore than he could stop breathing. Tir’ut smashed his hand forward in a heel strike similar to Ja’narie’s, only his carried the power of a male Immortal who was blurring in motion. As Gareld felt the pain lance through his chest and his feet lift off the floor his eyes grew wide once more as he saw Tir’ut blur to follow his flailing body. He crashed painfully into the far wall and began slumping to the floor. Tir’ut did not allow him too. His large hand closed around Gareld’s throat and he heaved him off the floor as the shadows unwrapped from around his body. Tir’ut’s face was a mask of unadulterated rage and he squeezed savagely wanting to kill this man who had threatened his mother and brother.

“Now you will die painfully Pureblood!” Tir’ut snarled viciously and loudly. “For you have assaulted the wrong group of people!”


“Tir’ut no!” Esther’s voice echoed like a shot across the room and his head snapped around to stare at his mother.


Gareld’s eyes blinked quickly as the vise like grip around his throat stopped squeezing but did not release him. His cobalt blue eyes disappeared as he recognized the woman walking towards him.


“Es… Esther?” He gasped.


Esther walked calmly towards her oldest son with Cha’talla. “Release him Tir’ut. I had to kill one of the fools he sent after me… and that is the only blood I want on our hands this day.”


Tir’ut shoved Gareld closer to the wall while his free hand reached forward to search him quickly, taking the hand blaster and knife from within the folds of his clothes. When he was satisfied the man was unarmed he released his grip on Gareld’s throat and the pureblood vampire dropped to the floor gasping for life giving air. His hands went to his throat as he sucked in breath after breath and slowly got to his feet. His eyes went immediately to Tir’ut.

“What… what are you?” He gasped.


“Dosst sslith vith ramoth.” Tir’ut growled. (Your worst fucking nightmare.)

Gareld stared at him at for a long moment until Esther stepped up next to him and his eyes went to her in shock. “You… you are supposed to be dead!” He stammered. “The… the Empress said… she said Cha’talla would kill you once you left Nuwaroa!”


Esther glared at Gareld. “As you can see… she was wrong.” Esther spoke her voice filled with contempt and hatred. “I imagine she has been wrong about quite a few things these last years.”

“He is a deserter mother.” Tir’ut spoke and smiling as Gareld’s eyes grew even wider.


Esther looked at him. “You always were a coward Gareld. It does not surprise me that you would side with the Kavalians and then run when you were discovered.” She spoke. “Be thankful I am in a forgiving mood.”


“He called… he called you mother?” Gareld gasped looking between Tir’ut and Esther. “He is… he is an Immortal!”


“I am only half Immortal fool!” Tir’ut barked out. “Or are your eyes as stupid as your brain? My brother is pure Akruxian.”

Gareld saw nearly a dozen armed Limians now gathered around his men and he watched as Fash’ka and Ja’narie came up next to Tir’ut. “You… you aturr l'veldrin.” He stammered. (Used the shadows)

Tir’ut grinned at him. “Pretty handy skill. I have my mother to thank for that.” He spoke looking at Esther.


“Mother?” Gareld said as his eyes went to Esther who stood there. The features were so easy to see any fool could see they were related. “He is… he is your son?” He asked astonished. “How… how is that possible?”


Even under the circumstances Esther could not help but laugh at the question, even while Tir’ut and Fash’ka joined in. Ja’narie stepped up and looked at Gareld oddly. “Are you stupid?” She asked. “Do you not know how children are made?”

Gareld opened his mouth to retort but Tir’ut shoved his baton into Gareld’s mid-section roughly and with enough force to make him think about it. “Do not say what you were going to say Pureblood.” Tir’ut spoke. “I would prefer not to carve your tongue out of your head, but I will. Or my brother will.”


Fash’ka stepped forward and glared at him. “With great pleasure.” He snarled.


“Brother?” Gareld gasped. “You… you are the son of Cha’talla. How could…?” Gareld’s eyes snapped back to Esther. 


“Tir’ut is our oldest.” Esther announced proudly. She lifted her hand and stroked her son’s cheek lovingly. “Can’t you see the resemblance Gareld? He has Cha’talla’s dark eyes thankfully though.”


“You… you gave birth to an Immortal’s child?” Gareld almost yelled.


“Four actually.” Esther replied calmly. “Tir’ut is the oldest as I said, but all of them are beautiful, proud and strong boys. Just like their brothers here.”


Fash’ka smiled and nodded. “Thank you mother.” He spoke.


Esther smiled at him before turning her eyes back to Gareld. “What are you doing here Gareld?” She asked. “And before you answer me I should warn you… if you lie to me… I will have Tir’ut knock you unconscious and then I will take you back to my husband. Cha’talla would like nothing better than to get his hands on the man who whipped and raped me.” Tir’ut and Fash’ka both turned to look at her with wide eyes.

“This is the man!” Tir’ut shouted his eyes savage as they turned back to Gareld. His hand came up in an instant and closed around Gareld’s throat once more, lifting him off the floor and pinning him to the wall.
Fash’ka leaned in even closer, his dark eyes alive with hatred and rage all his own. It was not common knowledge among their tribe, what their mother had endured, but their father had told him and Tir’ut one night when they were out hunting. They had seen small portions of the very faint scars protruding from under her thin strapped undershirt when she worked the fields with them, but no one ever questioned her about it. It was also that night that Cha’talla had told his sons in great detail just how Esther had claimed his heart and showed him that he could be so much more.  
“My father has described in great detail what he intends to do to you if he ever discovers you.” Fash’ka growled. “Mother… let Tir’ut and I take him! Let us exact our father’s honor and vengeance for what he did to you!”
Esther shook her head and placed one hand on Tir’ut’s powerful arm while she took Fash’ka’s large hand in her much smaller one. “No!” She ordered. “Release him Tir’ut.”

“Mother… he violated you!” Tir’ut exclaimed tearing his eyes away from Gareld’s face as he strained against the iron like vise Tir’ut had on his throat. “He whipped you!”

Esther nodded. “Yes… he did.” She spoke calmly even as Ja’narie stared at her with wide eyes. This was a part of her life that Ja’narie had heard rumors of, but never confirmed until now. “And his actions only served to confirm without question my love and devotion for your father. Killing him serves no purpose. He is only a common thief now.” Esther smiled smugly. “Besides… even Gareld and all his friends could not do to me what your father does to me when I am in his arms.” She turned her head and looked at Tir’ut. “Release him my son.”

Tir’ut loved his mother with all the commitment of a son for a mother, and now looking at her and seeing the strength of her inner self even when face to face with the man who had violated her so, this inspired Tir’ut boundlessly. Now he truly understood why his father so loved her and called her Blessed Wife. His chest swelled with pride and he released Gareld, watching the man slump to the floor once more gasping for air. Esther squatted down in front of Gareld and smiled.

“Hear me Gareld… and hear me well.” Esther spoke. “You will live this day not because I don’t relish the opportunity to gut you like the pig you are, but because I want you to know that you will never be Cha’talla. I want you to know that it is his hands that stroke and explore my body at night; it is his hands that make me whisper professions of love in his ears. I am the Blessed Wife of an Immortal Gareld… Cha’talla’s wife… and from this day forward you will now have to look over your shoulder no matter where you are. Once my husband discovers you are alive and wandering The Wilds with your sick friends here, he will make it his personal mission in life to search for you whenever we leave our home. And you will die by his hand one day, and it will not be a quick or painless death… that I can assure you.”
“I have killed plenty of Immortals since I left the service of Lady Aikiro!” Gareld spat at her as he got to his feet.

Esther stood up as well and met his eyes. “No Gareld… you have never met an Immortal like Cha’talla or the sons of his loins.” She spoke looking at Tir’ut and Fash’ka. She turned back to Gareld. “I will however make sure your words are inscribed on the headstone wherever he ends up burying you.”

“I… I am not afraid of you or your foul children!” Gareld growled. “I am a Pureblood and…”

“You are a fool!” Esther barked. “You have always been a fool! Even when you were raping me you were a fool! Only a fool would attempt to take from Immortals what is not theirs! Did you have a malfunction in conscious thought processing when you decided to attack us?”

“I don’t need your credits!” Gareld hissed. “I have a larger profit to make soon.”

Esther nodded. “And you only thought to take our money and amused yourself until this supposed profit comes about?” She declared with a laugh. “Well I certainly hope this profit you are going to make is easier than what you just attempted. You failed miserably in that.” Esther stepped closer to him. “Take your fool friends and go Gareld! Go before I change my mind and allow my sons to tear you limb from limb and feast on your blood! Go!”

Gareld was many things; foolish was not one of them. He glared at Tir’ut and Fash’ka before moving quickly around Tir’ut’s large bulk and moving to where the Limians were surrounding his men. He pushed and shoved them out of the tavern’s entrance as Lesede and Golid watched with hostile intent.

Tir’ut stood next to his mother and turned to face her as Fash’ka stepped up to them, holding Ja’narie’s hand.

“You should have let us kill him mother.” Tir’ut spoke softly.

“Tir’ut is right.” Fash’ka spoke.

Esther looked at them and nodded. “Perhaps… but it is your father himself who has told you countless times to avoid drawing attention to ourselves. Killing him would have only spread word that our tribe is thriving and about. Letting him go makes it instant news that will fade in a matter of hours.”

“When father discovers…” Fash’ka began speaking.

Esther nodded. “Yes I know.” She spoke. “However… your father will find him and make an example of him very quietly and without fanfare. He is over seven thousand years old and he’s so very good at making unwanted individuals disappear without a trace.” She finished that with a smile. “That is a skill both of you have not yet achieved.”

Fash’ka looked at his brother and grudgingly nodded his head. “Mother speaks the truth.” He said. “And it should be father who finally finds and exacts his justice upon this Gareld fool for what he has done.”

“Fash’ka…” Ja’narie exclaimed as she felt the burn on Fash’ka’s hand now. “You are injured!” She pulled his hand away from his body and began inspecting it.

Esther smiled. “Fash’ka, take Ja’narie and go with Golid to insure our cargo is secured and do not be pig headed and stubborn and let Ja’narie treat your injury. Tir’ut and I will finish our business with Lesede and then we need to go to Aprian Two.”

“Father will order us home immediately once he discovers what has happened here.” Fash’ka said. “You know that.”

Esther chuckled. “I will deal with your father.” She said. “Go… Tir’ut and I will join you in a short while.”


“Du'ased 'ranndi.” Cha’talla’s voice filled the cockpit of their ship and Esther could only smile warmly. He could speak those words in the ancient vampire language with such emotion that it made her shudder in joy. (Blessed Wife)

“We are fine husband.” Esther said finally as she gazed at his face on the monitor. “You would be very proud of your sons this day.”


“I was already very proud of them.” Cha’talla spoke evenly. “I am more concerned for you now.”


“Cha’talla… there is not a male alive in the universe that could steal me away from you.” Esther spoke humorously. “You should know that by now.”


Cha’talla snorted in reply and Tir’ut laughed at his father’s reaction from his seat in the pilot’s chair of their transport. “Nor me from you Esther, but knowing this fool still lives? You should have let our sons dispose of him and be damned with the consequences!”


“Husband… that would put all we have at risk and you know that.” Esther said calmly. “You yourself have always maintained we need to keep a low profile. Killing Gareld would have only brought attention to us that we don’t want. Besides… now that you know he is wandering The Wilds I have no doubts you will find him one day.”


Cha’talla’s dark eyes glimmered. “Indeed I will.” He spoke. “And he will experience pain for every lash of the whip that he fell upon your body my wife. He will experience pain for every time he violated you in those hours.”


Esther nodded solemnly. “I know this husband… and that is why I let him live. His only thought was for our credits Cha’talla. He did not even know it was me until I revealed myself to him. He spoke of some other great venture he was involved with. He was not targeting us for anything other than greed and cowardly rewards.”


“I still think you should come home.” Cha’talla said. “We can send someone else to Aprian Two.”


Esther shook her head. “We are only three days away my love. It would be a wasted trip if we were to come home and then have to send another party to Aprian Two and you know this.”


Cha’talla sighed heavily and nodded his head. “You are right.” He spoke softly.

Esther chuckled. “Don’t worry Cha’talla. I will purchase some of the scented oil that you like so much. Of course you know the stipulation if I wear it.”


Cha’talla grinned now. “Indeed I do. Something I will enjoy immensely.”


“Then do not worry for us. I have Tir’ut and Fash’ka, and combined with the skills Ja’narie has shown, we will not be bothered again.” Esther said. “The agreement with the settlement went well I take it?”


Cha’talla nodded. “The celebration was grand.” He answered confidently. “It will make our two communities stronger together now.”


“Good. Do not worry for us Cha’talla my husband.” Esther said with loving warmth in her voice. “We will be fine.”


“Be safe Du'ased 'ranndi.” He said.


“I love you Immortal.” Esther spoke softly and with great emotion as she looked at the image of her husband.


“I love you as well.” Cha’talla spoke with a smile. “Contact me when you arrived on Aprian Two.”


Esther nodded and touched the screen. “We will.” She smiled longingly as his image faded and she heard Tir’ut laugh softly. “What?” She demanded looking at her son.

Tir’ut shook his head. “It is nothing mother… only that I hope to one day have what you and father share.”


Esther smiled and reached over to touch his cheek. “You will Tir’ut. You will. True devotion and love knows no bounds. And it usually breaks all the rules. Something you are very good at.”


Tir’ut nodded a she laughed. “Something I learned from my two parents who seem to excel at breaking the rules.”


“Bite your tongue and fly the ship!” She snapped playfully. “I’m going to check and make sure Ja’narie has not wrapped your brother in bandages for so minor a wound. She is quite smitten with him you know?”


“Yes I noticed that.” Tir’ut answered.


Esther squeezed his powerful shoulder. “And try to avoid flying into anymore asteroid fields like when you were smaller.”


“Then where is the challenge!” Tir’ut demanded.


Esther laughed as she turned to exit the cockpit.

LYCAVORIAN UNION/KFI BORDER


Qurot stared out from the large view window in the private lounge on the converted LU NOVA-Class Attack Cruiser. The ship had obviously been refitted and redone to be used for diplomatic meetings and transfers of high level government people. It had taken nearly four days before this ship had arrived with their answer and Qurot was not in the best of moods to begin with. Having been escorted here by security forces and then told not to leave this lounge had very nearly been the end of his patience. Jalersi, Athani, Matuarr and Jiss sat conversing at one of the tables, while Karun sat with two of the Kavalian females that were accompanying them on this venture. A venture that Qurot did not like or agree with.


Qurot coveted the position that Pusintin held right now. He wanted to walk in the same corridors that Pusintin walked. He wanted to have the ear of the Prefect and he wanted to have the respect and loyalty of his ships and troops that Pusintin commanded. He had used his superior skill and knowledge as well as his inbred violent nature to reach the position he held now. He was a Pride Leader of the fifth largest Pride within the Kavalian Empire. His name brought fear to others for he was known to be ruthless not only with the enemy, but members of his own species as well. He was considered a great leader of men, but one who did not care how many lives he had to expend to complete the goal before him. Though he would deny it until his dying breath, and he had covered his tracks very well, Qurot had indeed ordered the attack on the medium sized Lycavorian Union world. He had wanted to capture several dozen Lycavorian females to use in his personal brothel since they were one of only three species that could heal the wounds inflicted on a Kavalian male in full rut. They would be scarred… but they would be alive.


He had planned the mission meticulously, right down to where to attack and what to do. It had not been carried out according to his plan, and the inferior Spartan forces backed by a hundred dragons and an entire Fleet Group in support had routed his men to the last man. Not one of his men had survived. Among those killed was his youngest brother and Qurot would never forget or forgive that fact. 

He turned when the door to the lounge opened and the Lycavorian man in civilian clothes and two Spartan soldiers came into the lounge. Their P190s were slung over their shoulders, but Qurot could tell from their eyes they could unlimber them in two eye blinks if they needed too. His frustration got the better of him and he began speaking before Jalersi was fully to her feet.


“I was under the impression this was a diplomatic mission!” He barked out stepping closer to the man. “Is this how all visiting diplomats are treated within the great Lycavorian Union when they come to conduct negotiations?”


The Lycavorian man looked at him and smiled a politician’s smile. “Forgive me for not greeting you sooner.” He spoke cordially. “This meeting was a last minute arrangement as you well know.”

Jalersi glared at Qurot for only a moment before stepping forward. “We understand… I am Jalersi… my sister Athani and Parliament members Jiss and Matuarr.” She motioned to the two large Kavalians. “This is Commander Qurot of the KFI Military Forces… and my son Karun, also of the KFI military.”

The man looked at Karun intently as he stepped closer and Athani saw his nose twitch ever so slightly. Athani knew that Lycavorians had a keen sense of smell; far more keen then her own species. It was said that many of them could track someone over hundreds of kilometers just by their scent. While Kavalians also had a strong sense of smell, it was not in the same range as the Lycavorians. 

“Forgive me again… I am the First Secretary to Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos and the Trade Ministry.” He answered. “My name is Stenys.”


“They send a secretary to meet us?” Qurot growled. “What is this?”


Jiss looked at Qurot as he too got to his feet. “First Secretary is a title of some importance within the Union Qurot.” He spoke. “And to Deputy Laustinos… that is impressive indeed.”


Stenys smiled and bowed his head slightly to the Kavalian. “I send Deputy Laustinos’s sincere apologies for not being able to greet you himself… but as I said… this meeting was arranged very quickly. He will look forward to greeting you on Earth when we arrive.”


“Earth?” Jalersi asked her eye brows rising slightly. “I thought we would be going to Apo Prime.” She said.


Stenys smiled and shook his head. “The Royal Family has begun their six month exodus to Sparta on Earth only this past week. The Prime Minister, Deputy Laustinos and many of the senior lawmakers and officials accompany them for the first two months.” He explained with a disarming smile. “Deputy Laustinos is right now preparing for us to be met thirty-six hours from Earth by an official delegation led by whoever among the Royal family is free.”


“The King?” Athani asked quickly her voice almost sounding hopeful and ignoring the look she received from Jalersi for interrupting.


Stenys shook his head quickly. “No. King Leonidas avoids political meetings like the plague unless he has a need to be there. More than likely it will be one of the Queens or one of the Prince or Princesses or perhaps both. The Royal family keeps us on our toes.”


Jalersi turned from where her eyes rested on her sister and she smiled. “Yes… I’m sure they do. Do you have a sense of who that might be?”


Stenys came further into the room. “Well… it appears Queen Isabella and Queen Aricia will be dealing with the High Coven visit so…”


“The High Coven is on Earth?” Qurot nearly shouted in undisguised anger.


Stenys appeared unfazed by his outburst and either he was a very good actor or he was told to expect this type of reaction. Jalersi guessed he had been told to expect it. He folded his hands in front of him. “The High Coven arrived on Earth just yesterday seeking to sign an official Cease Fire agreement. We have not had an engagement with them in nearly twenty-five years and the leaders of our respective people decided it was time to put that into writing.” He answered. “It is a very straightforward deal… but one that needs to be ratified by the Senate and the King. Their numbers are small…” He looked at Qurot. “Will that be a problem for you Commander? Having members of the High Coven on Earth? I assure you, you will not be housed nearby. In fact you and your delegation will be staying at a very new facility built on the edge of Sparta overlooking the Evrotas River. It is a stunning location.”


Jalersi stepped forward quickly. “I assure you First Secretary… this is not an issue. Our continued war with the High Coven is not something that needs to be spoken of with the Lycavorian Union. It does not concern any talks we take part in.” She spoke. “The Kavalian Federation Imperium and Prefect Keleru, my father, only seek a peaceful trade agreement that will benefit both our peoples. It is our hope that a relationship can blossom from there… but we know we need to begin somewhere.”


Stenys nodded. “I completely understand.” He spoke. “As I was saying… Queen Aricia and Queen Isabella will more than likely be handling that situation and two of their children have only recently been married. They will want to remain on Earth I’m sure since it was Prince Androcles and Princess Carina who were mated.”


“The Crown Prince?” Athani asked more sedately now looking at Jalersi before speaking. “The King’s oldest son?”


Stenys nodded with a smile. “His union to Crown Princess Sadi has been expected for sometime now. Princess Carina’s union came as somewhat of a surprise only by its timing. She and Durcunusaan Section Leader Moneus have been sniffing around each other for years.”


“We will be met by a ship then?” Matuarr asked.


Stenys nodded quickly. “MJOLNIR’S HAND, NORMYA’S LIGHT and THE SPIRIT OF HADARIA are all gathered around Earth now. One of them will greet us I’m sure.” He replied.


“They are all LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruisers correct?” Qurot asked.


Stenys looked at him evenly. “Yes they are. Not as modern as Prince Androcles’s ship the SCIMITAR, but they have had refits over the years. I can arrange a tour for you if you like Commander Qurot.”

Qurot nodded quickly. “I would.”


“Deputy Laustinos has asked that I extend every courtesy to you while we transit to Earth.” Stenys spoke. “As well as get the preliminary details of the trade agreement so that we can be prepared when you arrive.”


Jalersi nodded. “Of course.”


Stenys moved closer to them now his eyes unreadable. “Forgive me, but I must make a request now however.”


“And what is that?” Jiss asked noticing the change in tone and posture of the man.


“I must ask that you surrender any weapons you might have on your persons or within your baggage.” Stenys spoke calmly. “You are within the Union with a status as diplomats and regarded as having some diplomatic courtesies. That does not extend to weapons however. We will not search your belongings, but if you are detected with anything that could be construed as a weapon once we transfer to another ship or at any time on Earth, your entire delegation will be stripped of its status and you will be removed from within Union borders.”


“So we are expected to be defenseless!” Qurot snapped.

Athani stepped forward quickly. “I’m quite sure the First Secretary here will arrange for any security that we feel we might need.” She spoke.


Stenys nodded easily. “Of course.” He spoke looking at the young blond haired female Kavalian. “That goes without saying. You will have no security concerns and I expect your visit and the negotiations will be quite productive. It is my understanding that you also wish to petition the Union Senate for the authority to open an Embassy?”


Jalersi stepped forward next to her sister and nodded. “That is the second part of our visit yes.” She answered. “Do you foresee that as being an issue of contention?”


Stenys shook his head. “That is not something I can speak to.” He spoke. “An embassy request must be decided upon by the King, the Prime Minister and the full Senate.”


“Would it be possible to request a meeting with the King?” Jalersi asked. “To present our petition to him personally?”


Stenys nodded. “It is possible. I will make your request known and give it the highest priority.” He replied. “The second part of my request concerns any biogenic compounds you may have among your delegation.” He met Jalersi’s eyes evenly. “Forgive my tone but they will need to be surrendered immediately.”


Qurot began moving forward a snarl on his face but Jalersi and Athani beat him to it. “What makes you think we have such compounds among us?” Jalersi asked.

“While we have not maintained diplomatic relations with the KFI over the years, we are aware of your use of biogenics in your cloning procedures and how you have used it to alter the appearances of selective females and males among your population.” Stenys explained calmly. Athani took note that Qurot’s imposing physical presence and obvious displeasure did not seem to faze the man in the least.


“This is true.” Athani answered quickly.


“Biogenics has been outlawed within the Union for many centuries.” Stenys told her. “No exceptions will be made I’m afraid. Queen Anja is our foremost medical mind, and she would not allow this.”


Jalersi smiled. “I understand.” She spoke. 


“You and your assistant are products of this procedure are you not?” Stenys asked.


“Athani is my sister.” Jalersi answered. “And yes you would be correct.”


Stenys nodded his head. “If I may… I’m quite sure you were both very beautiful with such procedures.”


“Our natural forms do not…” Athani looked at him surprise showing on her face. “You do not find the natural form of our species displeasing?”


Stenys smiled. “On the contrary… I find it unique.” He answered. His eyes went to where Karun stood. “However the biogenic procedures seem to have worked quite well. You are not entirely Kavalian.” He said to Karun. “You have Lycavorian blood in you.”

Karun nodded. “My father.” He answered proudly.


Stenys looked back to Jalersi his eyes holding a hint of surprise. “May I assume since he is your son that you are the wife and mate to Pusintin?”


“Marshall Pusintin!” Karun echoed loudly.


Stenys did not turn to look at him from his outburst, his dark eyes remaining on Jalersi as she nodded. “Is that… is that some sort of problem First Secretary?” She asked. 


Stenys smiled. “Not at all.” He replied quickly. “Please…” He turned and motioned with his hand towards the door. “I have arranged for refreshments in the dining lounge with a wide selection of food stuffs. Why don’t we move there and relax and talk of things to come while your quarters are prepared.”


“You mean while you install listening devices and spy tools?” Qurot snapped.

“Qurot silence!” Jalersi hissed at him, her eyes burning.


Stenys smiled. “It is quite alright.” He spoke. “It is not a reaction I am unaccustomed too. No Commander… we are not installing listening devices and spy tools within your quarters. If that was the case why would I announce it to you?” He shook his head. “This ship was recently converted to be a diplomatic carrier and it has been fitted with atmospheric sensors to adjust the quarters of each species on board. If I am not mistaken, Kavalians prefer warmer settings than most, even though you do not shy from the colder climates. It will only take a few hours for the sensors to adjust the settings to something you would find acceptable.”


“I see we have much work to do.” Jiss spoke now as he stepped forward confidently. “Let us be the first to move forward and show our trust.”


Stenys nodded. “Please… follow me.”

SPARTA
DURCUNUSAAN AIRFIELD


“Nubou!” Normya Leonidas hissed out from under the large instrument panel of the TYPE II DT.

The sound of her voice carried throughout the entire cockpit and caused both Arrarn and Zarah to turn from the stations they were working at and watch as she slid out from under the console, her cheeks smudged with dirt.


At twenty-one years old Normya Leonidas was the image of her mother. Her platinum blond hair fell to well below her shoulders, her flight overalls conforming to every curve of her body. She did not have her mother’s five foot nine height, measuring only five seven when she stretched her head up, but there was no denying she had not only Dysea’s stunningly beautiful looks, but her figure as well. Her breasts were high and full, straining against the overalls. She had long legs for her height, yet she had a small waist and powerfully built abdomen. Her two inch high elven ears poked out from between the luxurious strands of silky hair highlighting high cheekbones and dazzling emerald green eyes. 


Normya Leonidas was only two weeks from her Coming of Age, and even though she was half elf, the fever of her maturing fully was starting to burn in her wolf blood. Normya welcomed it in fact, for once her first Phase passed she would be free to begin seeing males that interested her, as well as exploring her sexual side. She was equally as open minded and adventurous as her elven blood mother, and all those she called mother, without question. She knew of several male wolves that had been sniffing around her for almost a year now, and it would be fun to finally be able to accept their interest and tease them as her older sisters did. Normya also knew she would not let any male interfere with her duties and love for flying. Behind only her mother For’mya and her brother Arrarn, she knew she was the finest STRIKER pilot within the Union. Inheriting her mother’s unique skill of precognition within Mindvoice played a large role in her abilities Normya knew, but she was also half elf like her brother Arrarn, and elves were know for being the most instinctual pilots of any species in the Union. While she knew in her heart she was a pilot unequaled and would only get better as the years past, Normya was by no means arrogant. She absorbed information from other pilots like a sponge, especially the older pilots who had flown these ships for decades longer than she had been alive.

Normya turned her head and looked up at where Zarah stood leaning against the console next to Arrarn as he moved up next to her. Zarah had been born six hours before her, and no matter that they had different mothers, they considered themselves twins in almost every way. They shared an apartment in both Gytheio and on Apo Prime, and were the best of friends on top of being sisters. Zarah had her trademark smirk on her face as she looked at her with those dark eyes, and Arrarn simply crossed his arms over his chest with an amused look. The three of them could almost always be found in or near the airfield working on the ships they would fly. Zarah was turning out to be an exceptional engineer as well as a pretty good pilot. She would often times think outside the box when it came to engineering problems and her mind was like a steel trap when it came to astrophysics and Quantum theories. She had inherited Isabella’s lush figure and her dark brown hair fell just past her shoulders in a tightly tied pony tail. Her smiling dark eyes gazed at her with sisterly love.

Like Normya, Zarah was only two weeks from her first Phase; her Coming of Age as it was called among their people. The time when their wolf blood fully matured inside them. Though they were only half wolf, their father’s blood was the purest known to exist and that meant their wolf blood would be more dominant. Normya could shape shift into a beautiful platinum haired wolf like her mother, while Zarah could shift into a powerful dark haired wolf. She was the more adventurous of the two of them and though they would never admit it to anyone, they balanced each other out quite well. Zarah was more open-minded and willing to try new things, while Normya was more reserved and laid back. They gave each other that a boost in support and love and took the best from each other for themselves. It was why they considered themselves twins, and it was also why everyone who knew them considered them twins.


“Such language sister.” Zarah spoke with a smirk and a shake of her head.


“The LSD Coil Inducer has micro fractures in the casing.” Normya spat disgusted as she got to her feet.

“Those were replaced six months ago.” Arrarn spoke now.


Arrarn Leonidas, half elf and all Spartan. His hair shifted from light brown to blond depending on the light and exposure to sun, but there was no denying he was For’mya’s son. He had the elegant lines of his mother’s face, but the strong jaw line of his father. And he most certainly had the Spartan physique that all of the Leonidas men possessed. His six foot frame was chiseled muscle and bone. His two hundred and twenty pounds was lean and ripped in the same definition of his brothers and father. He was considered the most handsome of the sons of Martin Leonidas, something that was a constant source of ribbing by his older brothers. He had more female wolves and even vampires chasing for his attentions then all his other brothers combined, though now that Andro had found Sadi he did not doubt the ribbing would get worse.


Arrarn was Androcles’s personal STRIKER pilot and he would not have it any other way. Though he was not bonded to a dragon, he was closer to Elynth than anyone outside of his brother simply because they were almost always together. Arrarn and Andro could almost read each others thoughts in what they wanted to do, and this had moved into the realm of flying as well, for he could almost predict what his brother wanted and when. Arrarn didn’t doubt that if he could get Sadi to become his co-pilot, they could become the foremost flight crew in the Union. He knew right away that Sadi was a natural pilot after her actions with his mother, and her record spoke the same thing. Her instructors had called her instinctive, and that is what Arrarn wanted in his co-pilot. He was pushing hard for her to be his co-pilot and hopefully with the small hints and items he had been dropping without her knowledge that would come about.

Arrarn may have been a pilot, but what most didn’t realize is that he was an exceptional fighter on the ground as well. You could not be a son of Leonidas and a Spartan without these skills and Arrarn and his brothers and his sisters as well were all of that and so much more.


Normya got to her feet nodding her head. “I know. They shouldn’t have micro fractures after only six months of flying.” She held up the circular piece of tubing that she had removed and Zarah took it from her. Zarah lifted the portable scanner and passed it over the object, her eyebrows rising slightly. “We should check the other TYPE IIs and all the STRIKERs.” Normya said as she began wiping her hands.


Zarah turned to the console monitor and brought up some information on the screen. She touched the screen and then shook her head. “That’s odd.” She spoke turning to look at Normya and Arrarn. “There are no LSD Coil Inducers in the inventory here on Earth.”


“That’s not like Admiral Joarl to let the inventory lag.” Normya spoke moving up next to her sister.


“They appear to be on order.” Zarah continued speaking. “The shipment is not scheduled to arrive for another three weeks however.”


“I’ll fly it back to Apo Prime for repairs.” Normya spoke immediately. “We can’t let it remain down for no LSD Coil Inducer, and I need the time on a TYPE II anyway. I’ll only be gone a week at most.”


“And which one of us gets to tell mother?” Zarah asked looking at her sister. “I have no desire to tell mother that one of the ships in her Earth Flight Command is broken because someone forgot to make sure there were proper parts in inventory.” 


“I’ll take care of that.” Arrarn spoke with a smile. “She won’t yell at me. You need to concentrate on this TYPE II and its back up. I have it on good authority that you will be the STRIKER Commander on Res’s new ship, and these two TYPE IIs will belong to you.”


Normya and Zarah looked at him with wide eyes. “He got it!” Normya exclaimed with excitement.


Arrarn held up his hands. “You didn’t hear this from me and you can’t say anything to him yet!” Arrarn spoke quickly. “Father wants to tell him.”

“The Senate approved the request?” Zarah asked just as excitedly as her sister. All of them had been waiting for the time when Resumar would be given his own command like Andro’s.

Arrarn nodded. “Last week.” He replied with a smile. “The LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser PILLAR OF FAITH will be coming out of the ship yards in six months and it will be Resumar’s ship. They’re forming a command similar to Andro’s. That is why Andro and father have been pushing him to take more responsibility and refine his skills.”


“He’s going to go crazy!” Zarah said with a smile.


Arrarn nodded. “No one else knows except for us.” He said with a smile. “You can’t tell anyone and steal father’s thunder. That also means the two of you will have to start taking on more responsibility as well because more than likely you’ll be assigned to his command since you fly his STRIKER Normya.” Arrarn pulled a still stunned Normya into a brotherly embrace with one arm and then drew Zarah into his arms as well. “The two of you will need a co-pilot so I suggest you start thinking about that as well. Zarah has pretty much anchored her spot as an engineer, but you still need an extra set of hands.”


Normya looked at her brother, her face suddenly very serious. “Arrarn… that means I will be in charge of others as well.” She said softly.


Arrarn nodded his head. “And don’t think for a moment that knowledge didn’t play into father’s decision. I think it might be part of why he has waited the extra year before giving Res his own command. He wanted you to have more experience under your belt. You and Res make an excellent STRIKER combination, and with the right co-pilot I think you and Zarah could one day rival me and my flight crew. As soon as I find one that is.”


Normya and Zarah laughed at the look on his face. Zarah opened her mouth to speak but Arrarn shook his head before any words came out. “I know what you are going to say Zarah.” He said with a smile. “No… father trusts in you just as much as Normya when it comes to that. Regardless of the fact you like to take risks and act nutty sometimes.” He smiled. “We all do. And you know as well as the rest of us that you have a special place in Andro’s heart. I guess there is something to be said for being the very first to hold you after you were born.”

Zarah smiled up at him. Andro and Elynth had been in the room when Zarah was born and at Isabella’s request he had been the very first to hold her, even before her or Martin. It had forged a unique bond with her older brother that had lasted even to this day. No matter what it was, Zarah could go to Andro and tell him absolutely anything. He knew things that were in her heart and mind that even Normya did not, and it was Andro who had encouraged her to embrace her love of machinery and choose the path of an engineer as opposed to an actual fighter like Carina her sister. Andro however, he had made certain Zarah was equally as skilled a fighter as she was an engineer, spending endless hours with her training in all manner of martial arts. He also taught her to embrace her vampire half and to utilize those skills as well. It was part of her he had said, and it only makes you a better person.

“I will start pulling personnel files.” Zarah spoke with some gusto. “We can start going over them tonight.”


Arrarn shook his head. “The State Dinner is tomorrow night. You can leave after that Normya. Use the remaining time today to begin pulling the files you want and Zarah can go through them while you are gone. I want Normya leaving with this TYPE II the morning after the Dinner. I’ll file the proper paperwork, so the two of you just enjoy the festivities tomorrow night. And tonight we are all gathering at Gallais’s Retreat for dinner without father and our mothers. This is just for us, as brothers and sisters, to congratulate Andro and Carina.”


“Speaking of which… when are you going to start becoming more serious with one of your lady friends Arrarn?” Zarah asked.


Arrarn laughed and held up his hands. “Not me sister. I have no desire to settle down just yet. Andro and Sadi were the ones destined to be together. I get to play the field until I find the one for me, just like the rest of us.”


Zarah laughed and slapped his hard abdomen as she turned to her sister. “I’ll have a list that we can choose from when you get back Normya.” Zarah said.


Normya looked at her brother. “And you’ll tell mother?”


Arrarn grinned. “Yes… I’ll tell mother.”

SPARTA

CENTRAL SHOPPING QUAD


Aricia, Anja and For’mya had left Sadi after enjoying several hours of gossip and playing with the children. As soon as Elynth arrived at the villa, all of them knew it was going to be a long day for their men and they decided to do some shopping themselves. Sadi felt completely comfortable at the villa and she and Elynth had simply wandered along the beach and talked of things that had happened in their lives since that night. She had attempted to study for an hour but found her interest was not fully into it. Sadi finally decided she would go into Sparta and visit with her father before meeting Andro and his siblings for dinner, and perhaps get some shopping done. She showered and changed into casual clothes before settling onto Elynth’s back and relishing the short flight to Sparta.


It was not an uncommon sight to see dragons on the streets walking along with their riders, and as the dragon population grew, so did the number of Bonded Pairs. With few exceptions all of the Bonded Pairs were members of the military, excluding Roluth, Tarifa and Aihola and several Bonded Pairs that had come about completely on their own. Elynth was well known in the city of Sparta and the Union, and seeing her walking the streets with the golden haired female could only mean the new Crown Princess was out among them. Something Sadi discovered right away the moment they landed and they were greeted on almost every corner by men and women offering their blessings and gushing over her. Most of them knew that Prince Andro’s dragon Elynth was very introverted and when she accompanied Andro out onto the streets, which was almost always, no adult would attempt to come near her unless the Prince was right next to her. Children had no fear of Elynth however and she often allowed them to scamper around her and climb over her back and play in her saddle.

Sadi had gone first to the university to pick up her class schedule and found Teeria and Palta wandering about and that sent them out to lunch in the streets, Teeria and Palta wanting nothing more than to have Sadi tell them everything that happened in the last two days and leave nothing out. Since surrendering to her love for Andro it was so very easy for her now to talk of him and what he made her feel. Teeria and Palta listened enraptured as they sat at the outdoor café and Sadi told them what had happened over the course of the last two days. They had been at the celebration, Sadi insisting that they be there with her, and all they wanted to know was if the Prince was as good a lover as he looked. Sadi and Elynth had laughed within Mindvoice together many times as Sadi tried to tell them without revealing too many intimate details. After several hours they parted ways with hugs and kisses and made plans to meet before the classes they all had to take each day while here. Her father was meeting with L’tian so she and Elynth took to the shopping districts of Sparta.


Now Sadi and Elynth were meandering along the streets making their way slowly to Gallais’s Retreat where they would meet Andro and the others for dinner. It pleased Elynth to see that her new status had not changed the person Sadi was inside. She had bought almost nothing the entire day, simply enjoying being out among the people. Sadi had paid for lunch for the three of them, but she had bought nothing for herself even though she knew full well she was now one of the wealthiest young women within the Union.


Sadi looked up at Elynth as they walked now. Elynth… what… what does Andro like? She asked. We… we are Anomes and I don’t even know what sort of things he likes Elynth. I can see what some of his tastes are from the way he decorated the villa but he is still very much a mystery to mean.


Elynth chuckled. He is no more a mystery to you than you are to him KertaGai. All you need do is open your mind to his. You are joined now… and his thoughts are yours, just as yours are his.


Sadi stopped walking and looked at her. Are you serious?


Elynth settled her bulk to the ground and lowered her head to within inches of Sadi. Sadi you have always had the skill and power within Mindvoice inside you. That night on the island when I first touched you, I did nothing but trigger your own dormant abilities. Your blood is very pure Sadi, and that is the measure of Mindvoice power as you know. You and Andro have become Anome in your ancient custom more by instinct that conscious thought Sadi. You are drawn to each other like moths to a flame. It is why you have loved him for so long and he you.

Sadi nodded. I know all that. She spoke softly. 

Then you also know you have only but to drift among the threads of his mind to know who Androcles Leonidas is. Elynth said. You have done this already; I can sense it in you. Does being bound so tightly to him frighten you Sadi?


Sadi shook her head quickly. Never. She answered without hesitation. Elynth… what he makes me feel… I…


Elynth chuckled. You did cry out in rapture for many hours Kerta Gai. She said with humor. I had to leave the villa’s island just to clear my thoughts.


Sadi looked up at her and her cheeks blushed bright red. I’m sorry about that. I couldn’t help it.


Yes I know. Do not fear the unknown Sadi Leonidas. That is the rule the entire Leonidas family has lived by for years. Embrace what you have found physically and within your mind. Elynth told her. Helen… the Feravomir has asked that I pass on to you a message. You will be welcome to visit her, no matter the hour, and she will sit with you and help you to understand what your Union with Andro will do to your abilities. She likes you quite a bit you know.

Will I always have your council Elynth?


Elynth touched her cool snout to Sadi’s forehead and closed her golden eyes when Sadi’s hands came up and touched the sides of her huge head. I may be Androcles Bonded sister KertaGai, but you are the one who holds his essence. I could not be happier about that. We will always be together Sadi, and you don’t know how happy that makes me feel. There are many things that I share with my sisters and my mother, but I have never had a female friend and knowing that you will always be with Andro gives me that. I am bonded to Andro, just as completely as my father and mother are to the King and Queen, but it will be nice to know I can finally have what my mother has with Aricia. A true friend of the same sex. We may be of different species KertaGai, but we are still female.


Sadi chuckled and closed her eyes as Elynth’s cool scales pressed against her forehead. Yes we are. She said.


You can reach out to him at any time KertaGai. Just as you can with me. Elynth spoke. You and I are the only ones who are free to delve into his mind. Just as he is ours. I know that you want to buy something seductive to wear for him tonight.


Sadi laughed openly. Why waste the Riyal when it will only come off when we reach our home. I know I need nothing to make him desire me, for I feel the same for him. Sadi looked up quickly and met her golden eyes. I do know he has meant to get some items from the shop that carries items for members of Mjolnir’s Hand. An ointment for your scales that you like so much. He thinks that you are the most beautiful female dragon in Sparta, and he wants you to find a mate one day.

Elynth laughed shyly. I would say my mother holds that distinction. But I will never refuse the compliments. As for finding a mate… bah… I have yet to meet the male dragon that even tickles my interest.

Then let us go there and get this ointment and see if we can’t change that. Sadi spoke with a chuckle. We still have time before we meet them.


Then climb into the saddle KertaGai. I can have us there in four beats of my wings and we can avoid the press of people on the streets. Adalus is the owner of the establishment you seek, and if I am not mistaken Andro has not picked up what he orders every month.  Elynth spoke.

Sadi did just that and Elynth propelled them into the skies above.

SPARTAN SENATE BUILDING

PRIME MINISTER DEIA’S OFFICE 

“Had no right to do this without speaking with me first!” Deia screamed at Laustinos as he sat in the chair across from her desk. “You have exceeded your authority!”


Deia got to her feet; shoving her chair back and hearing it slam into the wall behind her. She moved to the large bay window and looked out over the mountains to the east. This section of the Senate Building was relatively new. When it was discovered that Martin and the Queens intended to stay in Sparta at least six months of every year and that many of the Lycavorian Union Senate and government officials would be working from here, the building was enlarged to accommodate them and their staffs. Deia’s office had been built in recognition that she was the Prime Minister of their Union, Dilios and Panos also insuring that she had a spectacular view because they were among those few who knew she was Martin’s Aunt.

While Martin considered Deia his direct tie to his grandparents Resumar and Eliani, Deia considered Martin the only true family she had left. He was all the bloodline that remained of her beloved sister and the man she loved so completely. She had been impressed with Martin when he had first returned to them a quarter century ago; for he was far more than she had ever realized he could be. Deia was perhaps one of the oldest among their people though she looked no more than sixty years of age, and while only a handful of men and women knew her true ties to Martin, their relationship went far beyond blood. As King and Prime Minister they worked as a seamless pair for they discovered they thought alike on almost every issue. Martin would not hesitate to ask her council on an issue and she would not pause to inquire of him his opinion about something. When it came to political decisions, they were of like mind nearly one hundred percent of the time. 


Martin was widely seen as a military King, having no interest whatsoever in any political workings or dealings unless his council was needed. Most assumed that Dysea and Isabella were the political voice of the King and his will. It was them who normally put forth Martin’s views or ideas in words that would be understood by politicians. No one would mistake Martin as politically adept, and Deia knew that is how he liked it. Deia and a handful of people knew otherwise.


“The Trade Ministry falls under my duties as Deputy Prime Minister.” Laustinos spoke trying to keep his voice calm. He hated that he had been summoned here to her office like a lackey. “I thought I was only doing…”


“That’s just it!” Deia roared as she whirled around. “You did not think! You have invited an enemy into our midst Laustinos!”

“We are not at war with them! Deia they followed all the proper channels!” Laustinos spoke. “You were refusing to meet with the Zaleisian Ambassador and he was…”


“The Zaleisians are their lap dogs!” Deia barked. “The ones they use to communicate with the governments that do not recognize their Empire. I was refusing to meet with him on purpose you fool!”


“According to Stenys they only wish to offer this trade agreement and have petitioned to have an embassy established so that they do not have to use these same means again.” Laustinos spoke. “What is so wrong about that?”


“And Stenys has offered to them a meeting with Martin!” Deia snapped. “Did you stop to think about what you were doing? You are bringing them here when the High Coven is on Earth Laustinos! You are putting us in the middle of their war!”

“They know the High Coven is here.” Laustinos said. “Stenys reported to me that this did not seem to trouble them at all.”


“Of course not!” Deia snapped. “Do you not find it convenient that they are coming here now? When the High Coven is here? They are not coming here for trade talks no matter what they say. They are coming here because the Coven is here and they want to make sure we do not enter the war on the side of the High Coven.”

Laustinos shook his head slowly. “Deia… forgive me… but the King’s suspicious nature is beginning to rub off on you. He is not politically knowledgeable. His manner of solving an issue is by the point of a Nehtes. He…”


“You will stop there Laustinos.” Deia spoke in a low angry voice as she returned to her chair. “You do not know Martin Leonidas well enough to judge him on anything.”


“I know… I know what I have seen and what others say.” Laustinos snapped now. “He is not a politician! He is… he is a brute of a man who thinks that violence solves all problems! He can not hold an entire species of people responsible for his brother being a traitor to his own kind. That is what he is doing! As for everything else, he allows Queen Dysea and others to make the decisions.”


Deia sat back in her chair and let a small smile play across her lips. “Is it?” Deia asked. “Everything Martin Leonidas does has purpose!” She stated evenly. “Every action he conducts or endorses has meaning. Just because you, Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos, just because you do not see it or do not understand the reasoning behind his judgment in no way means that his decision was not well thought out.”

“Deia the Kavalians are offering to replace our entire agreement for Notal berries at a much reduced rate of cost.” Laustinos spoke. “All they ask is for permission to establish an embassy within the Union for the purpose of advancing peaceful relations between our people. Is that not worth overruling the King’s will?”

She paused a moment then got to her feet. “We do not overrule the King’s will in regards to anything Laustinos. You would do well to realize that if you wish your career in this office to advance any further. Martin Leonidas is this Union. Now gather your things Laustinos.” She told him.
Laustinos got up as well. “What? Why?”

Deia smiled at him. “Do you think I am going to tell Martin that you have authorized the Kavalians to be in Union space alone? And on top of that colossal blunder you offered them a meeting with him in regards to establishing an embassy? Do you honestly expect me to tell him all that without you next to me?” She spoke. “You are sorely mistaken Laustinos. 

Carisia stared at the saddle where it was perched on the shaped form of what could only be a dragon’s back. They had left the lodge to make their way to this Gallais’s Retreat to eat and wait for whatever it was they were waiting for. Narice had been the one to lead them in here, and now Carisia was so very happy she had. The shop appeared to be designed only for items that cared for and kept dragons healthy. The proprietor of the store was an affable older man who welcomed them with a smile and wave into his store. The shelves were lined with salves and ointments that were applied to a dragon’s scales for a healthy shine. There were food stuffs that possessed proteins and vitamins that Anthar had never received before. Carisia knew her bonded brother was underweight by several hundred pounds and he had been able to maintain his large size only by constantly hunting. As she wandered the store looking at all the items she was amazed at how many things there were for the dragons that lived within the Union.

“It’s the latest saddle.” The male voice spoke and Carisia turned to see the older man come up next to her.


“I’m sorry?” She said softly.


“The saddle?” He spoke with a smile. “This is the latest version. It came out three years ago and now all the Bonded Pairs within the Union have one, some of them have two or three. It’s made from a softer, pliable alloy that Avi designed for the King.”


“Avi?” Carisia asked.


“The Mindvoice ship Avatar.” He spoke as he reached out and ran his hand along the leather like material. “It does not chafe the scales on their backs, and it allows for more conforming of the dragon armor leg braces.”


“You… you seem to know an awful lot about dragons.” Carisia said softly.


“Tsarina and I were injured during the war.” He answered with a nod. “We can no longer fight as we used to. This allows us to keep our pride about us and stay within the Bonded Pair community. They all come here… all of Mjolnir’s Hand… and the others. I am Adalus.”


“Others?” Carisia asked surprised. “I thought… I thought there was only Mjolnir’s Hand. I didn’t realize that there were others.”


The man looked at her keenly, his dark eyes measuring her up. “You are from the High Coven yes?” He spoke.


Carisia’s maya blue eyes grew a little wider and she stepped back from him slightly. “How… how do you know that?” She asked.


The older man smiled. “There are only twelve pureblood vampires within the Lycavorian Union who are bonded to a dragon young lady and I know them all. They come here frequently and you are not one of them. And that could only mean you are from the High Coven. I was also a member of Mjolnir’s Hand, and I can sense that the bond with your dragon runs very deep. I also know things and I hear things.” He shrugged with a smile. “You are not like the others in your group with the exception of that young woman by the salves there. I can feel the concern and caring the two of you have for your dragons. The others… they do not hold their bonds as sacred as you do.” Carisia saw that he motioned to where Narice stood near the door. “You and they have come here to be trained I take it?”


Carisia met his eyes. “I… I am not allowed to say.” She spoke quickly.

Adalus nodded. “I understand.” He spoke. “He is healthy… your dragon?”


Carisia turned back to look at the saddle. “He is underweight for his size.” She answered honestly. “The choice of food on our planet for Anthar is not as varied as it is here.”


“Anthar…” He spoke softly. “A strong name. He is the cerise colored red male I saw when you arrived at the Gallais’s Lodge isn’t he? I can sense his imprint on you.”


Carisia nodded. “Yes.”


“He’s big for a Firespitter. I’d say just a tad larger than Elynth… about sixteen meters long?” Adalus spoke with a smile.


Carisia felt suddenly uncomfortable talking to the man and she fidgeted on her feet as she saw Dante and Javier looking at her from the corner of the shop and then beginning to move towards them. “How much is this saddle?” She asked.


“The Bonded Pairs are issued one just like this. They can replace it if they need too, but most buy an extra one just to have it as part of their equipment. I sell them for twelve thousand Riyal.” Adalus answered very business like now sensing her unease and watching Dante and Javier move closer with Lucia. He also could sense Thast and another soldier watching from the doorway into his shop.

“You said there is more than just Mjolnir’s Hand?” Narice spoke softly as she moved up next to Carisia.


Adalus looked at her and took in her exotic beauty. He nodded his head slowly knowing there would be no point in lying about it. Her vampire hearing undoubtedly picked up what he had told the shorter woman. “There are.” He spoke.


“How many more?” Javier asked in an emotionless tone of voice.


Adalus smiled. “I believe there were upwards of a thousand Bonded Pairs last time I checked. That has probably changed in the last ten years or so.” He stated proudly. It was information they would discover soon enough if they were here for what he thought they were here for. And it wasn’t exactly secret information.


“Are… are all of them in the military?” Narice asked.


Adalus shook his head quickly. “There are others like myself that were injured in the war with the Evolli and can no longer fight. Just because we can no longer actively fight does not mean we dismiss our bonded brothers or sisters. Tsarina lives with my family and me and cares for the four small hatchlings she has with her mate. We will never be very far apart. Lieutenant Governor Tarifa and Vice President Aihola are bonded to a dragon as well. He is not a member of Mjolnir’s Hand or the military. There are others.”


“You do not seem… you do not seem surprised that we are here.” Narice said. “Or that we are vampires.”


Adalus met her intelligent eyes. “There are many vampires who live and fight and call the Union home.”


“Traitors!” Dante hissed.


Adalus looked at him. “Traitors to you perhaps.” He spoke calmly. “We consider them friends and allies and even family in many cases. Simply because they chose to follow another path than the one you and your leaders have followed does not make them bad. At least not to us.” He smiled. “And the only reason any of you would be in this store is if you were bonded to dragons. Which you all are with the exception of those two charming looking men by the door.” He said with a smile as he motioned towards Thast and the other soldier.

  



Carisia shook her head as she fingered the credit chip in her pocket. “I don’t have enough for that.” She said softly looking at him. “I’m sorry.”


“There is not anything to be sorry for.” Adalus answered. “Please… continue to look around and if you have anymore questions feel free to ask them.”


“Do you recommend anything for dry scales?” Narice asked quickly.


Adalus looked back as the door opened and he saw the flash of golden blond hair and obsidian scales outside. “I recommend the Apricot ointment… it will soak up quickly but you will see an immediate improvement in the chafing of scales.” He replied quickly. “If you will please excuse me.”


Sadi brushed squeezed by the two men at the door that did not seem to want to move. She glanced at them in annoyance by their rudeness as the older man stepped up to her. 


“Princess!” Adalus exclaimed loudly causing heads to turn from the others in the store. No one but Narice saw Carisia’s almost imperceptible stiffening.


Sadi turned back to the man and smiled warmly. “Hello.” She said as she took the hand Adalus held out.


“I am Adalus.” He said in greeting. “Welcome to my establishment. I was wondering when we would finally see you in here. Andro talked you into coming to pick up his normal order I take it.”


“Actually I came to pick something out for him.” Sadi said in reply as she allowed the burly man to walk her into the shop. “But I will pick up whatever he usually gets I suppose.”


“It is nothing much really.” Adalus spoke. “A special salve that only the elven healers on Elear make for the dragons there. He orders a batch of it each month. What did you have in mind for him?”


Sadi smiled. “I don’t know.” She said honestly. 


Adalus looked at Sadi and admired her stunning beauty and smiled. “It is still a bit overwhelming I suppose huh?”


Sadi nodded. “You have no idea.” She answered.


Adalus nodded. “No doubt. I will tell you that whenever he comes here Andro always goes to the rare art dealer two buildings down. And he always leaves with something.”


Sadi looked at him and smiled. “Thank you Adalus.” She said.


Adalus nodded and squeezed her arm. “I will get Andro’s order and return in a few moments. And I have a special treat for Elynth too.”


Sadi watched him walk around the counter and disappear into the rear of the store and she turned to look around. Her eyes immediately fell back to the two men at the door. They were a stern looking pair, definitely vampires if she had to guess. She allowed her eyes to sweep around and then fell on the diminutive raven haired female who stood near where the saddle was on display. Sadi’s jungle green eyes grew wider and her heart slammed into her chest.

It was the woman from her dreams.


Sadi’s heart began to race and she felt her skin flush as the woman lifted her face to stare at her with those amazing maya blue eyes. Her face was flawless beauty, her raven locks washing around regal cheekbones and cerise colored lips. Her eyes were… they made Sadi shudder almost as powerfully as when Andro gazed at her. Sadi looked away quickly, clearly embarrassed and she turned back to face the counter and instead was looking at the chest of a man.


“Hello there.” Dante spoke with arrogant confidence.


Sadi looked at him. “Hello.” She spoke softly and backing up just a step at the way his eyes gazed at her with something Sadi did not like. They gazed at her with feral lust.


“My name is Dante.” He said.


Sadi tilted her head slightly. “Good for you.” She spoke suddenly not liking this man in the least.


“I am new to your city.” Dante spoke opening his eyes a little wider. This Lycavorian female looked exceptionally enticing. He admired the way her clothes conformed to her lithe frame and firm breasts and she looked as if she would be a wild one in bed. Dante considered himself a connoisseur of women and he had not yet met a woman he could not get into his bed. “I was wondering if you might be available to perhaps give me a tour.”

Sadi detected a strong Mindvoice presence from this man, from all those in the store as a matter of fact and she chided herself for not being more aware of those around her. She was so used to keeping her shields at such a high level that she could not detect those who were at a lower level than her. She could now feel two of the women in the store were exceptionally powerful, including the woman who had affected her so. What she felt from this Dante and the others did not even come close in many respects.


Sadi shook her head quickly. “I’m sorry… there are brochures at all the corners if you need directions somewhere.”


Dante stepped closer to her and reached out to take her arm gently. Sadi looked down at where his hand held her arm and then back up into his face clearly surprised that he had been so forward as to touch her. She thought she saw an instant of red color in his eyes and then it was gone.


“Do you make it a habit of touching women you have just met…? Dante is it?” Sadi asked calmly as her anger began to build.


“Only if I wish there to be something more.” Dante answered confidently. “Perhaps I could interest you in dinner after you give me a tour of your charming city.”


“Remove your hand from me sir.” Sadi spoke evenly and meeting his dark eyes without any fear in them whatsoever. “And do so quickly if you wish to continue using that hand for the remainder of your time in this world.”


“You would strike me for touching you?” He asked clearly surprised as he looked at her. “I thought Lycavorians were exceptionally open about their sexuality and their desires.”


Sadi canted her head slightly as she looked at him. “Your information is incorrect sir.” Sadi spoke. “I will not ask for you to remove your hand from me again. I will simply shatter your arm in four places. Release me now.”


Dante hesitated for an instant realizing his small burst of mind controlling power had not worked against this female. That was something he had never experienced before and he pulled his hand back and looked at her. “I… I was under the impression Sparta was a friendly city.” He spoke finally.


“To those who do not exceed decorum… yes. It is a very friendly city.” Sadi told him calmly. “Something it appears that you lack however, sir.”

“My name is Dante.” He spoke still gazing at her.

“I do not particularly care what your name is or where you come from.” Sadi told him sweetly. “May I suggest in the future you keep your hands to yourself? Another female might not think before they act and give it back to you gnawed off at the wrist.”


Dante smiled. “I like a woman with spirit.” He said. “Is that a challenge you are handing me?”


Sadi laughed at him as Adalus came out of the back, his eyes going to where the young vampire stood far too close to the Crown Princess for his liking. “Dante…?” Sadi saw him nod his head with a smile. She made an obvious show of looking him up and down very intently and then settling her eyes back on his face. “Dante… you do not begin to compare to what I already have. Your arrogance is offensive considering that you aren’t even very good looking, and your attempts at charm are woefully inept.” Sadi spoke meeting his dark eyes and seeing his jaw clench in anger. “And if you continue on your path… it will only lead to you getting your mida handed to you beaten to a pulp.”


Adalus stepped up to them now. “Is there a problem Princess Sadi?” He asked quickly.


Sadi turned and looked at him. “Not at all Adalus.” She spoke with a bright smile. “I was just giving Dante here some friendly advice.” She saw the small package he held. “Is that for me?”


Adalus nodded his eyes never leaving Dante’s face as he handed the package to her. “Would you give my regards to Prince Androcles when you see him Princess? And once more congratulations on your union.” He spoke in a firm loud voice, emphasizing choice words as he glared at Dante.


Sadi smiled warmly and leaned up to plant a soft kiss on the older Spartan’s cheek. “I will do just that.” She spoke. 

Adalus watched as Sadi turned and confidently made her way out of the store before turning back to look at Dante who continued to admire the way Sadi filled out her clothes. He watched as those he was with moved closer to him.


“You are from the High Coven.” Adalus spoke now watching as Dante turned to look at him. “I do not know how things are within the boundaries of the High Coven, but within the Union and most especially within the boundaries of Sparta you do not act inappropriately with the Crown Princess and mate to Androcles Leonidas!” He finished the sentence with stern anger in his voice. “Not if you wish to continue breathing without assistance.”


“She… she is his wife?” Carisia asked softly.


Adalus nodded. “They were joined three days ago.” He answered looking at her. He turned his eyes back to Dante. “And if he were here, High Coven or not foolish boy, you would be a pile of cooling flesh on the floor of my store.” He looked at Carisia and Narice. “You and the others are welcome to return any time you wish while you remain in Sparta. Do not bring this one with you however.” He motioned to Dante. “Now please… I am closing early and you need to leave. I…” Adalus stopped and tilted his head slightly as Sadi’s voice filled his mind heavily shielded.


[Mindvoice Shielded] [Adalus?]

[Princess?]


[The young woman with blue eyes? What was she looking at?] Sadi’s voice asked and Adalus could only smile at the power the Crown Princess obviously had. Andro had chosen very well indeed.


[She was looking at the new saddles Milady.] He replied. [Apparently the High Coven does not care for their bonded brothers and sisters as we do. The one with blue eyes and the more exotic looking of the other two females… they at least care deeply for their dragons.]


[The saddles do not need to be fitted do they?] Sadi asked.


[They are standard Milady. Only Torma and Jeth need special fitting because of their size. The blue eyed one, I saw her dragon, and he was only slightly larger than Elynth.] Adalus replied. [Why?]


[Adalus… make sure she has a saddle before she leaves your establishment please. Both of them. In fact… make sure all of them have the new saddles. I will transfer the Riyal to your account later this afternoon.] Sadi spoke.

[If they are here for what I think they are here for Princess… they will get saddles when their training begins.] Adalus said.


[I understand. However I want to do this.] Sadi told him. [I can have Andro speak to you if you wish?]

Adalus turned and looked at Carisia. [Milady that is by no means necessary. You and Andro speak with one voice. That is how it is with Anomes.]

[You… you know…] Sadi sounded surprised.
Adalus chuckled within the connection. [I believe those of us who are bonded have known for as many years as we can recall Milady. Ever since he and Elynth joined our ranks. I will make it so Princess, have no fears.]


[And Adalus? My name is Sadi. Not Milady or Princess or anything else so silly. Andro hates titles and so do I.] She spoke confidently.

Adalus smiled. [Consider it done… Sadi. And I hope to see you in the future.]


Sadi’s laughter was like musical tones in his head. [I have no doubts you will.]

Adalus smiled as their connection faded and he glanced from Carisia to Narice. These two women cared for their dragons deeply; he could sense that easily enough, vampires though they may have been. His gaze went back to Carisia, for it was this one that Sadi showed the most interest in. “I have been asked to provide you all with saddles and accompaniments for your bonded ones. Your participation is not needed; however please inform your bonded ones that several members of my staff will be coming to the coral where your bonded ones are resting.”

“We don’t need your…” Dante began to announce but Narice stepped forward quickly and snapped an elbow into her nephew’s gut, silencing him.


“Silence!” Narice hissed at him as she stepped in front of Dante and looked at Adalus. “Forgive my nephew Adalus. He has yet to learn humility it seems. I accept your gift on behalf of all of us.”


“It is not my gift.” Adalus replied. “It is a gift from the Crown Princess. If it was up to me only you and your blue eyed companion here would receive anything. These others are not true Bonded Pairs.”


“And what would you know about being bonded to a dragon old man?” Dante quipped loudly.


All of them heard the loud snort and they turned slowly to see the large head of the gray Firespitter push through the window on the side of the building, its bright green eyes wide and glaring at them.


Adalus laughed as he walked over to stand beside the dragon’s head. He reached up to stroke the smooth scales of her neck and lower jaw. “Far more than you will ever know boy.” Adalus replied. “Far more than you will ever know.”


“I thank you Adalus.” Narice spoke as she yanked Dante towards the door with considerable strength. “And please… when you see the Princess again, please thank her for me.”
