CHAPTER EIGHT

ROYAL SPARTAN ESTATE

FERAVOMIR’S RESIDENCE

“So tell me child… how does it feel being Androcles Leonidas’s Soulmate?” Helen asked as she bent over and lifted the small watering can and poured some small amounts of water into the row of incredible blue and purple flowers. “The one who holds his very essence.”


Sadi stood just behind her admiring the rows upon rows of multicolored flowers that adorned the rear of Helen’s villa. Her home was spacious and only one level like the rest of the buildings on the estate, but it was comfortably furnished and it was all hers. The awning covered patio was large and lined with flowers and plants from half a dozen different worlds that Sadi could determine just from first glance.


Helen had refused vehemently when Martin had ordered this villa built just for her only three hundred meters from the main house. Her argument was that he and his Queens needed their peace and solitude at times and having her so close would only intrude upon that. He and his Queens had won out in the end however and now Helen felt the most peace and serenity she had ever felt when she was here among the pines and flowers. She decided Martin had known this was how she would feel and that is why he had this home especially built with her in mind. There were many rooms she almost never used, but he had included a large meditation chamber and equally large kitchen for her to practice and refine her already extensive culinary skills. Skills that Helen loved to explore to escape her role and duties as the First Oracle of their people. She had spent many hours with Gallais here in her kitchen as they developed and created new foods and dishes, as well as improved old ones. All of the items that she had kept hidden in her cave were now displayed for all to see, some of them dating back nearly four thousand years even past the time of Martin’s father. The patio area of her villa was covered with a sturdy wooden awning that was draped with blooming vines of yellow and pink flowers and the myriad scents filled Sadi’s head.


“I think I am still trying to wrap my hands around it.” Sadi answered finally. “It… it all happened so very quickly Feravomir. I don’t… I don’t think it’s possible to put it into words really.”


Helen stood back up and turned to look at her. “Did it happen quickly? Or does it just seem that way because you have been waiting so long for this very thing to be. Now that you have it… you don’t know what to do because you have found what you have been searching for all these years.”


“What do you mean?” Sadi asked.


“Sadi, have you ever stopped to consider that perhaps everything that has happened in these last years is preordained somehow?” Helen asked looking at her. “Our people were very spiritual once upon a time. Violent yes… but very spiritual.” She told her with a smile. “We believed there was a purpose to all things happening. The events of your life have brought you full circle Sadi Leonidas. Perhaps the road you walked was laid before you a long time prior to you ever being born.”


“Are you saying that even before I was born… even when I was a small child… that I was meant for Andro somehow?” She asked her face puzzled and confused but inwardly rejoicing at those words.


Helen shrugged noncommittally. “You tell me.” She said. “When you conducted the Gravinolfgreksaan… did you and Andro stop to look at the moon and see that it was Vada Assirina Cormunn? Or did it happen instinctually… without any conscious thought? As if some instinct was guiding your actions.” She settled to the bench and patted the stone top next to her signaling for Sadi to sit down.


Sadi didn’t hesitate and moved to sit beside her. This woman had been a guiding force in her life after the events on the Island Palace and Sadi had come to look at her as the mother she never had. “It… it just happened Feravomir. Something inside me… inside us… that something inside us… that instinct said to do it.”


Helen nodded. “No doubt the same instinct in Andro triggered as well. It was identical for his father and Aricia you know… as it was for King Resumar and Eliani. You do not plan to become Soulmates Sadi… and it only truly happens to those who are meant to be together. I believe the only one outside of the King and Andro to have found their true Soulmate is Daniel Simpson. He and Anuk were meant to be together long before they ever actually met, and probably long before the comet ever came to this planet. Perhaps because of how closely tied together Daniel and Martin are… and the path he has played and continues to play in the future. As well as that of his children. For it to happen, your blood must call out for each other in a way it normally does not. Not everyone finds their Soulmates Sadi. In fact, the majority does not… but that does not mean they do not love those they are with completely.”


“I don’t question that I am Andro’s Soulmate Feravomir.” She stated. “I relish it more than I can ever put into words. What he makes me feel… it is beyond anything I could have ever imagined. And when we… when we join our minds, it is indescribable.”


Helen smiled as she looked at her. “That is good… because the scuttlebutt around Sparta among the older generations is that you remind them of Gorgo in your demeanor and how you treat others, excluding your beautiful blond hair of course. That is very high praise considering who I am hearing it from.” 


“Being compared to Lady Gorgo is the ultimate compliment and honor I could receive Feravomir.” Sadi said with some embarrassment. “Though I don’t believe I will ever come close to accomplishing what she has in her lifetime so far.”

Helen grinned. “You never know.” She said with a glint in her eye. “I knew you were special the moment you came to my school Sadi.” Helen spoke. “And not just because Elynth and Andro had touched you. You already had the ability inside you child because of the pureness of your blood, you were just never guided on how to use it. I had initially hoped you would stay on and perhaps take on the role of an Oracle… but when I saw what was in your heart, I knew you were to walk another path.” Helen laughed. “Forgive me… I am becoming philosophical in my old age.”


Sadi chuckled. “Do I walk that path now Feravomir?” She asked after a moment. “Now that I am together with Andro?”


Helen met her eyes. “Do you?” She asked. “You know… Androcles will one day surpass his father in what he can do Sadi, and Martin Leonidas is perhaps the most incredibly powerful Mindvoicer Canth and I have ever had the experience of knowing. And yes… I still speak to Canth even though he is gone. He is as much a part of me now as my own self.” She said with a smile. “Most would consider me crazy for saying that.”

Sadi smiled. “After experiencing what you have in your life Feravomir… crazy is not a word I would attribute to you.”

“You know of course that Andro became aware while still in Aricia’s womb?” Helen said taking her hand.

Sadi nodded. “Yes.”

“He knew and understood all that was happening around him and he used Elynth as his conduit.” Helen spoke softly. “He is wise beyond his years, though there are times when he tends to let his father’s passion for things override his own feelings. You were the first and most important step Sadi, the first step in Androcles finding his very own path in this life. He and Elynth will accomplish great things together in the future and you will be beside them in those achievements for you are now part of them.” 


Sadi nodded slowly as she looked at her. “I can feel the influence and power of their bond all the time now. I felt it then as well… on the island when he spoke to me as a child. It sweeps through me even now stronger than ever Feravomir, encompassing me as well in many cases.”


“I don’t doubt that... you are part of them now. The joy their bond brings them they will naturally share with you. You had enormous potential when you came to me Sadi.” Helen spoke looking at her. “On your own and with the proper schooling, you would have become nearly as powerful as Aricia now is, and she is still growing in many respects for she is not that much older than you. Your skills and abilities will grow quickly now that you and Andro have come together and you must be prepared for that Sadi.”

Sadi nodded. “I have felt my awareness expand Feravomir. Far beyond anything I have known up until now. I feel the strength and focus flowing through me like never before.”

Helen’s eyes smiled at her. “And it will continue to grow and expand.” Her dark eyes twinkled in the sunlight that reached through the awning overhead. “Yet you are here now because you and Andro are feeling as if you are not yet complete somehow. You and Andro are wondering why you have been feeling this way these last two days. Why you are feeling it even now? It stems from this young woman you both have recently met, doesn’t it?”


Sadi grinned and shook her head. “I truly hate it that you can do that. You know what others will say or what they want before they do. Even when I studied under you.” She said with humor in her voice. “It is so eerie.”


Helen laughed and took her hand tighter, squeezing it. “This young woman… Carisia is her name I believe. And Anthar is her dragon. She is what brings you here now?”


Sadi nodded. “Andro…”


“Sadi… you and Andro are Anomes. You speak with one voice child. You do not need to refer to him in the third person any longer. When you speak… he speaks. It is no different with Martin and Aricia, and I truly do not want to spend ten years pounding it into your skulls as I had to do with theirs. They were so very obstinate at times.”


Sadi looked at her and couldn’t help but laugh. She nodded her head after a moment. “She affects us in a way we have never felt. When we are in her presence… separately or together… we both feel it. It happened with me yesterday when I saw her in a shop in Sparta… and then last night when we were together at Gallais’s Retreat. It happened again today when Andro was with her at the airfield.”


“And what does she make you feel?” Helen asked.


Sadi met her eyes evenly. “She makes us feel whole.” She answered. “It is… it is so very strange. After… after we conducted the Gravinolfgreksaan, the sense of one Andro and I felt just lying in each others arms… it was glorious Feravomir.”


Helen nodded. “No doubt.”


“But with her… with Carisia… it is different. We were so very happy that we had finally found one another that we missed it.” Sadi spoke shaking her head. “The void that is still there. We feel potent and more cognizant in her presence. And we can feel the same perceptions coming from her as well. It… it is almost as if we have found a long lost gem that fits into a much larger jewel somehow. Finishing it. Making it whole again.” Sadi looked at her. “She fills that void.”

“So she completes you both?” Helen asked.


“Feravomir… we don’t know her.” Sadi said softly.


Helen smiled gently. “Your eyes, your heart and your voice tell me different Sadi. You have seen her before. Both of you have.”


Sadi nodded slowly. “In our dreams Feravomir.” She said finally.


“And dreams are the windows to our souls Sadi.” Helen spoke. “What you feel… what you both feel… it is not wrong child.”


“But Andro and I are Anomes.” Sadi spoke meeting her eyes. “How could… how could both of us feel the same thing for someone we don’t even know? Someone we have never met? And feel it in such a unique way; with such power and clarity? We… should only feel this for each other. Shouldn’t we?”


“She has been in your dreams.” Helen said calmly. “Tell me… in your dreams… have they been separate? You and she together… her and Andro? Or are the three of you always together?”


Sadi shook her head, not at all put out by the intimate nature of the question, at least not with this woman who she had shared so much over the years. “They may start out that way… but we always end up together. Without fail Feravomir. They are…” She said softly, almost as if she was embarrassed to admit something.


“Tell me.” Helen said squeezing her hand.


“They are such exquisite dreams Feravomir.” Sadi said gently with a smile. “It is almost as if I can feel what is happening in the dream. Her touch… her scent. Her scent is like sweet rose petals that have freshly bloomed. And we always end up together.”


“Like Soulmates.” Helen said softly.


Sadi’s jungle green eyes grew wide and she looked at her. “Feravomir… how… how could she be our Soulmate. I… I thought it was… that it could only be two. Andro and I have found each other already.”


Helen nodded. “Yes you have… but like the pieces of any puzzle… it is not complete until all the pieces are together.”


“Feravomir… she is a vampire.” Sadi said quickly. “She is a ranking member of the High Coven.”


“Yes she is.” Helen answered evenly. “And so is Bella… so is Nyla… and so many others who have a deep and abiding love for whoever they are with. This fact matters why? Do you see an enemy when you look at her? When you feel her coursing through your being, do you feel an enemy? Does Andro?” 

Sadi shook her head quickly. “No.”

Helen met her eyes. “Vampire or wolf or elves, all life Sadi… we all have souls. How we live our lives dictates whom we are inside Sadi, you know that better than most.”


“So… so what do we do?” She asked. “It… it only grows stronger each time we see her Feravomir.”


Helen shook her head. “I can not tell you what to do Sadi. You or Andro. I can only guide you and hope I guide you in the correct direction.”


“Then guide us Feravomir.” Sadi said quickly. “Do… do we pursue what she makes us feel?”


“That she is a woman does not deter you… or alter your perceptions of her?” Helen asked her. “Based on what you have said… if you pursue this course… you would be sharing her with Androcles. Your Anome. Is that something you can handle?”

Sadi shook her head quickly. “I… I have experienced such a relationship before... with Teeria.” She answered. “It was brief but very intense. It is not something I have searched for Feravomir… but it is not something I will dismiss out of hand. As for sharing Andro with her… if she is meant to be with us… meant to be part of our lives as you suggest is possible… I can not just dismiss that. Not with the strength of the emotion that apparently is there between us and certainly not if she is meant to complete us. What if she is meant to be both our Soulmates? We can not turn away from that.”


“You would not feel this way if there was not something there Sadi.” Helen spoke looking at her. “I believe… and this is only my opinion, mind you… I believe it was meant to be this way long before Andro or you were even born as I said earlier, and that is why what you feel for each other is so very powerful and pure. That does not mean however, that there is not meant to be another in your lives as well. Sharing your lives with you, even as you and Andro share everything now. Do you explore this… or do you let it pass and always wonder why it is you felt these things? Why that void is always there? That is a decision the three of you have to make… but always remember the rule by which the King has lived the vast majority of his life.”


Sadi nodded slowly. “Never fear the unknown or the treasures it could bring you.” Sadi looked at her for a long moment before finally rising to her feet. “Thank you Feravomir.” She stated.


Helen got up and took Sadi’s hands in hers. “I am always available to you Sadi Leonidas, no matter the topic. You are a powerful woman Sadi… and now that you and Andro have come together, your abilities will only grow stronger as I have said.” She said with a smile. “I only hope you will take me up on the offer.”


Sadi smiled at her words and finally told her what she had always wanted to tell her. “I have no mother Feravomir. You have been the closest thing to a mother for me… more than I have ever known. I will always come to you.” She said with sincere honesty and warmth.


Helen nodded and smiled. “And do drag that strapping young man back with you!” Helen said. “He still has many things to learn and absorb. I can’t teach him if he is off gallivanting across the planet and the stars training members of the High Coven. He needs to make time to be here as well.”


Sadi nodded with her own smile. “He told me about that.” She said. 

“I have been trying to pass on different skills to both him and his father.” Helen told her. “They have been using their abilities to augment their already impressive physical skills and it is time they learned to do more. And so should you.” 

“I will insure he comes very soon Feravomir.” Sadi spoke.


“Good… for now you both will need to come.” Helen said reaching up to touch her soft cheek. “And perhaps one day there will be three of you. This Carisia… she is nearly as strong as you and Andro and there is strength and wisdom in numbers you know. I sense that she knows what it is she wants, yet she has a fear that should not be hers. These are things you will need to help her with if you decide to go down that path.” Helen squeezed her hands tightly and pulled her closer. “If you decide on this Sadi… if it feels right in every way… don’t hesitate… don’t think… grab onto it and never let go. You have far more influence over Andro now than even his father. He is old fashion in many respects and he will resist because he thinks you will want him to resist, no matter what you both feel. Make sure he understands that you do not fear what could happen if you both choose that path.”


Sadi nodded and leaned over to kiss her cheek. “I must return to the villa and prepare for my first State Dinner as Crown Princess.” She said with an embarrassed smile. “I don’t know whether to be excited or nervous.”


Helen laughed. “You will do fine child. Andro hates these things perhaps more than his father. He will shield you from most of the annoying men and women. I will see you there tonight as well.” She released Sadi’s hands and watched as she made her way back into the house and towards the entrance. She turned slowly and looked at her rows of flowers, taking a long deep breath and exhaling slowly as she calmed herself. 
“It is beginning.” She said softly.


We knew this day would come eventually. The male voice spoke in reply inside her mind like the whispering of the winds through the pines. 

“Will it be enough Canth?” She asked softly.


Only time will tell Dustha. Only time will tell. The male voice filled her head as she looked up into the sky at the bright sunshine. It is a start however. Androcles is very much like his father and grandfather… but he is more like Resumar than either of them and that is our advantage. He has taken the best of all three and blended them into one person Dustha. We can not hope to stop what is coming… but it will be the defining moment for all of them. Androcles especially. We must trust in what you and his parents have taught him and all their children. What you continue to teach them. You have accomplished far more than even I could have dreamed in teaching both of them Dustha. Trust in that training and be there for them when they come to you for council. And they will come to you Dustha. 

“I thought we would have more time.” Helen said.

The first son’s existence has changed events. Canth spoke. We must adapt and respond or all will be lost.

“I hope you are right.” Helen said. “I hope you are right.”

HAIGOS CENTER

DURCUNUSAAN TRAINING FACILITY


Malic stepped through the doorway into Star Colonel Isra’s office. He wore the standard Durcunusaan uniform and had just been summoned from a training class. The hours of the last few days had been crammed with learning new skills and procedures, as well as several tests. Malic detested tests and he knew he was not a good student. He hated any kind of academics and always had, perhaps because he was never very good at retaining what he was taught. His skills had been always oriented to the physical portion of his duties, duties which he excelled at.


Malic looked around the empty office taking in the comfortable but not extravagant furniture that was positioned all around. There were very few who did not know who Colonel Isra was, or what he had accomplished in his career as a Spartan and member of Mjolnir’s Hand. He was widely considered one of the top five of the Bonded Pairs within the Union and his exploits with his dragon Aelnala in the last twenty-five years were well documented. He and Prince Androcles were the only members of Mjolnir’s Hand to be awarded the Shield of Valor during the Evolli War, yet it was his political skills that garnered the most attention. Beside his two mates, Colonel Isra had brokered four major trade deals and welcomed two new member planets into the Union. He was the only one of those men and women rescued from Enurrua that had opted to enter the Union military, mainly because the first day he and Aelnala had met and discovered each other, their path was set. He was also well known and utterly respected by all dragons within the Union for the celebration and party he had thrown for his Bonded Sister when she and Queen Anja’s dragon Miath had mated. The celebration had lasted for two days and was the talk of Sparta and Tuya for weeks afterwards from what Malic heard. It was said Colonel Isra was almost as happy for Aelnala as she had been for herself. Though an injury prevented Aelnala from carrying eggs, she and Miath were the first to come forward and volunteer to raise the three eggs that Aelnala and Isra had saved the day they met. Those three dragons were now grown and two of them, while not members of Mjolnir’s Hand, were among the nearly thousand Bonded Pairs that called the Union home.


Malic stepped around to the wall and gazed at the many holo images that Colonel Isra had displayed around the office. Most of them were of his two mates and the six children he had, the rest were images of Aelnala and Miath as well as the King and Aricia. It was said that Colonel Isra was one of only a handful that could walk onto the Spartan Royal Estate totally uncontested and speak directly with the King.


Malic heard shuffling feet and turned quickly when the diminutive Drow elf female came through the wide double doors across the office on the far wall. Doors that were large enough to fit even the King’s dragon Torma if Malic was any judge of size. The Drow female pulled up short when she saw him, her amber colored eyes confused.


Aihola lowered the bundle she held in her arms as she looked at the tall Spartan. Her shimmering white hair tumbled down around her shoulders, framing dark features that were exceptionally exotic to look at. Malic knew right away who she was and he also knew she was half vampire and one of those that his father had spoken of in a derogatory nature over the years. His father considered anyone who was not an officer and member of the Fleet, especially vampires, to be beneath him. He though all the ground troops were nothing but brutes, and those who flew on dragons to be the worst of them. Vice President of the Union Aihola was nearly as well known as Colonel Isra, and her history and that of the Drow elves within the Union was one of the most sought after history classes among both Fleet Academy students and students from the many universities that dotted the Union. 


“Madam Vice President.” Malic spoke formally bowing his head in a show of respect to her position.


Aihola smiled at him and set the bundle on the chair as she came further into Isra’s office. “Hello… I’m not sure I know you.”


Aihola’s half vampire and half wolf ears detected Roluth lifting off once more to take Tarifa to the Senate Building and her office. Though twenty-five years had passed since her new life had begun, Aihola blessed the morning sun every day for what fate had brought her. She was the child of a vampire father and the Drow elf Queen; her father turned into a vampire by the hated witch Yuri during her many years of experimentation on the Drow people. Many of the experiments performed on her people were of a sexually deviant nature once it was determined that they were not the soldiers the Coven had been trying to create. It had been Tarifa and Dysea who had set Aihola on the path she currently followed, and without them and Anja she would never have rid herself of her affliction. She would never have discovered the love she and Tarifa shared, and together they would never have found the man who had so claimed their hearts. 


Aihola and Tarifa’s love for one another and their combined love for the violet eyed Spartan warrior who rode a dragon was the basis for the content of dozens of romance novels written and sold throughout the entire Union. She and Tarifa thought them gaudy and unrealistic while Isra only laughed and loved them even more fiercely than he already did. They had six beautiful and strong children with Isra, and Aihola had long ago accepted the fact that when either she or Tarifa spoke, it was with one voice.


“I am Enomotarch Malic Ma’am.” He replied quickly meeting the gaze of her eyes, which were absolutely incredible to look at. The light danced in the corneas of her amber eyes and made her seem more animated and alive. Half vampire or not… her long silky like white hair combined with her amber colored eyes and what was obviously an incredibly shapely figure made this elven female exceptionally attractive, even to him. 

And that surprised Malic.

“I arrived at the beginning of this week.” He finished speaking as he brought his mind back to the present.


“Ah… studying to become a Durcunusaan I see.” Aihola stated as she walked around Isra’s desk as she had done thousands of times in the past years to the low counter behind his chair where she poured herself a steaming mug of tea from the ever present carafe that Isra always had in his office.


“Yes ma’am. And then I intend to ride a dragon as a member of Mjolnir’s Hand.” Malic stated proudly and pulling himself to his full height of six foot two.


Aihola looked at him with a smile as she sipped her mug and turned back to face him. “Very lofty goals Enomotarch Malic.” Aihola spoke confidently. “I commend you.”


“You… you are bonded to a dragon as well, are you not Madam Vice President?” Malic asked stepping closer and finding her voice soothing in some manner.


Aihola nodded. “Tarifa and I both.” She answered. “It’s been twenty-five years now that we have been bonded to Roluth and the feelings and sensations that fill us everyday have never faded. We ride as often as we can.”


Malic’s eyes narrowed somewhat. “You… you are bonded to the same dragon?” He asked somewhat taken aback at this knowledge.


Aihola nodded. “Yes.”


“I… I did not think that was possible.” Malic said.


Aihola chuckled at his confused look for it was something both she and Tarifa had dealt with in the past. “Tarifa and I share a unique bond with each other. We fell in love before the Battle for Earth. During that battle I was injured badly. Tarifa saved me by allowing me to take her blood to heal my wounds. It formed a very powerful Mindvoice bond between us. A bond that only grew in strength when Isra came into our lives. Our love is as strong now as it was when we first discovered each other. Over the years together it has blended our minds and consciousnesses together. We are essentially one person and that allowed us to bond with Roluth together.”


Malic allowed himself to breathe deeply and he detected the peach scent wafting from her, as well as the wild cheery blossom scent that was her own. It was very hard to miss the spicy smell of deep timber that permeated her entire being, and Malic knew that scent belonged to Colonel Isra. The three scents were entwined more deeply than he thought they could be considering she was half vampire, but then he detected the smell of the wolf in her blood and realized that some of her elven genes had been turned to that of a wolf.


“You seemed surprised to hear that Enomotarch.” Aihola spoke moving closer to him.


Malic shuffled his feet. “Forgive me… I have never had the knowledge that two women could be so tightly bound together. It is not something I have experienced… though… I understand that Princess Eliani shares something similar I think. She mentioned something to me about it while transiting here on the SCIMITAR.”


Malic didn’t know why he tossed that out there but he saw Aihola nod and laugh softly. Her voice was still very pleasant and her amber eyes glittered in the light. “Yes they do.” Aihola said nodding her head. “So you are the young Spartan that saved Eliani’s life. Your deed has not gone unnoticed Enomotarch. You are quite the talk of Eden City and to a lesser degree here in Sparta.”

Malic’s eyes grew a little wider. “I… I am?” He asked.

Aihola nodded. “Yes you are.” She stated plainly. “Eliani and Nyla’s Mindvoice abilities tie them together more tightly than Tarifa and I in many respects. Eliani saved Nyla’s life by sharing her blood with her so that Nyla could heal wounds during the Evolli war; similar to what Tarifa did for me. However… since they were both bonded to dragons when that took place, and Nyla’s injuries were more severe than mine, Nyla ended up taking a great deal more of Eliani’s blood than either of them expected and it made their connection much more focused and deeper. That single event tied them together and over the next months they discovered each other. They are very much in love now. You are becoming known as the man who saved that love.”


Malic’s eyes showed his stunned shock at this revelation and he opened his mouth to ask another question about Eliani and Nyla but his eyes shifted as the tall, muscular form of Colonel Isra filled the doorway. He stopped for a moment, his violet eyes falling on Malic briefly, but then he turned to Aihola and stepped up to her, his violet eyes smiling and bright. Aihola set her mug of tea down on the desk as Isra drew her close in his arms and she pressed her body against his tightly.


“I found your spare uniform.” She stated with a smile at the man who held hers and Tarifa’s hearts in his hands, and had since the moment they first set eyes on him. “Joneu hid it hoping he could wear it to emulate you.”


Isra chuckled. “I’ll have to have a talk with that boy.” He said.


“Don’t be too hard on him.” Aihola replied. “He simply loves his father and wants to be like him in every way.”


They had six children with Isra, three each from both her and Tarifa. The two oldest were boys and the youngest was a boy. Their boys had been given Spartan names, while the girls all bore Elven names. It was something that Tarifa and she had talked of very often when they first discovered their love for each other, and when Isra came into their lives those dreams were quickly discovered as they became pregnant together shortly after Isra returned to Earth and re-entered their lives. Their two oldest sons were also bonded with dragons while their oldest daughter was a senior aide for Deia and rapidly moving up the ranks due to her intelligence and beauty.


“I will pick you and Sadormacah up at eighteen hundred hours sharp.” He said pulling her firm Drow body against his. “Martin wants us there a little early to begin greeting the guests as they arrive.”


Aihola nodded. “We’ll be ready.” She spoke brushing something from his broad shoulder and smiling. “I must go… I have a meeting with Panos and Tarifa about this new sight in the desert we discovered. We will see you later tonight my love.”


Isra and Aihola shared a deep, loving kiss and he nuzzled her elven ear before she pushed him away with a soft laugh and headed out of his office. Isra watched her go, admiring the way she always filled out her uniforms and clothes. Like Tarifa… even after three children, Aihola’s body was just as lush and seductive as when he had first met her. Her ebony skinned looked perfect nestled between him and Tarifa in their bed. He smiled to himself and looked at Malic, his smile fading away quickly.


“Enomotarch Malic.” Isra spoke as he moved to the counter and poured himself a mug of tea. “Do you know why you are here Malic?” He asked as he turned back to his desk and motioned for Malic to take one of the chairs.


“No… no Colonel. I was told only that you wanted to see me.” Malic answered as he settled into the chair.


Isra moved to his chair and sat down. “I understand you petitioned directly for inclusion into the Durcunusaan and then Mjolnir’s Hand, bypassing the usual process.” He said. “Your mother’s influence got that petition approved.”


“That is not something I asked her to do Colonel.” Malic spoke quickly.


“Perhaps not… but it was done none the less.” Isra stated. “You were able to skip all of the academic requirements because of this Malic.” He held up the data pad. “I pulled your file when I discovered this information. Do you know what I found Enomotarch?” Isra held out the data pad waiting for Malic to take it.


Malic looked at the pad and felt a sinking feeling in his guts. They were the results of the four tests he had taken in the last four days. He looked up quickly. “Colonel Isra I…”


“You failed all four Malic.” Isra spoke cutting him off. “To include basic Lycavorian language skills.” Isra leaned forward. “How is it that you were able to get this far without this being known by others Malic?”


“I… I don’t know sir.” He replied honestly.

“Yes… well I don’t know how things were done on Apo Prime…” Isra stated. “But here at the Durcunusaan Training Group we do things a little differently.” Isra told him. “Generals Vengal and Vistr set it up in a certain way for reasons which I’m sure you understand. It has not changed in twenty-five years Malic. And since those of us in Mjolnir’s Hand pull directly from the ranks of the Durcunusaan… we take quite an interest in those selected to become members of the Wolves of the Blood.”


“Colonel… I am capable!” Malic almost shouted. “No one can beat me with the Nehtes sir! I am fit and in perfect shape!”


Isra nodded as he sipped his tea. “No doubt Malic… however there is far more to being a member of Mjolnir’s Hand than just physical strength. We are not just the King’s Hammer… we are the extension of his will. His entire will… which includes procedures and events that have nothing to do with war. We must be able to talk peace as well as fight Malic. We must interact with others on almost every level within the government and military, with dozens of different species. And do so in a manner that promotes trust and peace.”


“I can learn whatever it is I need to learn Colonel!” Malic spoke. “I am an excellent learner and I pick up things immediately.”


“I truly hope so Malic.” Isra said as he held up the second data pad. “If not for this Malic, you would be on your way back to Apo Prime this afternoon. I don’t think you are cut out for being a member of the Durcunusaan… and most definitely not Mjolnir’s Hand. Fortunately for you… your actions with Androcles on Eleysi Three have earned you a reprieve.”


Malic’s eyes furrowed as he breathed a sigh of relief not knowing what surprise was on this data pad. “I… I don’t understand sir.”


“You are aware that the High Coven has come to Earth?” Isra said.


Malic’s eyes darkened. “I… I had heard that Colonel, yes. Though I do not know why we would allow that? They are our enemies.”


“In many respects I tend to agree with you Malic.” Isra stated. “However this is different. You know how we view our bonded brothers and sisters within the Union?”


Malic nodded quickly. “Yes sir. They are cherished and honored members of the Union. Without them… there would be no Mjolnir’s Hand and we would be lesser for it. At least… at least that is how I view them.”


Isra nodded his head slowly as he gazed at the young Spartan. Isra’s question had caused Malic to act without thinking, and the words he had spoken came from his within his heart Isra noticed, and not from some field manual. Isra also knew of the encounter with Elynth on the SCIMITAR from Famus and how Malic had been the only one to not back up in fear as Elynth had approached. That spoke volumes about this man in front of him because Isra had yet to meet a man that did not at least flinch when Elynth approached them. 

“Well it appears the High Coven has brought forty-three of their own dragons here to Earth to be trained by us.” He spoke slowly. “Dragons that they stole many years ago… but those dragons have now bonded with members of the High Coven and we need to train them. Thirty-six members of the Durcunusaan have been chosen by Andro to assist in this endeavor. Your name is on that list Malic, backed up with a solid recommendation from Commander Famus.”


Malic looked surprised for the first time. “It is?” He asked. 


Isra handed him the data pad. “Those are your orders Malic.” He said. “In six months you will return here and be re-tested on these results Malic.” Isra held up the first data pad as he took it back from him. “You will be quite busy where you are going so I truly hope you are able to make the time to study and learn what it is you need to learn. If you fail even one of these tests Malic… you will find yourself on the first transport back to your old unit. Is that very clear Enomotarch Malic?”


Malic came to his feet quickly. “Perfectly Colonel! I will not fail you!”


Isra stood up as well. “I hope not Malic… you have great potential son. That much I can sense.” He told him honestly. “But you need to alter your attitude and perceptions of everything around you. And you need to leave the arrogance behind. No matter what you have faced in the past… or who you have learned it from, it no longer applies now Malic. The sooner you learn that… the better off you will be.”


“Yes sir!”


Isra nodded his head. “The transport leaves in three days. I suggest you take the time to gather whatever materials you will need for the journey and to learn what you need to learn and prepare your equipment. You are acting as an Usher for this evening’s State Dinner yes?”


Malic nodded. “Yes sir. The South entrance.”


“Be sharp Malic… and above all else… be smart.” Isra spoke.


“I will be sir!” Malic barked.


“You may return to your duties now.” Isra said motioning towards the door.


Malic nodded and made his way quickly to the exit. He did not see the heads of the two dragons extend into the door Aihola had come in from. This entrance led directly to a large and very comfortable pen that Aelnala spent many hours in as Isra’s Bonded Sister. Now however, along with her dirty yellow scaled head and honey colored eyes, the dark green scales and bright gray eyes of Miath’s large head poked into the office as well.


Aelnala rubbed her head under the thick, powerful neck of her beloved mate in affection as she looked at Isra. 

Aelnala had never imagined herself with a mate, knowing that no male dragon would ever take her because of her inability to carry eggs, the result of a very foolish event fighting Chetek’s men when she was younger. Aelnala had resigned herself to a life without a mate or children of her own and was more than content to share in the happiness that her bonded brother Isra had found. It had taken him two years after his return from Lycavore for Miath to gain the courage he needed to approach her. Aelnala was much older than him, and he was the Bonded Brother to Queen Anja, and by virtue of that alone he was very sought after by female dragons of mating age. Aelnala had been angry with him at first for telling her he wanted only her. She had scolded him for not wanting to help their species reproduce by mating with a female who could carry eggs and give him children. She had chased him away even though she did find Miath to be nearly irresistible, but had never held out her hopes for a pairing. Aelnala didn’t know why she had let Isra and Tarifa talk her into taking part in the Harmony Ceremony that year, for she knew no male would take her. She had done it because Isra had asked her to and Aelnala would do anything for Isra. She had flown among the clouds that night with the rest of the females, excreting her mating scent as she flew upside down, but knowing in her heart that no male would approach her. 


Aelnala had almost given up and was about to roll over and return to the ground when the large dark green blur that was a hybrid dragon plunged from the clouds above her, with confident and dominating power and precise control and speed and all but blotting out the bright moon. It had taken her completely by surprise and before she knew what was happening, Miath had plunged into her female depths and wrapped his large wings around her as they plummeted to the earth below. Aelnala had committed the words he had spoken to her while they fell to memory for they had made her shed tears. As they plunged for the ground below, his huge organ buried within her female depths where no male had ever been before, Miath did not move except to stare into her eyes. The pleasure was gripping her rapidly, and while she may have not been able to carry eggs, she was still very much able to enjoy the complete and utter pleasure of mating.


I do not care that you can not carry eggs Aelnala! I have never cared about that. I want you Aelnala! I want only you! You have invaded my being like no other and I want to go into the future with you as my mate! No other! Tell me you will have me! Tell me Aelnala before we smash into the hard ground below for I do not want to go another day without you by my side!


His words to her had blocked all of the pleasure that was ripping through her from his maleness inside her and Aelnala did what her heart had wanted to do for years. 


Yes! Yes! Her words filled Miath’s mind and she trumpeted out her pleasure as they fell and she surrendered to the feelings of complete bliss he produced in her.


What followed that initial time together had been nothing short of rapture for Aelnala, and it had not stopped. Miath never grew tired of her, and she could not remember the last time they had not mated for days on end when he returned to Earth with Anja. She knew his duties as Anja’s Bonded Brother took him away for weeks, but it was Miath who always made it seem like she had been gone with the attention he lavished on her when he returned. The most blissful and happiest times of her life had come while she was wrapped within the cocoon of his wings and they were mating. When Arzoal suggested to her that she and Miath raise the eggs she and Isra had rescued on Enurrua, both of them had jumped at the chance with undisguised glee. 

Aelnala had the family she had always dreamed of now. She had a handsome male dragon completely devoted to her and she to him. They had three beautiful young dragons that called them mother and father, and while they may not have been of their blood, the love they had for them knew no bounds. And Aelnala had the love and bond of Isra, and the knowledge that they were considered one of the most powerful Bonded Pairs within the Union.

Aelnala looked at her Bonded Brother. I can feel the great potential in him Isra, just as you can. She spoke softly.

Miath nodded his large head as well. His abilities are buried however. Buried under falsehoods and ideals he has come to believe, but are not his. This is what prevents him from obtaining that potential.

Isra nodded as he walked over to them. I sense it as well. He spoke. I don’t know what Andro expects from him though. We have no dragons that would suit him even if he were to change. He does not know things that should be second nature to many of our Bonded Pairs. And his academic skills are well below par. It is almost as if he was not taught these things as a child.

Aelnala looked at him keenly. It has always been very difficult to look at what Andro has within his mind and see a clear picture. I believe only his father and Elynth can truly see that… though Sadi will no doubt come to see and understand it in the future. Elynth has always been the one to try and explain Andro’s actions to others. She is better with words than he is most of the time.
Miath nodded. We trust Andro Isra. He said. There is always a method to his sometimes seeming madness.

Isra chuckled at Miath’s words. Yes there is. He said. What are you two going to do tonight during the State Dinner?

Miath laughed within Mindvoice and turned his gray eyes on his cherished mate. A little of this and a little of that as my Bonded Sister always says. He replied turning back to Isra. I thought I might take my lovely yellow scaled mate and view the moon come up from the top of the clouds. He said looking at Aelnala once more with bright gray eyes.

That sounds very promising. Aelnala said leaning into him.

Isra laughed and reached up to stroke Aelnala’s snout. Just be mindful of the weather you two. The last time you went to look at the moon above the clouds, Miath got singed by a stray lightning bolt.

That is only because my attention was diverted to something more pleasurable at the time. Miath stated proudly.

Aelnala laughed as well now and rubbed against his side. We will be more careful this time. She said.

Go on you two! Get out of here. I can do without the details of your love life. Isra stated with a grin.

Isra turned as he heard their laughter in Mindvoice and went back to his desk. He picked up the results of Malic’s tests once more and gazed at the pad. “What are you thinking Andro?” He whispered. “What are you thinking?”

GYTHEIO

OCEANSIDE VILLA OF LADY GORGO AND ADMIRAL RIALL


Gorgo was running a brush through her long dark hair as she moved for the door and its chiming. She was almost ready to depart for the Senate Auditorium and now someone was coming to visit her. It never failed to happen as far as she was concerned. Her classes had run a little longer than usual, and after sharing a very brief lunch with her new granddaughter-in-law Sadi, Gorgo had taken a Lifter home.


She passed her hand over the sensor by the side of the door and began speaking. “I am rather busy… so unless…” Gorgo stopped speaking when she saw Denali and Lisisa in her flowered doorway. Denali looked exceptionally handsome in his formal dress uniform while Lisisa looked absolutely ravishing in the glittering blood red gown that was cut in a way that revealed quite a bit of her tanned skin and hugged her large breasts. While extremely sexy the dress was very elegant and formal and it made Lisisa Leonidas simply beam with beauty. “Deni… Lisi… what is wrong?” She asked.


“There is nothing wrong grandmother.” Denali spoke quickly. “Lisisa and I are going to be helping Andro train the High Coven riders and this is the only time where we could break away to speak with you alone.”


Gorgo ushered them inside. “Come in… there is your mother’s coffee on the burner. Just let me throw on my dress and we can sit for a few moments.”


They watched her move towards her bedroom as they walked towards the kitchen area of the villa. Lisisa gripped Denali’s hand and waited until his handsome face turned to her.


“Deni… I’m scared.” She stated softly. “I’m scared by what she might say. What she might do.”


Denali squeezed her hand and slipped his arm around her waist pulling her tightly to him and fighting down the sexual urges that having her firm body pressed against him elicited. “Do you love me Lisisa Leonidas?”


Lisisa rolled her eyes. “What kind of stupid question is that?” She hissed. “You know I do Deni. More than anything.”


Deni nodded with a smile. He leaned over and nuzzled her cheek and side of her neck and felt her lean into him as she always did, relishing in the sensations he caused within her. “And I love you. This is the first step we have to take to make sure one day we can openly show that love. Grandmother is the only one who might understand… and we have to start somewhere.”


Lisisa stared at him for a long moment and finally smiled. She leaned over and stretched up on her toes to kiss him softly. “And that is something I want more than anything.” She stated. “To proclaim to all that I am yours.”


Denali nodded. “Good.”


Gorgo came into the kitchen area smoothing out the lines of the purple velvet dress and looked at her grandchildren. “Ok… we don’t want to be late… so what’s going on? The two of you do not normally come seeking advice from me. It’s not in either of your natures… so what is going on?”


“Is grandfather Riall here?” Denali asked.


Gorgo looked at him oddly. “No. He left thirty minutes ago to help your father set up the overall security for tonight’s function.” Gorgo replied. “What is going on you two?”


“Grandmother… maybe you had better sit down.” Lisisa told her.


“Why?”


Deni took her arm. “What we are going to tell you might come as a shock of sorts.” He said leading her to the chair and pulling it out for her to sit. He waited for Lisisa to sit before moving to the chair next to her.


“Oh Deni… you didn’t break your father’s Nehtes again did you?” Gorgo spoke.


Deni chuckled as he settled into the chair next to Lisisa. “No grandmother.” He spoke. “This… this is something infinitely more serious.”


Gorgo’s eyes narrowed. “Ok… spill it!” She barked using a term she had learned from Anja and Eliani. “What’s this all about? You are never serious Denali Leonidas.”


“Grandmother… Lisisa… Lisisa and I want to ask you a question.” Deni spoke slowly, measuring his words.


“Ok.” Gorgo said. “What might that question be?”


“Grandmother… did you love grandfather Leonidas any less even though he was your uncle?” Lisisa spit out the question.


Gorgo sat back in the chair surprised at the question. It was not what she had expected to hear and confusion reigned supreme on her face. It was not something she had thought of in many years. The love she had shared with Leonidas burned intensely for many hundreds of years even after his death, and only her growing feelings for Riall had finally made her begin to move forward. She rarely thought of her long dead husband now, choosing instead to honor his last words to her and live a long happy life. She had that with Riall now, strong children and a powerful love with the handsome Admiral of the Fleet that rivaled or surpassed the love she had once shared with Leonidas. It was something he wished for her and Gorgo knew without question he would be happy she had gone on with her life. “What... why are you asking?” She said finally.


Denali took it up from there. “I know that interfamily marriages were common back then grandmother.” He said softly. “We want to know if it mattered to you that grandfather Leonidas was your Uncle.”


Gorgo looked at them for a long moment before replying. “I loved your grandfather Leonidas with every fiber of my being.” She answered softly. “He was my entire life… my purpose for life. No… it did not matter that he was my uncle. Half uncle actually… for my father was Leonidas’s half brother.” Gorgo leaned forward in her chair. “True love knows no bounds… no limitations. If two people are meant for each other… nothing changes that. The two of you should know that well. Your father and mother Isabella love each other deeply no matter who they are. Why are you asking me this? What does that have to do with anything?”


Deni glanced at Lisisa quickly and then back to her. “Grandmother… Lisisa and I love each other.” He stated proudly.


Gorgo smiled and sat back. “You are brother and sister… of course you love each other. You…”


“No… grandmother…” Lisisa said reaching out and taking Denali’s arm in her hands and pressing up against his side. “We are in love with each other.” She said equally as proud and confident as Denali had just spoken.


Gorgo’s face ran the sudden gambit of surprise, shock, horror and happiness all within ten seconds as she looked at her grandchildren. She saw the way Lisisa, always so proud and determined, clung to Denali’s arm and press against his side like a love struck young female wolf. She saw the way Denali Leonidas, a powerful Alpha male in his own right, sat ram rod straight in his chair unashamed of the admission they had just made. Lisisa’s forest green eyes were alive and bright with love, a love matched in his dark brown eyes.


“Oh… oh my.” Gorgo blurted out finally.


“We… we tried to fight it grandmother.” Lisisa explained quickly. “We just couldn’t. It was too strong. Too overwhelming. And finally… and finally we did not want to fight it any longer and we surrendered to the feelings both of us have for each other.”


Gorgo looked at them. “You have…?”


Lisisa nodded without shame or hesitation. “Yes we have… many times. And each time it is more glorious than the last.” She replied. It was out in the open now… someone knew their secret… and Lisisa found she no longer wanted to hide it. 


“How long?” Gorgo asked softly.


“Three years now.” Denali answered.


Gorgo’s eyes flew open. “Three years!” She gasped coming to her feet. She looked at Denali with those wide eyes. “But… all the times you… all the times we thought you were off chasing some female wolves’ tail you…”


Deni nodded his head. “Yes… I was meeting with Lisisa in secret.” He replied matter of factly. 


“Grandmother… we came to you because we… because we thought you would be the one to understand the most.” Lisisa spoke softly. “It is not something we planned… it just happened.”


Gorgo looked at her seeing not uncertainty and confusion but wisdom and determination and above all else adoring love. “Then this is why you have rebuffed all the men who have…?”


Lisisa nodded and pressed even closer to Denali. “I want no one but Denali.” She stated firmly. “Only Denali can make me feel what I do when I am in his arms. It is something I have never felt before and I want it to continue for the rest of my life.”


Denali watched his grandmother carefully, seeing the indecision in her eyes and in her expression. He took a deep breath. “Perhaps… perhaps this was a mistake.” He stated gently. “Coming to you grandmother and telling you. We thought you… we thought that you would at least understand because of what you shared with grandfather Leonidas. I… I am sorry…” He started to get to his feet.


“Sit down!” Gorgo barked out looking at him. Gorgo waited until he had settled fully back into his chair. “This… this is not some minor issue Denali!” She stated loudly. “Lisisa! You are brother and sister!”


“Half brother and sister.” Denali corrected her. “Yes… we know that grandmother. This is not something Lisisa pursued. I was the one to push because I knew she was who I wanted. I…”


“Deni… no.” Lisisa spoke reaching up to stroke his cheek. “This was something we both walked into with our eyes wide open. You did not pressure me. How could you have pressured me when I felt the same?” Lisisa watched as he turned to gaze at her, his dark eyes filled with devotion. “You will not take blame for something when there is no blame to place. I won’t allow it.”


Gorgo looked at them as she settled back into her chair. She saw the emotion coursing between the two of them like fingers of electricity and for a moment Gorgo was flung back in time. She remembered the times she and Martin’s father had gazed upon one another. Complete and utter devotion and love. No hesitation and no doubt. It was identical to the way Lisisa and Denali were staring at one another at this very moment.


“Why… why tell me now?” Gorgo finally asked and watched as they both turned to look at her.


“We are not looking for your approval Grandmother.” Denali said firmly. “We are not looking for anyone’s approval. We… we thought perhaps because of the relationship between you and grandfather Leonidas, him being your uncle… we thought… we thought you would understand what we feel and maybe... maybe help us to tell everyone else over time.”


“We don’t want to live in secret forever grandmother.” Lisisa said. “We want to be able to walk among our family and friends and have them know that Denali and I are mated. And we are mated for all intents and purposes. At least in our eyes. We want to be able to show that we want each other and no one else.”

“How have you… how is it that no one has smelled each of you on the other?” Gorgo asked. “Your father… your brother Andro… their sense of smell is beyond anything I have ever seen.”

“We are careful… and Deni has not cado forn yet.” Lisisa spoke in reply. “It also helps that I am half vampire. My blood does not retain the scent of Deni’s… of his essence for very long if I consume new blood shortly afterwards.” 

“This is…” Gorgo shook her head. “This is quite a bit to take in.” She said.

“We were hoping you could help us do this grandmother. To help us tell everyone or advise us on how to tell everyone. We will understand if you can not. All we can ask now is that you keep our secret until we are ready to announce it to everyone.” Lisisa took Denali’s hands and began pulling him to his feet. “Come Deni… we should leave.”


“No.” Gorgo spoke softly. She shook her head slowly and looked at them. “I… I can not and I will not condemn you for falling in love… for having essentially the same relationship I had when I was younger. Yes… Leonidas was my Uncle… and I loved him without question regardless of that fact. I did not care.” She met their eyes as they slowly sank back into their chairs. “I can see the love you have for each other. It is written all over your faces when you gaze at one another. I am shocked that I did not see it before now. It is the same way your grandfather and I gazed at one another.” Gorgo got up and moved down the table, settling between their chairs and leaning up against the marble top. “Times are different now however.” She spoke softly. “So much is different.”


“I will not give her up grandmother!” Denali spoke sharply. “Not for father. Not even for my title as Prince!”


“Nor will I.” Lisisa echoed. “Nothing could make me do that. Grandmother… for the first time… for the first time since I returned with father I have found true peace and love and total acceptance. Denali gives that to me. He does not look at me and see someone who is half vampire and half wolf. He sees me… inside my heart. He knows what I am thinking even before I do sometimes. It is the same for me when I look at him.”


Gorgo shook her head and reached down to gather their hands within hers. “I’m not asking you to do that. To give each other up.” She said. “Carians no! We can no more control whom we fall in love with than we can control the weather.” She grasped their hands tightly within hers. “I will not look upon you differently now, so you may toss that fear to the wind as well. You are still my grandchildren… still my blood and as I said… how could I look down upon you for doing something that I myself did? I will need some time to absorb this before I can decide how best to proceed. You have kept your love hidden for these past years and you must continue to do so for now.”


“You… you will help us?” Lisisa asked.


“Of course I will help you Lisi.” Gorgo answered immediately and with a loving smile. “You have found something very deep and powerful with each other and that is exceedingly obvious in the way you gaze at one another. It is something that many do not find in their lifetimes. Who am I to say it is wrong? I will need to think about things, perhaps do some investigation and research on my own, but yes… know that I am on your side in this regard. This is not news you can just announce to the world and all your family however. It must be approached slowly… and I know you understand that, because you have come to me first and kept it secret for so long.”


“We do.” Denali spoke nodding his head.


Gorgo looked at him. “No one else knows this?” She asked.


They both shook their heads. “We have told no one grandmother. Not even Jeth and Aradace.” Lisisa answered.


“Andro?” She asked. “You both know your brother is far more perceptive than he lets on to others.”


Lisisa and Denali shook their heads slowly. “We don’t think so.” He said finally. “He has never… he has never said or done anything to make us think otherwise.”


“That is not your brother Andro’s way, especially if he has seen what I have seen this day.” Gorgo spoke slowly. “We’ll assume he does not know for now.” Gorgo put her hands on their cheeks and looked at them for a long moment. “We have a State Dinner to attend.” She stated with a smile. “Act as you have always acted and change nothing. Everyone knows the two of you are close, so do nothing differently than you normally do. Tomorrow I will go and speak with Panos and Dilios. Bounce some ideas off of them so to speak. They too will understand, for Dilios’s oldest son is mated to his cousin. This particular issue has touched more people than the two of you might realize. When you… when you meet to be together… insure you do as you always have done.”


“Thank you grandmother.” Deni spoke standing up and kissing her cheek just as Lisisa did the same. “Thank you for… thank you for understanding.”


Gorgo smiled and reveled in the gentle nuzzles her grandchildren gave to her. “Come… you know how your father hates when any of us are late. You two can escort me… but we have to stop and pick up Helen from the Estate.”


“Our Lifter is outside.” Denali spoke with a smile. “I will have you there in no time.”


“Oh no you won’t!” Lisisa hissed playfully as she looked at him and pulled on the sleeve of his jacket. For the first time since she had accepted and rejoiced in her love for Denali, Lisisa felt confident of the future they could have together. “I’ll drive! You almost got us killed on the way here with your driving.”


“I am an excellent driver!” Denali protested.


“In your opinion!” Lisisa stated. “Not in mine! And not in anyone else’s opinion Deni. They all think you are a little crazy when you drive. Why do you think they all elect to fly now when you offer to drive the Lifter?”


Gorgo burst out laughing at this and squeezed their hands tightly. “Yes… it appears the two of you do belong together.” She stated happily.


Tharua executed a crisp roll and her copper colored eyes scanned the expanse of moon lit sky above her. It was a nearly cloudless night, the air calm and the ocean far below reflecting beautifully from the white light that was cast across it.


It was their night.


Tharua’s heart was racing almost out of control for she knew Jeth had received the Elder Council’s permission to take a mate. Her meeting with the Elder Council later that afternoon had been much shorter and very much to the point thanks to Eliani. She adored her Bonded Sister more than she could put into words for in many ways Eliani was very similar to Andro. She got right to the point and made no bones about it. They had only asked her two questions really; did she know what having Jeth take her as his mate would mean, and was she prepared to go into the future with him at her side for all time? 

Tharua had responded almost too quickly for she was answering positively and with no hesitation to both questions before the Elder mother even finished speaking. Whether it was due to the strong Mindvoice bonds they had with Eliani and Lisisa, or the simple fact that they had been together now for the better part of ten years, Tharua did not care in the least. She wanted the blue/black monstrosity that was Jeth as her mate, and she had for as many years as she could remember. They had decided to wait for a day or so after the Council’s decision before truly claiming each other, but that had only lasted until now. Neither of them wanted to wait any longer and as soon as the State Dinner began they had taken to the skies above Sparta, moving rapidly for the calm, sweet smelling ocean waters of the Laconian Gulf. This was going to be a special Harmony of Two Hearts Ceremony. Their ceremony with only the moon and ocean as their witnesses.

Syrilth had told her just what to do and as she finished rolling over, exposing her lighter colored underbelly for the male that would be her new mate, she released her very excited female scent into the wind for him to detect. It was something dragons had in common with their Lycavorian brothers and sisters. They had the ability to drive their mates crazy with their scents. Tharua’s sex was swollen and moist with anticipation of what she so badly wanted and as her copper eyes scanned the sky above her she waited in eager readiness. She never realized just thinking of him like this could do these things to her and she could not imagine what it would be like when they actually happened.
Where are you Jeth? She declared in the most seductive voice she could muster. Please do not tell me you have suddenly changed your mind. 

That will never happen! Jeth’s deep and powerful voice responded in her head and Tharua felt a shudder run through her.

I am waiting for you! Has your desire for me escaped you?

I am… I am admiring you! Jeth answered.

Tharua’s keen eyes picked him up then, streaking above her, his massive wings fully extended as he glided on the thermals. She could not help but admire the incredible musculature of his body. He had truly taken after his father in that regard, and she fully understood why so many older females wanted him. Yet Tharua knew he was going to be hers and hers alone and that knowledge made her even more excited, her scent becoming stronger and more pronounced now as it drifted out on the wind.

Why do you make me wait Jeth? She declared sternly. We have waited too long already! Do not tease me anymore.

Tharua… am I who you truly want? Jeth’s serious tone made her blink. There are many who would kill for you… like in the ancient ways of our kind.

You have always been who I wanted Jeth. Ever since the first day I saw you. Tharua answered. I would wait as long as it took, until I could be yours. Now claim me Jeth! I do not want to…

The loud trumpeting drowned out her words and Tharua cut her eyes as she saw him descending from above her like some great winged god. Her eyes grew wide as she caught a glimpse of his huge organ, fully aroused thanks to her scent, and then he was upon her. Tharua trumpeted out her own blissful delight as his immense organ rammed home into her depths in a single plunge. Jeth’s huge wings engulfed her completely, her own wings folding inward as his talons drew her tighter to him in sexual frenzy. Tharua’s copper colored eyes were wide in disbelief as indescribable sensations of intense pleasure gripped her belly. Her front talons sank into Jeth’s armor like scales and she withered and held on in rapturous abandon. As the pleasure soon overwhelmed her, Tharua sank her fangs into Jeth’s thick neck scales, not deep enough to draw blood, but deep enough to let her new mate know what they were experiencing was total heaven. 

As their bodies plummeted for the surface of ocean below Tharua yowled in ecstasy as Jeth plunged into her again and again, his thrusts urgent and awkward at first. This was the first time for both of them and it flashed across her dazed mind that neither of them truly knew what they were doing, but if this foretold of times in the future with experienced gained Tharua knew she would be the most satisfied female among her kind anywhere. She drew him closer as he plunged inward and tried to hold him as he withdrew. This was unlike anything Syrilth had described to her. So much more intense and unbelievably glorious. His massive wings formed a cocoon around them as their bodies thrust against one another, the pleasure almost unbearable as it built to a crescendo. It was the first time for both of them yes, and patience and control was not yet in their vocabulary, and Tharua joined her new mate in roaring out their pleasure as his hot seed erupted into her even as her own orgasm followed seconds later.

Regardless of the pleasure they were experiencing, both of them were still keenly aware of the pressure of the atmosphere and the air around them as they fell and only five hundred feet above the surface of the calm ocean Jeth snapped out his wings and released his tight grip on Tharua’s lean muscular body. Tharua whimpered as she rolled to the side, Jeth’s organ leaving her body and making her feel suddenly very empty. She too snapped out her wings and righted herself fully, skimming the surface of the water until she snapped back up in a joyful trumpet, corkscrewing her way around and around in happiness as she gained altitude. She could sense Jeth beneath her and she glanced back with adoring love in her copper eyes to see him trailing her easily, his snout only inches from the tip of her tail.

Oh my beloved Jeth! That was amazing! Again! Let’s do it again! She exclaimed as she slowed her ascent enough so that he could climb level with her. As they rose through the night sky belly to belly Tharua glanced down and saw his still very hard, rigid cock standing proudly at attention. Her copper eyes glanced at his golden ones. You… you are ready? She gasped out with gleeful happiness.

Your scent drives me mad! He exclaimed. I can’t help it!

Tharua laughed like the love struck dragon she was. Let’s go higher! We will have more time as we fall!

It took them only moments before they were at nearly thirty thousand feet and Tharua once more rolled upside down until they were flying belly to belly. Jeth inched closer without words and reached for her with his talons. This time was slower and he slipped into her fully with a long slow motion even as Tharua’s eyes rolled into the back of her skull. His wings once more folded around them and they plunged for the ground below. They repeated the process a third and fourth time, each experience more divinely rewarding than the last as far as Tharua was concerned. On their fifth rise into the clouds they went higher than before until the air was thin and cold.

Brrr… it’s cold my love! Wrap your wings around me and keep me warm! Tharua declared sexily. She was learning quickly.

Jeth needed no further encouragement and as he slid into Tharua’s moist and still swollen sex a fifth time, he gazed into her copper eyes as his wings collapsed hers and they began their plunge to the earth.

We will be together always Tharua my mate! My beautiful and precious mate.

Their coupling was even calmer this time as they plunged through the night air, softer and gentler and infinitely more gratifying. Just before they exploded together Tharua’s soft voice filled Jeth’s mind.

I will be yours always Jeth! Until eternity ends!
SENATE AUDITORIUM

Whatever Aikiro had expected for this evening was rapidly turning out to be the complete opposite of what she had envisioned.


Their table was set out on the elevated platform at the head of the enormous auditorium with two others, one of which held the entire Leonidas family. It was the first time she had seen them all together, and she committed the faces of each of them to memory. She had expected Leonidas to push their table into a corner somewhere and keep their attendance very low profile. That was not to be the case she saw upon entering and seeing where they were being guided. The third table on the platform held many members of the Union Senate as well as numerous visiting dignitaries from the member planets of the Union. Spread out across the massive expanse of the floor around them were dozens of other tables that held the ambassadors and representatives of nearly every species and government within the Lycavorian Union. Never had she seen so many of those the High Coven considered enemies for so long gathered in one place. Leaders of hundreds of planets, and many of the senior representatives of the Lycavorian Union sitting together, talking and laughing.

Aikiro had been taken aback when first the Folcani Ambassador had approached her, bowing his head and telling her how much they welcomed the Cease Fire, and how he hoped for future relations to build between their governments. Almost immediately following him, dozens of other leaders had approached her and told her of their similar wishes, and how they hoped for a more permanent treaty and perhaps even an Alliance going into the future. Aikiro also learned that many of the Union leaders and senior representatives shared their King’s distrust and obvious dislike of the Kavalian people. Aikiro wondered if perhaps Martin Leonidas had somehow talked to these men and women personally and gotten them to say these things to her. She quickly dismissed that as unlikely considering he never once looked in their direction or indicated he had a hand in what was going on, and considering his very well known dislike for politics in general, Aikiro decided it was not something he would have put together.

As with all the tables in the hall, theirs was circular in shape and allowed for all of them to sit looking inward. On their table they found several chilled bottles of the cherry tasting cloned blood that apparently was very popular among the vampires within the Union, and outlawed within the High Coven. No one at their table touched the bottles until Aikiro poured herself a crystal and silver glass of the fluid and drank and drank. She had to admit, the Hadarian witch had developed something very special with this cloned blood. It was exceedingly good and provided all the nutrients and flavor of real blood but appeared as just another glass of wine to the causal glance. Aikiro had brought clothing for an occasion such as this at the last minute, and the light blue dress wrapped around her very firm figure like a second skin. Aikiro was not ashamed to flaunt what she had, not any longer and most certainly not after Tesand had opened so many doors in her life in regards to her sexuality. Yuri and the others had gone out and spent lavishly the credits that were given to them and purchased dresses and attire that was not only exceptionally sexy, but very elegant as well. The Coven Riders and military personnel wore appropriate civilian clothes and were scattered among the remaining tables in the hall, all of the remaining riders together at three tables.

Aikiro lifted her glass of cloned blood and let her dark eyes fall on Martin Leonidas at his table as she brought it to her lips. Aikiro had never met his father King Leonidas, but she had seen images of him. She had met Resumar weeks before he was assassinated, and Aikiro had to admit Martin was the spitting image of both those men, wild savages though they may have been. His own son Androcles looked more like Resumar in many ways, but there was no denying the fact they could almost be brothers in how closely they looked. This… this was the man who had killed her son Xerxes. And a quick death it was not according to Yuri. For all his faults, and there had been many, Xerxes was still her son and this man had killed him brutally and in front of thousands of others. And he had facilitated the defection of her other son as well.

Vonis.

Aikiro’s eyes shifted to the handsome face of her youngest son at Martin’s table, and the dark haired elven beauty that sat on his left side. This was the female that had taken her son’s will and forced him to turn against his people. Va’nimia her name was Aikiro had discovered, and as Aikiro watched her now, clinging to the arm of her son at different periods throughout the dinner so far, Aikiro felt the need to rip the woman’s throat out. She had learned through discrete questions that the elven female was a teacher and that she had bore Vonis five children through the years. They maintained a large home here in Sparta very close to the Royal Estate and a home on Apo Prime and they were often seen shopping in the markets with their younger children acting as newlyweds according to the people she had heard talking. She had learned that Vonis was very close with Isabella, often times seen leaving the Estate here in Sparta and the Island Palace on Apo Prime, and now he sat to Isabella’s left at the King’s table.

Aikiro tried to determine if there was a pecking order of sorts by the way they were sitting at the table. Martin’s pureblood Queen Aricia sat to his right and Aikiro had learned that was always the case at official functions. The Hadarian Anja sat beside Aricia while the elven Queen Dysea sat to Martin’s left next to Isabella. It was the first time she had seen Dysea, and even Aikiro had to admit her platinum hair and emerald eyes were a sight to look at. This was the elven Queen that shared Isabella’s heart nearly as deeply as Martin Leonidas. It was well known and easy enough to discern from the talk of the people within the city that the King and Queens all shared the same bed as well as each other in sexual matters and they were not ashamed of this fact in the least. Aikiro herself had just recently discovered her own taste for the pleasures of female flesh, but that taste did not extend to being the one to give the pleasure. Never once had she touched Toria Dellion in such a way, but she had been very clear and dominating to the red haired intelligence officer when it came to insuring Toria pleased her, something Toria did rather well.

Aikiro let her eyes drift to where Yuri sat next to her. Her oldest daughter and the source of Aikiro’s greatest trust. She had bought a soft peach colored dress that outlined her ravishing female figure in a way that she knew Robert would appreciate very much. Her long black hair was pulled entirely over one shoulder and the muscular definition and suppleness of her body was easily seen. Two decades of fighting and being trained by High Coven Weapons Masters as well as her husband had forged Yuri into a very desirable woman. A trait she had passed on to her two daughters Carisia and Lucia, both of whom looked devastatingly beautiful this night. While Yuri may have hated Carisia… it was plain to see that Carisia inherited her mother’s devastating beauty though her Asian features were much less prominent. In all honesty Carisia looked more like her father Aikiro admitted to herself. The way she filled out her dress was no doubt why that brute of a husband Thast was practically drooling over her and how she looked in the dark blue v cut she wore. It displayed her large firm breasts prominently as well as her tanned skin. Carisia did not appear comfortable at all in the dress, or more than likely she hated Thast’s constant groping and no doubt vile comments he was whispering to her, judging from the look on her face. 

Narice had chosen a more conservative, but no less enticing dress that was light tan in color and hugged her lush figure like a second skin. Narice had already proven her mettle and willingness to go head to head with her much older sister. Dante had been wrong and Narice had acted as any good commander would have. Aikiro had no illusions as to Narice’s purpose. Dante’s actions could very well have put them all in danger, and since that time he had been more subdued and calculating in his actions. No doubt the meeting with his father had also played a role in this, not to mention that he had to shift his focus to the younger of Isabella’s daughters with Leonidas. Aikiro glanced at where Zarah sat and noticed that she was every bit as beautiful as her older sister; however she appeared more lean and muscular in many ways. They had discovered that the daughter Carina, while a superb fighter, was directing more of her attentions to tactical matters recently. Zarah appeared to be the one who would blossom into the more definitive warrior of the two. 

Narice had also been right when she said she did not have past experiences with the Lycavorians clouding her thinking at times, and this gave her an advantage over Yuri. At least while they remained here on Earth. Aikiro knew Yuri still harbored a deep anger and hatred at Martin Leonidas for expelling her from this planet. She cared not that Leonidas had butchered Xerxes, only that he had forced her to abandon her extensive plans for Earth and what she had been attempting to build. Aikiro felt Yuri’s eyes on her and she turned casually to look at her daughter.

“You are deep in thought mother.” Yuri spoke softly so that only she could hear her.

Aikiro nodded and leaned closer to her. “Did the young woman who your father had planned for Vonis to marry accompany us Yuri?” She asked.

Yuri allowed a small grin to split her face. “I made sure of it mother. I thought you might want to cause waves with Vonis if you were able. She is among the others at one of the tables here.”

Aikiro nodded. “Good. I have been trying to determine if there is some order of hidden importance by how they sit at the table.” She spoke. 

Yuri glanced at the table almost casually and then turned back to her mother. “With the exception of Aricia… I do not believe there is any order.” She spoke. “I have reviewed images of past events like this in their Netnews archives and there is no set way they sit except for Aricia. She is his Soulmate… Anomes I believe they are called in their ancient language.”

“So she is the most favored?” Aikiro asked.

Yuri shrugged. “It would not appear that way from the way he acts with them no.” She replied. “However… she is never far from his side, unlike the others who have duties that take them away at times.”

“And we can assume from her lack of appearance here that the second Elven Queen For’mya, she is the one who has left to greet the Kavalians?” Aikiro said.

Yuri nodded. “With the son Resumar… yes.” Yuri replied. “Androcles revealed to us later, after you had left, that he would returning in a few days as an instructor.”

“Do you think he will be able to train you and the others?” Aikiro asked.

Yuri lifted her glass of cloned blood and nodded as she sipped. “His skills far surpass even those of Narice and Carisia, and though it pains me to admit it, they are the best trained that we have.”

Aikiro smiled. “That you admit that now Yuri is a sign you are growing still.” She said softly. “You are far too intelligent to let your emotions rule your actions.”

Yuri nodded. “I apologized to Narice for acting as I did.” She stated. “She was right that Dante’s actions could put us all at risk. Robert had words with him as you know.”

Aikiro chuckled softly. “Yes… though I would think Robert’s lectures lean more to physical means. Dante has been more subdued and in control of his actions since. Their father has a way of reigning them in it seems.”

Yuri nodded with a knowing smile. “Yes he does.” She set her glass down. “Why do you think he put us here mother. Next to his table at an event such as this?”

Aikiro smiled knowingly. “Though I’m sure it was suggested to him, it seems that Martin Leonidas has a distinct hatred for the Kavalians that we did not know of. Whether it relates directly to his brother Pleistarchus or Pusintin, whatever he calls himself, I don’t know. By putting us here, for all to see, it lends a stronger case that we are here only for the signing of a Cease Fire Agreement.”

“Mother… did the thought cross your mind that we may very well have to sign such an accord to keep up appearances?” Yuri asked.

Aikiro nodded. “Oh yes.” She said.

Yuri looked at her oddly. “You intend to do this?” She asked surprised.

Aikiro nodded slowly. “Yes.”

“But why?” Yuri asked.

[Mindvoice Shielded] [There are many reasons.] Aikiro stated.

Yuri looked at her wide eyed. [He… he will hear us mother!]

[I have found that the same restrictions I have in penetrating the Mindvoice shields of him and his son works both ways.] Aikiro stated with some humor. [It is frustrating yes… but the more I thought about it the more I came to understand it.]

[Understand what?]

[Our powers seem to cancel each other’s out.] Aikiro explained. [At least in terms of shielding our conversations when we concentrate. And neither of us drops our focus when it comes to Mindvoicing in regards to anything, so our abilities act as a reflecting tool of sorts. It is why I could not hear his son when he spoke to Narice and Carisia today. It is why he can not hear us now.]

Yuri turned her head to look at Martin’s table and saw that he was carrying on a rather animated conversation with Vonis and Riall and did not seem to take notice. When Yuri’s eyes shifted to Isabella however she saw that was not the case. Isabella’s hazel/green eyes were watching them intently.

Aikiro saw her daughter’s face and chuckled softly. [You see.] She said. [He dismisses our conversation, but he has no doubt informed his Queens we are speaking shielded. That is why Isabella watches us as she does.]

[They can not penetrate our connection?] Yuri asked turning back to her.

Aikiro shook her head. [While they are powerful… his Queens do not have the strength within Mindvoice that Leonidas and his son Androcles does. Not even Aricia… who I sense is only a few notches below Leonidas in her abilities.]

[Could we breach their shields?] Yuri asked.

Aikiro shook her head. [Unlikely. Reviewing what I have found in the last few hours, what we have found that applies to Carisia and Narice apply to his Queens as well. They have learned quite extensively how to use the power of their bonds with their dragons to assist and complement their own powers. It is the reason I could not penetrate Carisia’s shields and more than likely why I would not be able to penetrate Narice’s shields either. Not without sedation and many hours of exploring. And even then it would be an extremely hazardous undertaking that could very well kill whoever attempted it as I explained before. They have no doubt put in place traps for those who would try such a thing if they were ever captured by the enemy Namely us, for the Kavalians do not seem to have the ability to Mindvoice. At least that we are aware of.]

Yuri looked at her. [If that is the case… then why sign an actual Cease Fire? If we are unable to try and determine what they have in mind, why take the chance?]

Aikiro looked at her. [This is not a criticism Yuri, but Narice is correct to a degree in her statement. It is improving, but you still allow your hatred for this man to show through in some respects. I do not know why… but it is there.]

Yuri met her eyes for a long moment before nodding her head slowly. [It is because of many things mother, but primarily because I slept with him.]

[This is something that your father forced upon you Yuri. Even I know this daughter.] Aikiro said.

Yuri nodded. [Yes… but… he…]

[You enjoyed your times with him didn’t you?] Aikiro asked.

Yuri looked at her and nodded slowly. [He is built like a bull mother and he knew exactly how to use his cock to make me scream. Even as my mind cried out it was wrong, I loved it. I had to keep from feeding on him several times because I was so lost. At least until Robert came into my life. Then it was much easier to tolerate.]

[Because you actually love Robert Moran. Yes… I see where he would provide you the strength to continue.] Aikiro said.

Yuri nodded slowly. [I never told you mother… but during one of my trips to Earth several months before the comet came I received a message that I thought was from Leonidas. It said to meet him at a specific location on the Earth base. When I did… when I arrived, I found half a dozen others waiting for me. One was a Lycavorian of that I was sure. To this day I am sure it was Martin. He must have found out I was meeting with Robert in secret whenever I came to Earth and that was his way of punishing me. The others held me down while he raped me brutally.]

Aikiro looked stunned. [You know it was him?]

[The only other Lycavorians who I knew at that time were Simpson and the woman Julie. The woman whose DNA was among the group we stole while Marcus controlled the EDEN base?] Yuri told her.
[Yes… I saw the reports. We have since cloned her and removed the Lycavorian genes from her body.] Aikiro said. [Something Leonidas will discover eventually. When I am ready. I can’t wait to see the look on his face.]

[Who else could it have been?] Yuri spoke. [Knowing it was him and then having to endure his attentions afterwards as if nothing had happened turned my stomach. I discovered I was pregnant with Lisisa just before the comet came. Only a Lycavorian of pure blood like Martin could have gotten me pregnant mother. Even after I turned Robert we took precautions to insure I did not become pregnant. I have hated him ever since.]

Aikiro nodded slowly. [I assume this is why Robert has similar feelings. He knows?]
Yuri nodded. [Yes.]

[You must bury these feelings Yuri. If we are to succeed, you must bury them deep. It is in the past and while you may still hold a hatred for him, and understandably so, no one here is going to side with you if you were to announce he raped you. They would not believe you.] Aikiro stated calmly. [I will sign a Cease Fire agreement for two reasons. It will insure we have at least a dedicated view inside the workings of their military. Once your training fully begins, you will have chance to view many aspects of this. As will Narice and Toria. The second is because, regardless of my distaste for these animals, I would much prefer to have them on our side. We barely hold our own against the Kavalians now… and if they were to enter the war on the Kavalian side… our days would be numbered.]

[I thought you said Leonidas hates the Kavalians more.] Yuri said.

Aikiro nodded. [He does. At least that is the way he makes it appear outwardly. If our plans succeed and we can get them to enter the war on our side… it would drastically change the entire scope of the war. In our favor.]

Yuri’s eyes grew slightly wider as realization hit her. [And no doubt the Kavalians would see the union as the bigger threat because of their dragons and they would target them almost entirely. Weakening them.]

Aikiro nodded. [Yes. I noticed some things today while on that airfield. These Wolves of the Blood, the Durcunusaan soldiers, and many of the others I saw, they move with a certain confidence that I have not seen in our clone troops. They are good… and they know it. That attitude does not come from arrogance; that comes from the Spartan way of training that Leonidas has gone back to.]

Yuri nodded. [Like when his father was alive. It is why they were able to slaughter so many of Xerxes precious troops.]

[They are superbly trained.] Aikiro spoke gently. [Even more so than when we have encountered them in battle over the centuries your father ruled. The Kavalians would attack them… perhaps devote all their attention on them… and they too would be slaughtered in droves even while they destroyed the Union itself in the process, for these men and women would never surrender. Unlike our some of our forces… they would never give up and they would fight to the very last man and woman.]

[And we would be there to step in afterwards to pick up the pieces.] Yuri stated with a cruel smile.

Aikiro nodded slowly. [At least in part.] She said. [And if I can somehow find my way to that Mindvoice ship, perhaps completely.]

[So you are going to stay here then?] Yuri said. [While we train?]

Aikiro nodded. [For a time anyway. I can not linger out of Coven space for the entire nine months. We have too many insurgents and greedy power grubbers among our own people for me to remain away for so long. I will need Robert with me when I return however. Can you tolerate his absence?]
Yuri nodded. [I assumed as much.] She replied. [I… I feel better now that we have talked mother. Even in the lion’s den as we are so to speak. I will be fine.]

Aikiro smiled and took her hand. [I know you will be. And I know our people will be closely watched with you here. And you must insure all of them remain focused on their goals. Especially Dante and Javier. Thast will keep Carisia in line if what you say is true in regards to this unexplained fear she has of him. As long as he maintains his volatile temper and does nothing foolish.]

[And Narice?]

[Your sister is committed to our goals Yuri.] Aikiro said. [She may approach them in a different manner than you, but she is beyond me questioning her loyalty. Just as I do not question yours. The two of you are not Vonis.]

Yuri sighed and nodded her head. [Yes… I must realize that she is not me and will do things differently, but no less completely.]

Aikiro nodded. [Good. Now why don’t you go find that young woman and let’s see if we can’t cause some rough waters in the pond that is the Leonidas family? They have begun dancing it seems… why not let her know to pick a partner and begin dancing as well. She has an equal amount of hatred for your brother.] 

Yuri smiled and nodded as she rose to her feet. [You are quite devious mother. You do know that don’t you?]

Aikiro chuckled. [Of course I am. I would not be in the position I am now if I wasn’t as devious as you say.]


The Leonidas table was massive and able to hold forty men and women easily. With the exception of For’mya and Resumar, the table was full. Two complete sets of serving pieces and full glasses of Spartan wine marked where they would have sat had they been here. It was a tradition that Aricia had started almost as soon as they had all come together so many years ago, and it was continued to this day. Anyone who was absent, for whatever the reason, had a setting placed for them regardless to show that they were being thought of always.


It was in the vacant spot that Resumar would have sat that Aikiro now appeared, Yuri and the stunning dark haired woman behind her. The myriad of conversations that were going on began to cease as those at Martin’s table took notice of her. She stood there patiently, looking first at Androcles and the young blond woman who clung to his arm. She took note of Carina Leonidas and the young ebony skinned Spartan who she sat next to. Carina was turned in her chair and talking in animated whispers to the red haired female elf and the very pregnant Drow female who she sat next to. Eliani and Nyla, his mother Gorgo and Deia and their mates. The fleeting thought of what one plasma grenade could do to the entire family as it sat at this one table was enough to send shivers of delight down Aikiro’s spine, which she rapidly chased away with the thought of what they would do without the help Martin Leonidas and those who followed him could provide. Vonis and Isabella simply glared at her with blank expressions but hateful eyes.


“Empress Aikiro?” Martin finally spoke as he set his glass down on the table and rose to his feet. “Is there something you need?”


Aikiro shook her head quickly. “No… I just wanted to extend my thanks to you and your family for inviting us to this event. It is not something you had to do.” Aikiro took note of several Netnews reporters that had begun filming the exchange and she decided quickly this was not the place for a scene. Not if they wanted to maintain at least some semblance of the cover story they were using. While she may have hated to have to play this game, she didn’t doubt Leonidas hated it just as much, but if they were to keep the Kavalians from discovering why they were really here, they needed to play these roles to a tee. If the Kavalians discovered the Union was training their dragons to fight them, the political and military maelstrom that would follow could very well devastate the High Coven. The Kavalians she knew would invade immediately, something her forces were not yet fully prepared for, and Leonidas would pull back any support he was willing to give them regardless of his intense dislike of the Kavalian people and its leaders.


“Considering what we will be signing in several days, I thought it best to show you that there do not need to be hostilities between our people.” Martin spoke plainly but Aikiro thought she detected something in his voice. Something different that belied his true feelings, or what she perceived his true feelings to be.


“We would like to take you up on your offer of staying on after we sign the Accords.” Aikiro said gracefully. “Perhaps to tour Earth and the cities you have rebuilt through the years. If you would allow us of course?”


Deia stood now from her spot and smiled. “I can arrange that.” She spoke. 


Yuri stepped forward. “Is it possible to arrange for my children and myself to have such a tour as well?” She asked keeping her voice even and calm. Her mother had sent a calming pulse through Mindvoice to her indicating that nothing was to happen now.


Martin looked at Yuri for a long moment, the Netnews reporters catching this on the vid/cameras. “I think we can arrange that Princess Yuri.” He spoke finally. “You look exquisite tonight… both of you do if you don’t mind me saying so.”


Aikiro noticed his complimentary words caused Isabella and several others to flinch almost imperceptibly and she almost smiled at that. She nodded her head to him as Yuri forced out the reply.

“Thank you for the compliment.” Yuri answered.

Martin looked at the young woman. “Who is this?” He asked.

The young woman stepped forward before Aikiro or Yuri could reply. She was not Mindvoice adept and neither of them had yet signaled to her that nothing was supposed to take place that would cause a scene.

“Hello Vonis.” She spoke directly as her blue eyes fell on Vonis where he sat.

Vonis met the woman’s eyes and nodded his head. “Delazana.” Vonis answered flatly. “You are looking well.” 

The young woman snorted in disgust. “No thanks to you.” She spat. “Do you know what I went through after you left?”

Va’nimia looked confused and she turned to Vonis gripping his arm tighter in the process. “Man sina firiel verno?” She asked speaking in the elven language. (Who is this woman husband?)

Vonis turned to look at her and smiled easing the look of concern on Va’nimia’s face considerably. “Sina na firiel ni le ontaro méra.” He answered in fluent elven which surprised both Yuri and his mother. (This is the woman I told you my father wanted me to marry.)

Va’nimia’s head snapped back around to look at Delazana and her face took on a decidedly darker expression. “Se si vamma avahaira vanya ve elye squen.” (She is not as beautiful as you said she was.)

Vonis chuckled as Dysea and several others gasped humorously at Va’nimia’s words. He leaned over and nuzzled her four inch long elven ear and her blue eyes closed in delightful sensations. “Vamma ve le irima Va’nimia.” (Not like you my lovely Va’nimia.)

“Zhah nindol l'darthirii ssindossa dos zet uns'aa whol?” Delazana hissed out the words. (Is this the elf whore you left me for?)

Va’nimia’s eyes sprang open then and her blue eyes grew dark with anger. “Ka dos zhahen natha trantz j'nesst dos orn'la zhaun vel'drav dosst nesst yikssus uk ssinssrinil folbol alur.” She snarled viciously. (If you were a real woman, you would know when your man wanted something better.)

Isabella almost choked on the glass of wine she was holding and Eliani and Nyla burst out laughing as Delazana’s eyes grew wide.

“Yes… I speak your language bitch!” Va’nimia spoke firmly. “My husband…” Va’nimia gripped Vonis’s arm tightly. “My husband taught me your language so that we could teach our five children about both their heritages and cultures.” Va’nimia leaned closer to Vonis, relishing in his body pressed against hers and how he made no move to lean away. “He feeds on my blood in our bed when we make love… and it is so incredibly divine. It is my body he holds close to chase away the chill of the night air. Your angry words will not get him back. You will never get him back for he is mine. If you were smart… you would leave our presence now, before you say something incredibly stupid which will force me to beat you silly in front of everyone here. While it would hardly make me blink, I do know that the King does not enjoy blood while he eats.”

Martin had remained silent throughout the exchanged and at the mention of his name he shook his head quickly. “Ah no… no I don’t.”

Delazana opened her mouth to retort but Aikiro took her arm. “Forgive us.” She spoke quickly as she pulled the woman back. “Forgive me Vonis. I only thought to…”

“No mother…” Vonis said meeting her eyes. “You did not think. If you thought to entice me with what I left behind… you will find that what I have here… what I have built here…” Vonis once more leaned over and nuzzled Va’nimia’s elven ear. “Far outweighs anything that I left behind in that life.”

Aikiro looked at him. “Would… would you at least entertain a few moments of your mother’s time while I am here?”

“For what purpose?” Vonis asked.

“So that I may… so that I may see you.” Aikiro answered. 

Vonis looked at Va’nimia. She smiled brilliantly and kissed him softly. “It is your decision my husband.” She said.

Vonis turned back to Aikiro. “I will send you a message tomorrow mother and we’ll see what we can arrange.”

Aikiro nodded. “Thank you.” She spoke. She turned to look at Martin. “Once more King Leonidas… thank you for the opportunity to be here.”

Martin nodded slowly. “Sure.” He said as Aikiro turned and she moved back to her table. Yuri followed after a last glance at Martin, pulling the young woman with her. Martin leaned back in his chair and blew out a long breath. “Well… that was interesting.” He said.

Isabella turned her head and glared at him for a moment. He met her eyes and looked confused. “What?” He asked.

Isabella shook her head and pushed her chair back from the table, getting to her feet and leaving the table.

Martin sipped his wine and set the glass down on the table. “Shit!” He muttered.

Dysea, Anja and Aricia all turned to look at him even as he was already getting to his feet. He lifted his hand at their worried expressions.

“I’ll be back.” He spoke softly. “This is something I have to do.”


Isabella stepped onto the private patio behind the auditorium and let the cool breeze flow across her skin. She moved to the railing that overlooked the Evrotas River two stories below and gazed down at the promenade that ran along the opposite bank. It was filled with men, women and children walking along the wooden boardwalk along the rivers edge as the nearly full moon provided ample light even with the light clouds that dotted the sky. Having Yuri and the High Coven here was affecting her more than she thought, stirring up memories that she had long ago buried. Her super sensitive vampire hearing still worked perfectly even in her charged emotional state and she heard his heart beating calmly and powerfully as he came up behind her moving like a phantom in the night. She could pick his heartbeat and those of her fellow Queens out of a crowd of thousands easily, so attuned was she to them. His heart never raced, never changed from the strong, calm pulse as it beat within his chest unless they were involved in some very passionate encounters. It was one of the things she so loved about him. How he could remain so very calm and in control even in the most trying circumstances.

“Bella?” Martin spoke softly.


“Exquisite?” Isabella snarled angrily as she whirled around quickly and spat the word. “You said she looked exquisite!” She glared at him with anger in her hazel/green eyes. “What kind of nubous compliment was that?”


“What was I supposed to say?” Martin spoke as he stepped up to her even in the midst of her obvious anger. Isabella was almost as tall as Dysea and she could almost look him directly in the eye. “I couldn’t say what I wanted to say.”


“And what was that Martin?” Isabella barked. “What did you want to say to her? That you appreciate she bought that dress… that we bought that dress for her… so she could flaunt her big tits in your face! Maybe make you think of old times?”


“I prefer your tits.” Martin stated quickly with a smile. “They are much firmer and you taste far better.”


Isabella glared at him. “Oh… that’s so very romantic!” She hissed.


Martin’s face changed then to one of seriousness and he gazed at her intently. Isabella was his pureblood vampire Queen and the one less likely to show intense emotion of all the women he loved and cherished. She was closest to him in terms of thinking and in a very real way she represented the darker side of Martin Leonidas. Isabella was blunt and plain talking and on more than one occasion had angered some of the more sensitive politicians within the Union with either her words or actions. Personality wise, she was more like him in many respects. She was the most respected and well thought of among the military of the Union, for she thought like a military man in most regards, and had led an entire Fleet Group including two Ground Attack Divisions during the Evolli War. She did not often show emotions like this outside of the privacy of their home.


“Bella… what is wrong?” He finally asked softly. 


“You are my m'ranndii!” She spat. “You don’t know? You should know these things! You should…”

Martin stepped close to her and wrapped his arms around her body, pulling her tightly into his embrace. Isabella tried to push him away for the briefest of moments but then she surrendered to the feelings that swept through her whenever he took her in his arms. She pressed her body against his as his cheek rested against the top of her head and he stroked her long dark hair.


“I know that right now you have a lot of anger surging through you.” He spoke softly. “I know that something has really got you worked up and it has to do with Yuri and the High Coven. I also know that I do not like to see you like this because you are my ‘ranndi and my mate. Now please tell me why you are so agitated, because contrary to popular belief I can not read minds Bella. Even those of the ones I love more than my own life.”

“I… I am angry… I am angry because she got you first!” Isabella spoke. “And whether you see it or not, she will always flaunt that in front of me. It is the only reason she bought a dress like that Martin. If you had not… if you had not said what you did I would have been fine and tolerated her pathetic attempts at… but you…”


“But like I normally do… I stuck my big size eleven in my mouth like a riad aulved.” Martin said.


“I know you spoke only for political show but…” Isabella pulled her head away from his chest and looked up into his face.


“I’m sorry Bella.” He said softly. 


Isabella shook her head slowly. “It is not your fault. I… even after all these years she is still able to get under my skin. I hate the fact that she met you first. I hate how she used you and…”


Martin took her face in his hands. “Bella… I have wanted you since the first day you came into our lives… my life.” He told her softly. “Yuri may be your half sister… but to be perfectly honest… she does not begin to compare to you. Not in any way. I understand why you feel this way… but the only vampire I want in my bed and my life is you Bella. You are not Yuri; you are far more than Yuri will ever be. More than she could ever hope to obtain. That is why I love you. She did not have me first Bella. She never had me at all.”


“You shared a bed with her for two years Martin.” She spoke.


Martin nodded slowly. “Yes… but she never got what was inside me.” He told her lifting his hand to caress her cheek. “You are the only sister who got that Isabella Leonidas. You are the only vampire I have surrendered that too. The only vampire who has ever or will ever taste my blood and I believe that is the biggest sign of partnership among even the High Coven isn’t it?”

Isabella nodded slowly. “Yes.”

“You are the only vampire who will ever have that Isabella. And you will be the only vampire to have my children. You are not just a vampire to me… you never have been. You are an exceedingly gorgeous woman Bella and my wife.” Martin said running a finger along her lips. “As for what Yuri believes… we both know the truth behind that. You know the truth and that should be your strength. Melda Min says we were meant to be together, all of us. That it was driven by fate and destiny. Do you believe her when she says that?”

“I… I didn’t at first.” Bella answered softly. “As the years passed I have come to believe it strongly. Anja… For’mya… they both descend from royalty, as do you and your blood… their blood, it tastes so much sweeter to me because of this. It would to any vampire. Ussta she-elf… she is like a fine wine I can not do without, and Aricia… when I feast on her it is like a combination of you and she because you are Anomes.”
Martin nodded. “I do not even begin to try and understand it.” He said gently. “I accept it because it makes me whole… and that is what matters to me. Yuri could be standing naked in front of me Bella… and I could be under the spell of some love potion number nine… and I would still only want you.”

Isabella looked at him oddly. “What is this Love Potion Number nine? I have never heard of such a thing.”

Martin chuckled softly. “It’s something I heard when I was small I think. From a song in Earth’s history.”

“That is a very strange song m’ranndii.” She stated.

Martin leaned over and kissed her softly. “Let go of these thoughts that you cling too Bella.” He said softly. “They are not you… and they most certainly are not the truth.”

Isabella smiled brightly. “I see your time with Helen has given you a more philosophical tone to your words sometimes.”

Martin grinned. “As painful as her teachings are I’m surprised I’m not half crazy already with what she makes me read.”

“You can not become half crazy Martin, you already are half crazy.” Isabella said reaching up to take his face in her hands.

Martin grinned as he pulled her closer, feeling her lush body against his. “So I’ve been told. And I’m about to do something crazy right now.”

“What do you mean?” Isabella asked as she felt his hands begin to stroke her lower back and the curves of her firm ass. She felt her own desire ignite and she looked at him. “Martin Leonidas… what… what are you doing?”

Martin smiled and leaned over to nuzzle her cheek and the side of her neck. “I’ve suddenly developed a burning need for my breathtakingly beautiful vampire wife.” He growled out the words. “A need I intend to quench right now.”

“Martin… we can’t!” Isabella exclaimed. “We will… people will see us! You…” Her words were lost then as his lips came down on hers in a feverish kiss, his arms pulling her tightly to him and his hands deftly working at the fastenings of the dress she wore. Isabella’s own desire surged almost out of control as his tongue probed and teased and tasted. She could feel the burning inside him, his need and desire for her, and Isabella scolded herself for acting as she had. 

Isabella groaned against his demanding kiss as his hand pushed aside the lower portion of her two piece dress and she felt the warmth of his hands grasp her firm ass cheeks. The tips of his fingers caressed the edges of her now exceptionally moist pussy, her pierced clit responding to the heat that was rippling through her now. It was a heat that Isabella knew would only grow in intensity until he was inside her. Her hands dropped quickly to the front of his pants, all thoughts of being seen gone from her mind now. She wanted her husband right now, and she would not be denied. She gasped against his powerful kiss as she freed his beautiful cock. Twelve wonderfully thick inches that filled her in a way she had never imagined any man could. Even after twenty-five years being together, he could still do things to her that made her scream out in ecstasy. She felt his hands tighten on her ass cheeks and he was lifting her off the ground, her groans of delight very audible as he dragged her pussy up along the entire length of his massive cock. 
The emerald piercing she wore in the hood of her clitoris was a gift from Dysea many years ago, just as the diamond one Dysea wore was a gift from Isabella. Martin knew just what to do to both of them with their pierced clits to make them barely able to hold onto whatever control they had. Dragging his deliciously long and thick cock, throbbing with life and passion, along their clits was without a doubt the fastest way to make them come. Tonight was no different, and even as he finished and poised the bulbous head of his massive woman pleaser at the now soaked entrance of her engorged pussy, Isabella was groaning in the intensity of the orgasm ripping through her.
Isabella wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and tore her lips from his. “We… we must be quick my love!” She gasped next to his ear. “They… they will notice we are… we are gone! Do… do not hold back!”

“The… the shadows Bella!” Martin’s voice was nearly a growl, his cock throbbing so hard it was almost painful. “Wrap… wrap us in the shadows!” He gasped loudly just before he pulled Isabella’s hips down.

Her eyes flew open in rapture as she felt every searing hot and incredibly thick length of his cock fill her in one plunge. She retained enough presence of mind to wave her arm quickly, engulfing them within the shadows of the night before she surrendered to him completely.
Isabella could only hold on in blissful wonder as Martin slammed into her again and again, his hips almost a blur. She wrapped her long legs around his waist, locking her ankles at the small of his back as he raised and lowered her hips with dominating power upon his steel hard cock. Every downward pull smashed her swollen and over excited clit against his hard pelvic bone, sending electric currents of pleasure through her entire body. Her pussy sucked hard on his massive tool every time he withdrew. Twenty-five years and even now Isabella was still helpless within this man’s grasp. His huge cock filled in ways she had never imagined, stretching her to the point of splitting her apart it seemed. The waves of building pleasure only increased in intensity as he slammed into her harder still, the wet slapping sounds of their hips coming together and their low groans of pleasure able to be heard. Isabella’s passion filled eyes could see faces turn to look at the patio from the river bank wondering what was going on, but not able to see anything. This fact only caused her to shudder more, the orgasms riding atop one another like waves crashing onto the rocks. His fingers were bruising her skin with the power of his grip on her hips, but the pain from that was lost in the wash of pleasure ripping through her.
Isabella knew she was not like their other lovers, and there were times when she just needed her husband to pound her senseless with his massive cock. She cared not for the bruises they would give each other in such a coupling, and neither did Martin. Perhaps it was part of her vampire nature, or that of the hard life she had been raised with, but regardless of the reason when she needed Martin to just simply fuck her silly he instinctively knew this and gave her just what she wanted. 

This was one of those times now.

Later tonight she knew they would enjoy a gentler loving making, and then she planned to feast on Anja’s royal blood while they pleasured each of their other mates. Right now however it was just them, and Martin was taking full advantage of this fact. He was adorning her neck and throat with nibbles and kisses, even as he used her body there on the patio. Isabella didn’t care… the pleasure screaming through her was undeniable and only he was able to do this to her. Isabella felt his cock beginning to swell within the depths of her pussy.

“Be… Bella!” He croaked out her name even as he continued to hammer his cock into her.

Isabella’s eyes grew wide as she clawed at the collar of his uniform to expose his straining neck. Her eyes changed to cobalt blue as she saw his thick vein pulsing beneath his skin. Her eyes nearly disappeared into the back of her head as he slammed into her now, the contentment of his powerful strokes into her pussy nearly overwhelming her considerable control. She felt her own powerful orgasm approaching like some meteor from the stars, and then it was upon her in a flash. Her stomach clenched painfully and she drove her hips down as hard as she could. Martin’s arms crushed her lithe body to his and she felt his cock swell impossibly large inside her as his scorching hot come raced up the length. She heard her husband grown loudly just as the first eruption blasted into her velvety depths and Isabella sank her vampire fangs into the vein on his neck. 

The pleasure for both of them increased three fold, his explosions more powerful and lasting longer as his come flooded into her clenching belly. Isabella’s eyes did roll into the back of her head now as the dual pleasure of feeling his come filling her and drinking the rich spicy flavor of his blood as it flooded her throat nearly made her pass out. His hand came up quickly, holding her head in place against his neck without fear. This was something only Isabella had ever done, and as his words a few moments ago flashed back into her mind and his hand pressed her head closer, she felt tears come to her cobalt blue eyes. He had no fears of her taking too much of his blood. He trusted her completely and knew she would stop as soon as the pleasure ebbed even a little for either one of them. Martin was simply content to ride that wave of incredible pleasure, his own eyes changed and his dual fangs exposed and looking upwards into the sky through the veil of shadows she had wrapped around them. He loved them all with everything that he was, and he would never forsake any of them. Each of them did something different to only make those feelings stronger and more eternal. He would never be the same if any of them were lost to him. He would survive, but he would never be the same. 

Martin Leonidas had sworn long ago that none of them would ever be lost to him unless it was completely out of his control to stop.

It was the one promise Martin Leonidas never had any intentions of breaking. 

As he felt Bella slow her feeding and slowly withdraw her fangs, the last of his come filling her depths, he smiled. Her warm tongue danced across the two puncture marks on his neck sealing them instantly, and her strong arms wrapped around his shoulders even tighter as she buried her face in his long hair. Martin stepped carefully to the railing and leaned against it. As long as she kept the shadows around them, he would hold her for as long as she wished and simply enjoy the warmth of her body and how she felt within his arms. 
The State Dinner could wait. It was not more important to him than his beautiful vampire wife and mate and her needs.


The Dinner had begun with a wondrous meal for dozens of different species and cultures. Almost all known species within the Union were represented somehow, and while conversation continued through several courses, Martin and Isabella returned to their table. No one but her fellow Queens took note of the look of extreme satisfaction and adoring love in her eyes for the man who had escorted her back and they smiled knowingly. Aikiro had remained silent for the most part as she took in everything around them, including the return of Martin and Isabella. The relaxed atmosphere was not something she was used to at events like this, for within the High Coven they were much more formal and guided. Here however, here it appeared that with the exception of when everyone was eating, soft music from the nearby band was filtering through the hall and male and females of every species thought nothing of getting up from their chair and visiting with others. Many even openly approached the Leonidas table and spoke either with Martin, Deia or one of the Queens. While she could easily pick out the Durcunusaan soldiers in civilian clothes scattered throughout the hall, none of them were visibly armed and while they appeared to be very alert, they were mingling with the many people as well. She watched as the Queens and Martin Leonidas sampled food from each other’s plates, at times feeding each other morsels and commenting to each other. There was soft laughter from among their children who sat at the table as they talked amongst themselves. Her dark eyes fell upon Androcles Leonidas where he sat. The golden blond hair of his mate shimmered in the light and she leaned against his side affectionately as she spoke with Eliani and her pureblood lover Nyla. The youngest daughter of Leonidas and Isabella, Zarah she now knew her name to go along with her face, sat on the other side of Androcles and they appeared to be heavily involved in a conversation with his half elf sister and brother Normya and Arrarn. They were the pilots in the family.

Aikiro prided herself on her memory and being able to remember things and she had committed the names of the older Leonidas children to memory, but this was the first time she was able to match all their faces to live people and she did this with exceeding detail. She reached out within Mindvoice, letting her perceptions just drift on the air and while she knew the Mindvoice abilities of his children were powerful, she didn’t realize just how powerful until now. The most powerful pulses were coming from Martin and his pureblood Queen Aricia, and then Androcles and surprisingly his new mate Sadi. The four of them radiated within Mindvoice like beacons. The drop in power was significant from Androcles to his next sibling, but even still, Lisisa followed by Denali and then Eliani and her lover far outweighed what any of Yuri’s children were capable of. What surprised her more than anything was that Narice and Carisia registered very close to Androcles in terms of raw power being generated. Narice she expected this from, but that it also came from Carisia was something of a surprise. As she allowed herself to drift within the threads of Mindvoice she also noticed that amazingly, the threads that were her granddaughter Carisia were somehow reaching across the distance and entwining with those of Androcles and his mate.

Aikiro cut her eyes to where Carisia sat and watched her as she ate from her plate and exchanged small talk with Toria Dellion. She seemed completely unaware, yet Aikiro knew better. Carisia was far stronger within Mindvoice than she led everyone to believe, and her bond with her dragon Anthar prevented Aikiro from discovering just how much stronger she was. Aikiro hadn’t been able to breach Carisia and Anthar’s shields for many years now, and that fact alone made her, if not a dangerous factor, then certainly an unknown. Aikiro had no doubts she could breach her shields eventually, but as she had told Yuri, it would require much concentration and they would have to be kept sedated that entire time. That alone troubled Aikiro, for aside from Leonidas, his son and herself; she had never come across Mindvoice shields as intricate and powerful as those of her daughter Narice and of Carisia.


Aikiro turned back to the large Leonidas table at the sound of laughter and saw Isabella leaning into Vonis and laughing loudly as Vonis’s elven wife was running her fingers through his hair and joining in the laughter. Vonis appeared embarrassed by something and his arms were crossed over his broad chest, his face playfully sullen.


“Aikiro?” Tesand’s soft whisper caused her to turn and look at him. “You seem very distracted.”


Aikiro nodded slowly as she studied Tesand’s face. 


Aikiro had not told Yuri everything in regards to Tesand, for it was better if she did not know everything. Her feelings for the handsome pureblood Admiral had grown stronger through the years, far stronger than she had first expected, and far more powerful than anything she had ever felt for Veldruk. Yuri had been correct in saying he was protective of her, though not overbearing in that protectiveness. He knew what she was capable of, for he had been there when she butchered Veldruk with barely a pause, but this did not deter him from his actions in regards to her. Aikiro welcomed his dominance in their bed, she relished in what he made her feel, but he also knew his place in the greater scheme of things. She had an empire to govern, and his purpose was to support her in that endeavor, something he did unequivocally. Though it was not widely known outside her inner circle of advisors, there was a growing insurgency among the people of the High Coven. Several of them in fact. One group wanted to surrender completely to the Kavalians and end the over two decades of war in the hopes the Kavalians would allow them to live peacefully under their rule. This was not something any sane person would agree to since it was well known the KFI’s stated goals were to destroy every vampire alive. The more troublesome of the insurgent groups and the one that had more influence was the one that wanted the High Coven to reach out to others for aide, to put aside their conquering ways and form alliances that would help them grow and shake off the stagnant policies of the past and allow them to finally defeat the Kavalian Empire.

This was the group that had tried to assassinate Aikiro four times in the last two decades, and it was during the last attempt that Aikiro saw Tesand’s true feelings for her. He had discovered the plot against her quite by accident and without so much as a warning to others, or help from military forces, Tesand had disappeared for a three week stretch that saw the violent deaths of several prominent High Coven officials. He had come close to the actual leader of this insurgency, closer than ever before, but that leader had eluded him. He had told her afterwards of what he had done, and Aikiro could not help the flush of emotions that had coursed through her then. Emotions she had never allowed herself to feel before that day, and certainly not emotions that Veldruk had ever seen. Aikiro had worshiped him in their bed for days upon his return, doing whatever it was he desired of her to please him. It was her way of showing him what he meant to her, and even though she could never show that publicly, Tesand now knew where he stood within Aikiro’s life.

Aikiro nodded slowly. “I’m exploring within Mindvoice.” She answered softly knowing he would understand what she meant.


“Anything I should be aware of?” He asked.


Aikiro shook her head. “I’m not entirely sure.” She replied. “If you mean threats to us… no… surprisingly I can sense very little in the way of hostile emotions that are directed at our table. More curiosity than anything else.”


“I would think that is a good thing.” Tesand spoke softly. “We certainly don’t need to be looking over our shoulders while we are in the middle of enemy territory. At least not anymore than we already are.”


Aikiro nodded. “Yes… I agree.” She said. “Do you concur with Narice that we should put what plans we have in motion on hold Tesand?”


“No.” He answered immediately. “I do think we need to be very careful in how we proceed however. Perhaps more subtly will provide more answers to the questions we have.”

“Then you and Robert have seen nothing outwardly from the soldiers we see walking the streets that indicate major technological advancements?” Aikiro asked.
“Robert and I spent a good portion of the afternoon when we returned from the airfield just drifting from one café to the next, observing the Spartans we saw.” Tesand said. “We saw nothing like what Narice described either in use or on the Spartans. We did however see much advancement in engineering practices and how the newer buildings have been constructed within the city and some of the infrastructure needed. I don’t expect them to flaunt any military advances they have openly.”

“The ability to intercept our ship to ship transmissions doesn’t concern you?” She asked. There were times when Aikiro loved to pick the brains of Tesand and Robert in regards to military matters, for they were perhaps two of the most brilliant tacticians she had ever known.

Tesand shook his head. “Robert and I have already determined how it was done and have issued orders to randomly modulate our communications frequency.” He said. “I don’t believe that is something we can attribute to the Mindvoice ship. I studied the profiles of everyone associated with Leonidas for the last twenty plus years. This Admiral O’Connor… their overall Operations Commander… I would compare him to Pontal with his innovativeness and ability to adept. The man was a genius when he was on Earth… and he is even more of a genius now with the advancements he was handed. I believe their ability to intercept our transmissions was something he came up with and not something that came from the Mindvoice ship. What Narice saw however, that I believe is something they have derived from that ship and learned how to use. Whatever it is.”

“A personal Shroud Shield?” Aikiro asked.

Tesand shook his head. “Narice still should have been able to detect his heartbeat, even faintly.” He answered. “I believe it to be some sort of teleporting device from the way she described it.”

Aikiro turned back to look at Martin. “Now that is something I believe he would use for military purposes.” She said softly.

Tesand nodded. “He would be a fool not too, and I don’t see him being the fool. Most definitely it would give them a great advantage.” He said in agreement. “And combined with the normal training each Spartan receives… if these devices are mass produced they could possibly insert hundreds of these Spartans behind enemy lines and wreak havoc wherever they go.”

“Could this be how they defeated so many Kavalian troops Tesand?” Aikiro asked him, her eyes still on Martin and where he sat nuzzling Aricia’s ear and cheek.

Tesand shrugged. “If that is truly what this device is… yes that would go a long way in explaining how they defeated them so soundly. I don’t see how those agents we have in place within the Kavalian military would not have reported this back to us however Aikiro. Granted some of them are not trustworthy but…”

Aikiro turned back to look at Tesand. “Perhaps because Leonidas and those with him slaughtered the Kavalian dogs to the last man.” She stated plainly. “They left no survivors Tesand. That was reported on their own Netnews channels when it happened. Leonidas gave that information to them and insured they reported it; you can be confident of that. And he gave it to them so the Kavalians would take heed. He sent them a message.”
Tesand nodded slowly. “Yes… there is that to consider. No survivors would mean no information got back to the KFI. Which means the Kavalians are blissfully unaware of this technological advancement as well? You think the Kavalians have avoided the Union because of this single battle at its results?”

Aikiro nodded. “Five-to-one odds against them and Martin Leonidas hands those Kavalians bastards their collective backsides?” She stated with an impressive smile. “If you were Pusintin and Keleru, what would you do?”

“Avoid them at all costs.” Tesand answered immediately.


Aikiro nodded with him. “The question remains however, was Arrarn Leonidas’s use of this device planned to show us that we are not considered as great a threat to them, or did he do it unwittingly, showing off in some manner to our people.”

“He is said to be one of the calmer and reserved members of this family. Considering his position and skills…” Tesand spoke thoughtfully. “I believe he did this to send us a message as well. A message that they perhaps no longer fear us Aikiro.”

Aikiro nodded. “Perhaps… or was it intended as something else?” She said softly.

“I got a very quick scan of the LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser that escorted us here before we were ordered to power down our sensor arrays. The ship is a match for our BLOOD REVERENCE Class easily… which means it is an equal match for the Kavalian GREATSOUL-Class Dreadnought as well.”


“And?” Aikiro asked.


“Aikiro… they have three hundred and nineteen of these ships that we know of. Every single one of them saw combat in the Evolli War.” Tesand said softly. “Leonidas may be many things Aikiro my Empress… but when it comes to making war… the man is methodic. He is planning for something… and us being here, at least in part, tells me that whatever it is he is planning for, it is not against us.”

Aikiro looked at him intently. “You believe this truly?”


Tesand nodded. “There is an old adage that Yuri brought back from Earth with her that I have heard her use a few times over the years. ‘The enemy of our enemy is our friend.’ You have said yourself that he harbors a great deal of hatred for the Kavalians and we do not know why.”


“I have suspicions.” Aikiro spoke. “Nothing to really base them on. Just feelings that I have.”

Tesand nodded. “Suspicions and feelings do not win victories Aikiro my love.” He said softly.

Aikiro’s eyes grew a little wider at his words. “Tesand!” She exclaimed just as softly.


Tesand dropped his eyes from her face. “Forgive me… I…”


Aikiro dropped her hand under the table quickly and took his weathered one in hers. “No Tesand, do not apologize.” She said gently shaking her head. “Your words mean a great deal to me. More than I am allowed to show you unfortunately. More than I am able to show you Tesand. I do not… just know that I want nothing to change between you and I… you have filled a void I once had and while I may never show it… in some ways I don’t know how to show it… know that it is you that have done this. Thank you Tesand.”

He nodded. “For eternity Aikiro… you never need doubt that.” He said.


Aikiro smiled and nodded her head to him acknowledging his words. “Perhaps we should have Dante approach the younger Leonidas daughter in a more reserved way based on what you have told me.” She said as she turned back to look at Martin not releasing Tesand’s hand under the table. “Narice may be right in her thoughts.” She said softly. “Perhaps we will not need to use our secondary plans to their fullest extent. Perhaps another direction is needed.”


“What do you mean?” Tesand asked.


“I will use what we know against him, to help the believability of the intelligence we gave them.” Aikiro said with a smile. “You still have a secure means of communication with our ships correct?”


Tesand nodded. “Always.”


“Contact the Commander of the Venorik Elghinn.” Aikiro said. “I want a Kill Order issued.”

“A Kill Order? For… for some member of the Kavalian delegation?” Tesand asked with questions in his eyes.


“I want the order to appear as if it came from the High Coven traitors we know of within the Kavalian military.” Aikiro said. “The ones we know that have openly and unashamedly sided with the Kavalians. We can create havoc among two enemies with one stroke.”

“That could take several weeks to arrange Aikiro.” Tesand spoke.


“Yes I know. We have the time however. I don’t imagine once the Kavalian delegation arrives here they will be leaving anytime soon. Their true purpose will be to find out why we are here.” Aikiro stated. “Leonidas knows that as well and that is why he will shield us as best as he is able. The dragons and riders primarily.”

“I will make it so.” Tesand said with a nod. “Who is to be the target?”


Aikiro looked at him with a smile. “Why Tesand… I am of course.” She stated calmly even as his dark eyes grew wide in stunned shock. 


“And avoid the border of The Wilds.” Arrarn was telling Normya as they sat at the table and sipped their mother’s coffee. “Especially the Deltron Cluster. Without LSD coils providing additional power you’ll barely be able to maneuver with the gravity bubbles scatter all over.”


“Arrarn… I know!” Normya shook her head laughing softly. “You are such a worry wart.”


“He knows you can be impetuous at times sister.” Andro’s voice filled her ears from behind and she turned as he squatted next to her chair. “He wants to insure you remain safe. You will be flying a damaged ship Normya.”


Normya nodded. “Yes I know. And Toral has already plotted a course to avoid all the danger zones.” She replied. “He is an excellent co-pilot Andro.”


Andro leaned over and nuzzled her cheek. “He is not our sister.”


Normya giggled like when she was small as she felt Andro’s facial hair scrap her cheek. “I will be calm and in control!” She stated. “I will check in every six hours. Both of you need to stop worrying! It’s not my first solo flight!”


“It is over such a long distance.” Arrarn corrected her. “With your coils it would take you two days combined with the new gates. Without your coils it will take you at least four.”


“And it’s still faster than waiting for a new shipment of parts to arrive from Apo Prime.” Normya declared.


“Did Zarah find out anything about that?” Andro asked sipping his glass of wine. “Why there is such a deficiency?”


Normya shook her head. “It appears to be just an ordering screw up.” She answered. “She’s going to look into it further when you guys get settled at the southern base.”


Andro nodded. “Give our father an extra hug when you leave tonight.” He said.


Normya looked at him oddly. “Why? He knows I’m going.” She said.


She saw both her older brothers nod their heads. “Yes… however he does not know the ship is damaged.” Arrarn told him. “I sort of forgot to tell him and mother. They would never allow it… you know that, not without a full squadron to escort you. At least not yet. We… Andro and I have faith in your abilities however sister… and that is why we did not tell him.”


“Consider this your final exam Normya.” Andro spoke with a smile. “Get the ship and yourself to Apo Prime in one piece, get her repaired and then bring your tail back here with a repaired TYPE II and you can step into your role as STRIKER Flight Leader on the PILLAR OF FAITH with no one having questions about your skills or judgment.”


Normya looked at her older brothers and couldn’t help but beam. They were right in that neither their father nor their mothers would allow her to take a damaged ship so far without an escort. She was still very young and while her skills far surpassed most senior pilots, Normya knew she needed experience and seasoning. She would be the first one to admit that. Now her brothers were giving her that opportunity. She leaned over and hugged Andro tightly, kissing his cheek before doing the same to Arrarn.


“Thank you for believing in me.” She said softly.


Andro chuckled. “It’s not you I’m worried about.” He said. “It’s the pitiful fools who happen to stumble across your path in the future.”


“You do realize she takes after mother in the way she flies?” Arrarn said looking at Andro. “They speak of mother and Endith in reverent whispers about what they can make a STRIKER do… and Normya is just as methodic and surreal.”


Andro nodded as he looked at his sister and squeezed her hand. “Yes I know. Let’s just wait until you have a few years under your belt before you start pulling some of the flying stunts that mother and Endy have pulled off through the years. Promise?”


Normya chortled with love and nodded her head. “I promise.”


“I’m sorry for taking Zarah away from you.” Andro said. “I will need her abilities if we are to train these Coven riders well enough to keep from dying the moment they enter battle. Carina is going to be handling the Operations Training Board and Zarah will need to help me instruct them.”


Normya nodded. “She is looking forward to it.” She said. “Just watch out for her Andro. Our Coming of Age is soon and she is very excited about finally being able to test the ‘gene pool’ as she puts it when our First Phase finally passes.”


Andro smiled. “I will don’t worry.” He leaned over again and kissed her cheek as he got to his feet. “Contact Res when you pass Gate Three Nine. He and mother will be heading back here by then and just touch base with him.”


Normya nodded. “I will.” She said. She smiled brilliantly as her brother smiled and turned to head back to where Sadi was sitting with her two cadet friends. She turned back to Arrarn, her emerald eyes taking on a more serious look. “I’m nervous Arrarn.” She said. “I won’t be able to sleep tonight.”


Arrarn grinned at her and rose to his feet as well. “I figured as much.” He said holding out his hand to her. “That’s why I got you, me and Zarah a nice table on top of your TYPE II. We are going to go there, take in the sights and smells of the hanger and relax as only we pilots can.”


Normya grinned as she saw Zarah look over and begin getting to her feet. She stood up and took her brother’s hand. “Is this what mother did for you?” She asked.


Arrarn nodded. “The night before my final test flight. It was the most relaxing time I had spent in months and it allowed me to focus enough to pass my final without blowing up my instructor or crashing into any buildings. Since she could not be here, she wanted me and Zarah to make sure we did it for you in her stead. And to make sure you knew she is very proud of you.”


Normya smiled as she stepped up under his powerful arm to hug him and Zarah came up to them. “I got our stuff ready at the south entrance.” She said.

Arrarn put his arm around her waist as well and looked at Normya. “We’ll wait there while you say goodbye to father and our mothers.” He stated. “And hurry up… Andro and I snuck a case of the beer Uncle Daniel has made for special occasions out of his stock with Aunt Anuk’s help, but it won’t stay cold forever!”
Normya grinned and scampered towards where her father sat.

THE WILDS

2.7 LIGHT YEARS FROM TALBOR SEVEN


Anton Simpson let his hands caress the control console of the Limian Manufacturing Company JAL-14 Long Range Leisure Transport as he adjusted their course a fraction and then he sat back in the comfortable chair to sip his mug of tea and watch the stars as they hurtled past. He ran his hand over the thin layer of hair he had allowed to grown in the last three days and grimaced. Like his father, he preferred his head to be completely hairless, but for this mission Cihera had suggested he grow it in. Anton Simpson was the oldest son of Daniel and Anuk Simpson, and perhaps the most unheralded of all his father’s children.


That was something Anton did not mind in the least.


Anton, from the time he was a small boy running through the corridors with Androcles and Moneus of either the Island Palace or on the streets of Sparta, had always had a love for the shadowy world of the Krypteria. He had seen Armetus enough times over the years to become infatuated with the man and how he would come and go through even the heaviest of security with barely a pause. He had thought at first his father would be angry with him for moving to join the Krypteria at the end of his Agoge training as opposed to becoming a member of the Durcunusaan. He couldn’t have been more wrong. His father and both his mothers had praised his decision and fully supported his actions. Even his gruff talking grandfather Melancton had been pleased with his decision. It meant that he would not be seen at many of the more public ceremonies and events with his family, and though part of this bothered him, he made it a point to be watch the moment when his brother spoke up for Carina’s hand as his mate on the vid/cam that Armetus had given him before he and Cihera had left. His family knew and accepted that his chosen life would mean he came and went on a whim and they would sometimes not see him for months on end, or even hear from him, but his skills were without question and whenever he was home they made up for it in spades.

Anton took after his father in size and build, and while he did not have Moneus or his father’s height standing only an even six feet tall, he most certainly had the Spartan build and rippled definition. His light caramel colored skin was due mainly in part to his mother Anuk’s fairer color and thankfully he had not inherited her rust colored red hair for it would not have looked very good on him they had joked through the years. His two inch high elven ears fit vertically perfect on his head and he blessed that they did not curve as much as his mother’s did towards the tips. He had his father’s Lycavorian Spartan strength and his mother’s incredible elven speed and reflexes. When he shifted to his wolf form, which he did not do very often, he was slightly larger than his brother Moneus. Neither of them came close to their father in size, or anywhere near as large as Andro or the King, but the few times he had shifted due to the need to frighten someone his size and teeth had convinced them he was not to be trifled with. 

Armetus had discovered him very early in his Agoge, perhaps because he had made it clear what he had wanted to do when he completed the training, but more than likely because Armetus knew talent when he saw it. At least that is how Anton viewed it. He could speak nine different languages fluently, and get by in half a dozen others. He was an excellent pilot thanks to his elven blood, and his engineering skills would certainly rate him a Chief Engineer’s slot on any ship in the Union Fleet. He was a methodical thinker and able to analyze any given situation from every angle within seconds. And Anton Simpson had absolutely no qualms about eliminating any threat to the Union he so loved, and he had done so on nine different occasions without fail. He was no stranger to death or blood, and like his father and mother, he preferred peace above all else. However, he would not allow harm to come to those who he cared for and respected, and he would not let their enemies hurt them if it was within his power to stop.


Anton turned slightly in the chair when he heard the door to the cockpit slide open and his dark eyes fell upon her tall, muscular, but deliciously feminine body as she entered. She looked exquisite in his oversized shirt Anton decided and he lifted his mug to drink his tea as she moved to the dispenser and got herself a large mug of Queen Aricia’s coffee that she so loved. 


Anton allowed his eyes to wander over the curve of her flawless ass and the muscular definition in her long legs and he felt his groin stir as the wolf inside him saw something he wanted. Looking at her as she gracefully prepared her coffee Anton came to the same conclusion as he did eight months ago when he took her as his mate.

Cihera Simpson was just as lethal as she was incredibly beautiful.


Her head turned as she lifted the mug to her soft lips, her shimmering white hair now replaced by the black dye she had used last night and he had helped massage into her scalp. She had not yet put in her contact lenses and Anton shuddered as she gazed at him with those amber colored orbs he so adored. He inhaled deeply and allowed her walnut scent to fill his head as she stepped up to him and leaned over.


“Good morning.” She spoke.


Anton smiled as their lips came together in a soft kiss of deep feeling and commitment and then she deposited herself in the chair across from him, his shirt riding high up on her chocolate colored thighs.


“Sleep well?” Anton asked.


Cihera smiled over the edge of her mug and nodded. “Very much so.” She replied. “It’s been three months since I have had the pleasure of my husband’s body next to mine in our bed and he is not assaulting me in some way.”


Anton grinned. “I’m saving that for tonight after we arrive on Talbor Seven.”


Cihera chuckled and allowed her amber eyes to scan the cockpit and consoles quickly. “You altered our course?” She said.


“Only three degrees.” He answered. “It will bring us in from behind the fourth moon and shield us from anyone who might know we are coming.”


Cihera Simpson turned back to look at her husband of less than a year, but the man she had loved for five long years.


Cihera had been born three short months before the Battle for Earth had claimed the lives of both her Drow elf parents. Her parents had been among those who had followed General Lynwe and Commander Tari out from under the thumb of the High Coven and joined those who were building a life in Eden City. Cihera barely remembered what her parents looked like, and over the years their images had faded to distant specks as new images took their place. She had been adopted by Lynwe, Selene and Layna a year after the beautiful Spartan woman had come into the lives of Lynwe and Selene. Two years after that Joarl became a permanent fixture in their lives as well, taking all of them as his mates and officially adopting Cihera and her older sister Tenia with barely any pause in his actions.

Cihera was half elf and half vampire due to the experiments on her parents while they served the High Coven, yet thank to her mother Lynwe and Aihola, Cihera was all Drow in her actions and values. She had an elf’s speed and reflexes and a vampire’s strength and ability to blur and wrap the shadows around her. Skills that Lynwe and Layna had schooled her on mercilessly through the years as she grew, with her father Joarl giving her hours upon hours of training with weapons of every sort. She needed no other schooling besides what Selene gave to her every day, and she was able to attend a higher university when she was only fifteen years old. Cihera spoke nearly twenty languages fluently; she had two degrees, one in Advanced Medical Sciences and one in Astro Physics. She too had been recruited by Armetus, knowing full well what it was he and those who worked for him did. Like her birth parents Cihera had no question about whether to serve the Union they had died helping to preserve. She had just completed her first successful mission when she met the handsome young Spartan who sat across from her now. She had not know who he was at first for he was quiet and reserved, but she knew when she saw interest in a man’s eyes, and she saw interest in Anton’s from that first moment. 

They had not looked back after their first night together.

No one but Armetus knew they were married and they did this to keep both themselves and their families safe. 

Cihera tilted her head slightly to the side and gazed at her husband. “You believe Andro and Armetus then?” She said.

“Until I see something that tells me otherwise yes.” He replied with a grin. “Looking at the information gathered by my father and Armetus and the report from Andro, there are too many coincidences involved to not be some sort of plot.”

“All the coincidences have legitimate reasons and explanations Anton.” Cihera spoke calmly.

Anton nodded. “I know… but that they all happened together within weeks of each other leads me to think it was planned. Perhaps not the weapons transaction… but the raid on the colony exactly when the Queens would be returning from Hadaria.”

Cihera nodded. “Ok… but if said person knew the Queens would be going through this area at this particular time, and if said person gave this information to the Evolli mercenaries, what would this said person gain? They would have to know enough about Queen Anja and Queen Aricia to be able to tell them when their ship left Hadaria. If they are that close to them, they would also know that it would be exceedingly foolish to attempt to take them prisoner. Of all the Queens, Aricia and Anja are the most volatile and the most less likely to give up without causing serious death and destruction to those attempting to capture them. Isabella is much more methodical and precise and Dysea has taken after her. Queen For’mya is hardly ever very far from the King since she is part of his flight crew, and whoever attempted to capture her would first need to kill the King.”

Anton nodded. “Something many fools have tried over the years. Some not even the Queens know about.”

“And none of them have been able to accomplish that task.” Cihera spoke. “You would think after the first or second attempt they would realize it is not a very survivable prospect. There is no measuring the idiocy of some people husband.”
Anton chuckled. “No there is not.” He leaned over and held out the data pad. “The latest from Armetus. He is investigating who had knowledge of their visit to Hadaria.” Anton spoke. “We are to find out if the weapons deal is related in any way to the attack on the colony and attempted ambush. He is directing operations form Earth since it appears both the High Coven and the Kavalians decided to come out and play at the same time. We should only contact him if we need something urgent. Otherwise he has given us free reign to discover what we can.”
“Are we to act?” Cihera asked. Cihera Simpson was not afraid to kill. She had killed on a number of occasions when the mission called for it and like her beloved husband; they would only kill if it became necessary. Then they would not hesitate.
Anton nodded. “The King has given permission to eliminate any threat as long as we can prove our actions are justified and we have all the information we can possibly acquire.”
“The man we are suppose to contact uses Talbor Seven as a base of operations.” Cihera said. “Once we are settled we should use our cover story as newlyweds and take in some of the resorts more entertaining aspects before we initiate a meeting. Perhaps drop ourselves some care packages.”

“There is a play tomorrow evening in their amphitheater.” Anton said.

“I love plays!” Cihera declared.

“That’s why I have already booked us two seats my lovely wife.” He told her with a smile. “And we can take the long path there through the promenade.”
“You do know Anton that our families will be livid with us when we finally tell them we are already married.” Cihera said softly as she sipped her coffee.

“You don’t question that we chose to not tell them do you?” He asked quickly.

Cihera shook her head immediately. “It is safer for them and for us this way. We both have far too many younger siblings that can not protect themselves from assassins or other agents if it was known we are married. Separately is better.”

“I still don’t understand why we had to make them think we hate each other.” Anton spoke. “Isn’t that a little over the top?”

“It’s more believable Anton. You know that.” Cihera spoke.

“Well… we should each choose one parent to tell after this mission. During the briefing when you called me a rock head I almost leaned over and kissed you on the spot.” He said with a grin.

Cihera laughed. “Yes… I saw that twitch.” She said getting to her feet. She stepped up to his chair and felt his arm encircle around the back of her ass, pulling her close and putting his face against her lower abdomen. “I will go get the inventory list and we can decide what to take with us on our reconnaissance.”

Anton nodded and drew back slowly. “I’ll be here.”

