CHAPTER NINE

JUMP GATE THREE FIVE

LEONIDAS II-CLASS STRIKE CRUISER

MJOLNIR’S HAND

The cavernous landing bay of the United Lycavorian Union’s Flagship was a beehive of chaotic activity that many would think to be quite insane. Very neat rows of T9E TEMPTEST Fighter Interceptors and the M4B DEVASTATOR Fighter/Bombers lined the bay as the dozens of ground crewmembers went about their duties with barely a pause. They were the crème de le crème of the Lycavorian Union Fleet; they knew it and it showed in their work. What appeared like chaos to the uninitiated were in fact the fingers of a master conductor at work. They paid no heed to the two rows of Durcunusaan soldiers that lined both sides of the East Hatchway. They were a regular part of the crew now and had been for over two decades. Many of those who called MJOLNIR’S HAND home had been assigned to this ship for at least a minimum of five years. Many chose to leave only when it would hinder them in being promoted or in advancing their careers. Quite a few even returned after doing stints on other ships or postings within the fleet. 

The 1st Spartan Fleet Attack Group was the most sought after military posting anywhere within Union territory. It was the King’s unit… his personal hammer and shield. At some point through the years Martin Leonidas had gotten to know all of them here on this ship by name, and he and Admiral Komirri made it a point to insure whenever someone new was assigned they were greeted personally by one or both of them within hours of coming aboard. The King, when he was on board either by himself or with any of the Queens, always ate among the crew in one of the three massive mess lounges. He would often be seen among the half dozen entertainment areas, either talking or reading from some data pad. While many men and people off this ship would never dare approach their King simply because of the imposing figure he presented, the men and women of nearly a dozen and a half different species among the Union that were assigned to MJOLNIR’S HAND had no fears about walking right up to their King and including him in a conversation they may have been having, or simply to ask him a question or his opinion of something. That was what endeared him to so many within the military and the Union itself. It was well known that Androcles Leonidas ran his ship the SCIMITAR in much the same fashion, though the dress code was a little less stringent. The new style training King Leonidas had started all those years ago for the Spartan ground forces was extremely well received, mainly because he did not exclude himself from that very same training. He would not order or expect his men and women to do something he had not already done, and even though he did not require it of the much older Spartans, they too willingly volunteered to go through the training once more. Many had said they learned new things that they had not the first time, and none of them regretted going through the training once more. 
King Leonidas was normal, and he went out of his way to avoid being anything else but normal.

For’mya Leonidas was also well known on MJOLNIR’S HAND, not only as one of their Queens, but also as part of the King’s Flight crew. If there was a flying maneuver or stunt that Queen For’mya and Star Commanders Endith and Tina O’Connor had not either attempted or done, it simply did not exist. She and Queen Aricia had become fixtures on the ship, and over the last three years Queen Anja had joined them more and more. They all knew For’mya to be the most patient of the Queens and the one slowest to anger, but many of them had witnessed one of her verbal and physical explosions and all agreed that while Queen Aricia would never lose the title of deadliest of the Queens, For’mya Leonidas was most definitely not to be trifled with. The ground crew in the landing bay could only smile as they past by where she stood with Resumar and they saw her brushing at his crimson cape and smoothing out the edges.
For’mya looked up into Resumar’s face as she straightened out the edges of his cape and saw his dark eyes smiling down at her. “What?” She demanded.

Resumar smiled. “Do you know how they feel about you mother?” He asked.

“Resumar Leonidas… I do not need you to explain to me how your father and mothers feel about me.” She stated sternly but with a motherly tone of love in her voice. “They show that to me every day.”

Resumar couldn’t help the chuckle that escaped his lips and he shook his head. “That’s not what I meant.” He stated with a smile.

For’mya met his eyes. “What do you mean then?”

“Andro, me, Arrarn, Deni, Eliani, Lisisa… all of us.” He said. “The people all around us. All over the Union.”

“Res… you have lost me now.” For’mya spoke.

“You are like the most revered of Sages mother.” Resumar answered. “When we were children we could hear father and our mothers talking, sometimes when you weren’t there. No matter what it was in regards to, they always felt they should see what your opinion was. How you felt something should be. Part of it is because of your abilities I know, but I think, we all think that most of it is because you are you.”

For’mya smiled. “Well… I like being me.” She said with a small laugh.

Resumar shook his head quickly. “Lisisa once put it in a way that sounds much more profound. We were at Andro’s villa last year; I think you and father were with Aunt Deia and grandmother Gorgo on Elear for some conference or something. Lisisa said… she said you were the last, but you are the first. You are what bind all of us together in the end. We all agreed, our mothers, all of us.”


For’mya looked at him for a long moment and reached up to place her hand on his cheek. She stared into his dark eyes, so much like Arrarn’s eyes. So much like his father’s eyes. For’mya realized that with the exception of Andro, all of Martin’s sons, all of her sons had his eyes. Arrarn and Byron were the sons of her blood, but in this family, blood was no distinction. They were all blood. In twenty-six years there had never been one instance of disagreement among any of Martin’s Queens on how they would raise their children. Resumar was just as much her son, just as much Anja and Aricia’s son even though Dysea was the mother of his birth. The five of them… they had doted on each other when they were pregnant… almost as if they were all pregnant at the same time. Yes… the five of them were lovers… and they would not pause when it came to pleasuring each other in any way. It was not something For’mya had seen herself doing just twenty-eight years ago, but now she couldn’t imagine her life without all of them. Yet after hearing Resumar’s words just now, For’mya realized that Aricia’s words to all of them rang so true. They were not only dear lovers but they were also the very best and truest of friends. They always laughed at the rumors that abound about who the King favored most of all, for they all knew that Martin loved each of them just as intensely as the other. And they loved him just as intensely back.


For’mya smiled as she looked at him. “There is nothing I would not do to safeguard those I love Resumar. Just as your father and any of your mothers would do. I would endure a life of solitude and pain to insure that those I love were safe. We all would and that is where our power as a family lays my son. We have our disagreements and arguments, no family is without them, but in the end… what has your father instilled in all of you… in all of us?”


“Blood before all else.” Resumar stated softly.


For’mya nodded slowly. “Blood before all else. No matter the pain that may be caused, no matter the reasons behind it, it is never intentional and must always be forgiven.”

“Will I find a love like you share with father?” Resumar asked softly.


For’mya laughed softly. “Your father told me something shortly after we were married in the traditional elven ceremony on Elear. Before he got drunk with my father.” She said with a smile remembering that time. “He told me that when a Leonidas loves, they love without shame or regard for what others will think or say. They love unconditionally. He proved this when your mother Isabella finally joined with us. We would do anything… anything at all for each other. Andro and Carina have only continued this. You and your brothers and sisters will as well, as will you when you discover who it is you are to love in this life. Eliani has already discovered half of her heart with Nyla, and I believe both of them will find the second half sooner rather than later.”

“Is that a yes?” Resumar asked with a smirk.


For’mya laughed and leaned up to kiss his cheek. “Yes Res… that is a yes.” She stated as his arms hugged her closely.

The crew members of MJOLNIR’S HAND went about their duties as mother and son embraced and they smiled knowingly. The men and women of this ship also shared another of their King’s traits, and that was the extreme distaste for politicians with very few exceptions. Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos was not one of those exceptions and he was avoided at all costs. Something that Laustinos was about to mention to For’mya as he stepped out into the landing bay and saw her embracing Prince Resumar. He frowned as he saw them wearing the standard matte black Mark IV ArmorPly uniforms with the crimson capes dangling from their shoulders. He had expected her to come dressed in proper formal attire and Prince Resumar in full dress uniform. He took a deep breath and watched as Prince Resumar released her and she reached up to adjust something on the Prince’s shoulder. Laustinos saw him chuckle softly as she whispered to him. The last thirty-six hours had been nothing short of complete boredom with two meetings with Queen For’mya and her asking him specific questions and insisting he give her very specific answers. Many of the questions did not even pertain to the actual Trade Negotiations, but more towards what he knew about the Kavalian people, which was not very much and how they had contacted the Union leaders to arrange this meeting. It almost seemed as if she had been testing him in some manner and it was something he did not appreciate.

Laustinos stepped up behind them and took a deep breath. “My Queen. Prince Resumar.” He stated.

Resumar grunted at his greeting as For’mya turned slightly to look at him a small smile on her face from Resumar’s actions. “Deputy Laustinos.” She stated calmly. “It appears that the captain of the NOVA-Class Envoy ship was under the impression he was in a hurry. We seem to be meeting with our guests a full day earlier. I wonder where he got that information.”
“Yes… I was just made aware of it my Queen.” Laustinos spoke quickly.

“I’m sure.” For’mya said turning her attention back to Resumar’s crimson cape.

“My Queen… I noticed that you… you shifted the entire Kavalian delegation to a totally different section of the ship than what I had directed the crew to do.” Laustinos spoke.

For’mya nodded. “Yes I did.” She said smoothing out the crimson cape on Resumar’s shoulder one last time before turning to look at him fully. “You assigned them quarters on deck twelve Laustinos.”

“Yes my Queen.” Laustinos said. “So?”

Resumar looked at Laustinos with his dark eyes now. “You don’t know much about the LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruisers do you Deputy Prime Minister?” He asked.

“No. I have never been on one before this trip. What difference does that make? Deck twelve is central to the ship.” Laustinos said quickly. “They are our guests Prince Resumar and we should treat them that way.”

Resumar shook his head. “The port section of deck twelve holds the secondary weapons magazines for the aft Mark 22B Launchers Deputy Prime Minister.” Res told the man. “Deck twelve also houses redundant power system controls for a full third of the ship. Why exactly would we put them there? Yes… I understand they are our guests Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos. However, giving our guests access to sensitive and secure areas of this ship is just plain stupid.”

“What my son is trying to say Laustinos is that due to your unfamiliarity with this class ship we simply made adjustments to your sleeping arrangements.” For’mya spoke with a smile. Resumar had about as much patience for arrogant politicians as his father and brothers did it seemed. Andro and Arrarn both had already had major confrontations with senior politicians who thought to impress someone or other while they traveled on the SCIMITAR. Neither of those confrontations ended well for the politician. When they had complained to Sa’sur about this she had laughed at them in their faces. 

“The Kavalian delegation is now on deck six, closer to the mess lounge on the port side and the observation rooms as well. We will meet with them there once they are settled into their quarters.” For’mya spoke.
“We are trying to manage Trade Talks my Queen.” Laustinos spoke looking at the data pad he held in his hand and using it to run through a schematic of the ship. “You have… you have put them on the same deck as the Durcunusaan barracks!” He said looking at her.

“Did I?” For’mya asked as her dark eyes narrowed and she folded her hands behind her back. “Oh my… I wonder why I would do that.”

Laustinos’s eyes narrowed. “My Queen you…”

“Res… why don’t you go see what is keeping Cemath and Aurith. They should be here with us. I swear those two argue more than any brother and sister I have ever known.” For’mya said turning to look at him. Resumar smiled and nodded, then took a last look at Laustinos and grunted before heading for the large lift along the wall. 

“My Queen… you are… you are bringing your dragons down here?” He asked aghast at this development.

For’mya nodded as she turned back to him, Resumar’s words filling her with warmth and love. “Prince Resumar and I are bonded to dragons Laustinos. They go where we go. You know this just as well as I do.” She stated taking a couple of steps closer to him. “Is that going to be a problem?”
“My Queen… Lady For’mya it is well known that the Kavalians fear dragons.” He stated quickly. “Why… why would we greet them with dragons beside us? I would think we want to make them as comfortable as possible.”

Since being turned For’mya had developed a unique and powerful skill within Mindvoice that very few people knew about. Thr’won and Helen called it Clairsentience. It was a unique ability to be able to sense things from simply reaching out and feeling everything around her. It worked sometimes with physical touch as well, but often times she simply had to feel a shift or difference in the essence of life around her to know what was happening. She had always been a good judge of character and people and when Martin had changed her, those perceptions and abilities to read people increased nearly a thousand fold. She couldn’t read a person’s mind, but she could almost always tell when someone was lying, even without using her wolf senses to detect the adrenalin dump into their system. It was similar to Dysea’s skill of precognition, and while Dysea had no real control over her ability or premonitions, For’mya at least could direct her abilities in a reasonable fashion of sorts. 

At the moment she could feel Laustinos trying very hard to save face and salvage what he considered to be his moment to impress Dysea.

“And we will make them as comfortable as possible.” For’mya answered very calmly. “However, we will not change who we are because we do not wish to offend a species that launched an unprovoked attack against this Union. A species that is also currently at war with the Vampire High Coven, and a species that is recognized as having no greater love for us than they do the vampires of the High Coven.”

“My Queen… you…”

“It won’t work you know.” For’mya said softly.

“What won’t work my Queen?”

“I came on this mission for two reasons.” For’mya stated. “The first was to insure that Union interests are met above all else. Approving this Trade Delegation with the Kavalians was a colossal mistake Laustinos. Whatever the reason they are coming here… it is not to sell us berries for our wine. If you had thought to inquire of others before granting them what they wanted you might know this. You were led unwittingly into their trap and played right into their hands. And this happened because of the second reason I am here. You were thinking with your cutius and not your brain.” For’mya saw his eyes widen just a little bit.

“My Queen… I…”

For’mya shook her head. “No… you will listen to me. You make it painfully obvious to even the dullest individual that you desire Dysea in the worst way. It shows in your mannerisms and the way you act around her. We are the wives and mates of the most powerful Alpha male wolf in the entire Lycavorian Union Laustinos. We do not want nor do we need the attentions of another male, for none of them will ever compare to what we now have. Your attempts at trying to get Dysea alone for talks and meetings and such… you didn’t actually think this has not been noticed did you? And then you go off hitting Dysea with your pitiful male aura while Martin Leonidas sat at the same table?” For’mya shook her head slowly. “Did common sense suddenly leave you Laustinos? If Martin Leonidas was any less a man you would be dead right now for such an action, you do realize that don’t you?”
“My Queen… that is not…” Laustinos stammered and a wave of For’mya’s hand cut him off.

“No… do not attempt to deny it or push it aside.” For’mya spoke. “I came on this mission because if Dysea or any of the others had come, they would have dressed you down thoroughly and made you look the fool. And they would have done so in much harsher tones and would not have cared who they did it in front of. I came on this mission to try and explain to you what we all see happening. Deia… Deia seems to think that you have great potential Laustinos… but this infatuation you appear to have with Dysea must end. She is the first Martin Leonidas turned, and she has been with him longer than any of us and that includes Aricia, who is his Anome as you well know. There is nothing in this universe, living or dead, nothing… which could ever pull her away from him. Nothing that could ever pull any of us from him. Certainly not you, no matter what you think you may have accomplished or how much of a ladies man you consider yourself to be. You will not have her Laustinos. Ever. She does not desire you, she never has and she most certainly never will. Fantasizing about your King’s mate is one thing Laustinos, but actively pursuing her is quite another.” For’mya could sense the indecision and anger within him easily and she stepped back. “Take my words to heart Laustinos. They will save you a large amount of embarrassment and possibly pain in the future if you insist on continuing down this road you are on. You thought to impress Dysea by approving this Trade Delegation for the Kavalians and showing what an accomplished politician you are; you thought to make a name for yourself and by doing so you allowed an enemy into our midst and put Deia and the King in a very bad situation. Not to mention now Dysea thinks you are a complete idiot for even doing something like this. We may be elves Laustinos… but even as elves our patience is not totally boundless. Dysea’s patience with you is just about gone. I will allow you to remain on the forefront of these talks for now…”
“You will allow…” Laustinos started to speak with anger in his voice. “My Queen I am the…”
For’mya nodded. “Yes Laustinos… I will allow. Do not forget that I am also Queen. I speak with five voices now Laustinos, those of myself and my fellow Queens and unlike Martin Leonidas we will no longer give you any more chances. We will no longer tolerate your foolish attempts to win something that is not yours, never was and never will be. You will either change your ways or we will see to it that you find yourself on the most remote outpost we have. There you can play politician with whatever creatures may inhabit that particular nubous settlement!” For’mya hissed angrily, even while her face was unchanged. “Am I making myself very clear Deputy Laustinos?”

Laustinos nodded his head slowly, his face hardening. “Yes my Queen.”

“You may conduct theses talks as you see fit… and I will only intervene when I feel it is necessary, if I feel the security interests of the Union are in question. You will promise them nothing until we have returned to Earth and Deia and other senior officials can participate in the talks as well. Is that clear?” For’mya said.
Laustinos glared at her doing his best to hide his shame and anger. Not for what he had been doing… but that he had gotten caught doing it. “As you order Queen For’mya.” He stated in a neutral voice.

For’mya nodded and caught the hand motion of the Durcunusaan Officer signaling her that the transport was inbound into the landing bay. “Good… we will greet them as we greet all visiting guests to the Union. We will hold preliminary talks in the conference lounge on deck six after they have been shown to their quarters and allowed to freshen up, and we will include First Secretary Stenys as well. He will be accompanying them and he has some knowledge of the Kavalians that I wish to pick his brain about.”

Laustinos looked at her. “He is only a First Secretary Lady For’mya.” Laustinos spoke quickly. “He has not sat in on Trade talks in the past.”
“Yes… I know. There is a first time for everything however, and he has shown an interest in taking more of a role in Trade talks as a whole.” For’mya glared at him. “And he is not trying to get into the pants of my fellow Queen.” She snarled.

For’mya turned slowly, away from Laustinos’s stunned face, as an alarm claxon began to sound indicating a ship was approaching the landing bay. She had no doubts that no matter what she had just told the man, none of what she had conveyed to him had or would sink in. For’mya had given it her best shot however and now she would let the chips fall where they would. If she or one of her lovers and fellow Queens did not act then For’mya had no doubts that Martin most certainly would inform him of the folly of his actions, in very blunt and painful terms he would remember the rest of his life. If he even survived. For’mya had witnessed first hand on more than one occasion just how very possessive Martin Leonidas was of all of them. How Laustinos ever thought that Dysea… or any of them for that matter… how they could be even remotely interested in another male after having tasted Martin Leonidas was beyond her. Perhaps it was a male ego thing. Regardless… For’mya knew that Laustinos would do something that would cost him not only his job, but quite a bit of pain as well if she was any judge of character.


Jalersi never took her blue eyes off For’mya as they exited the small transport craft and followed Stenys towards the hatchway lined with who she knew just from their uniforms were the famed Lycavorian Union Durcunusaan soldiers. The Wolves of the Blood as they were sometimes called. The elite forces of the Union. No one knew exactly how many of them there were, but they were constant shadows wherever any of the Royal family went. It was rumored that they were mentally conditioned to eliminate at least twenty of their enemies before they fell in battle. They were the one group that Pusintin told her to avoid at all costs because too little was known of what they could actually do and they conversed mainly in the ancient Lycavorian language which no Kavalian had the linguistic skills for, and Pusintin had never bothered to learn.
The blond haired elf female stood perfectly still, her hands clasped in front of her, the light weight black body armor conforming to every curve of her elven figure. Her firm breasts were not large Jalersi saw, not like the other Queens of the Union who all appeared to be rather healthy in that regard at least in the images she had seen. Her legs were long for her height however which Jalersi estimated as five foot seven or eight. Her golden blond hair shimmered in the lighting of the landing bay and cascaded well past her shoulders. The crimson cape she wore was trimmed in gold and dropped from the tops of her shoulders and brushed lightly on the deck of the landing bay. This was the second Elven Queen For’mya. Known for her abilities as a pilot and often times as a mediator as well. Slow to anger, but when her breaking point was reached, she was a hellcat to say the least.
Jiss and Matuarr walked slightly behind her, Athani walking beside Matuarr. Athani had not spoken to her sister except for one or two words sentences since discovering she had been given to Qurot when this operation was complete. She had in fact avoided almost all contact with her, remaining in the quarters they had been given and only coming out to eat. This did not really sadden Jalersi because she had done so much to keep her sister out of Qurot’s hands for so long. Having Pusintin take her for the last years allowed Jalersi and her mother to see if any other suitors would come forward. While Pusintin thoroughly enjoyed having her sister’s ass and mouth, he did it less frequently than Jalersi would have liked. Pusintin said Athani was different, and while she might have cried out in sexual abandon during their times, she still fought the sensations within her that his aura generated. Pusintin said he preferred his wife and mate for she actually enjoyed their sessions together. Pusintin’s words had inwardly made Jalersi sing in joy. He could have taken another female if he so chose, it was not uncommon within their culture for a superior male to do this. That he had not done this only made Jalersi love him even more. 

Athani chose to wear a teal blue jumpsuit that hugged her body like a second skin. Her blond hair was flowing around her face and shoulders, her blue/green eyes void of any emotion. She kept her two meter long tail free, a special slot in the fabric of her clothes cut for it, but the thin member was wrapped around her leg three times to keep from being too widely noticed. Jalersi had chosen to wear a yellow dress that was cut up one tanned leg and gave quite a view of her large breasts. She wore a necklace given to her by Pusintin after ten years of being together and dangling earrings he gave to her after the birth of their oldest son Karun. Their son walked proudly and confidently just behind and to Jalersi’s left, both he and Qurot choosing to wear their military uniforms. Karun was tall and proud just like his father, and incredibly handsome Jalersi had to admit. She looked forward in seeing how many Lycavorian females he could swoon with his good looks and charm.
Stenys slowed to a stop directly in front of For’mya and bowed his head slightly in a show of respect to her position.

“Queen For’mya… it is a distinct pleasure to meet you once more.” He stated seeing Laustinos’s eyes grow a little wider at this knowledge as For’mya reached out to take his offered hand.
For’mya smiled. “It has been six years Stenys. I see you have worked on your tan in that time.”

Stenys’s laugh was genuine and nodded his head. “Indeed Milady.” He straightened back up and motioned quickly to Jalersi. “I present the Emissaries from Prefect Keleru’Puat and the KFI to you. This is Jalersi’Puat, oldest daughter to the Prefect and leader of this distinguished delegation.”
Jalersi stepped up to her quickly and bowed her head in greeting. “It is a pleasure to meet you Lady For’mya. I hope our visit has not confused anything that may have been otherwise planned already.” She spoke holding out her hand in what she knew was the universal gesture of greeting. She noticed For’mya didn’t hesitate and took her offered hand immediately.

“I welcome you to the Lycavorian Union.” For’mya spoke calmly, her face beaming and a smile decorating her features. “And no… your visit has confused nothing. We were a bit surprised by your request… but we welcome the opportunity to conduct talks and possibly form a more open relationship.”

Jalersi met her smile and waved her hand behind her. “Allow me to introduce Senior Legislatures Jiss and Matuarr from the Kavalian Imperium Parliament. And my younger sister Athani’Puat.”

For’mya nodded to the two Kavalian men and turned her eyes upon Athani who had stepped up next to her sister. “A pleasure to meet you.” She said holding out her hand.

Athani took For’mya’s offered hand with a bright smile. “It is an honor to meet you Lady For’mya.” She stated quickly. “Your exploits during the Evolli War are well documented and known.”

For’mya looked surprised at this and she smiled. “Thank you. How did…”

Athani almost blushed under her lightly tanned skin. “Many of our border settlements are able to pick up your Netnews channels due to their proximity to the border. I was able to review many reports that were recorded.” She explained.
For’mya didn’t let the smile fade from her face. She sensed there was more to this young woman than met the eye and it was not just the fact that she had let her tail grow to its full adult size even while the biogenic treatments removed all the hair on her body with the exception of her shiny blond tresses. It was well known that the Kavalians had used their extensive biogenics capabilities to change the appearance of many of their females. Armetus was sure it was so that they could blend in better with different species and be used as intelligence gatherers with their obvious female charms. Those Kavalian females who had undergone the biogenic treatments were all of distinguished beauty if the reports from Armetus were correct. Looking at Athani and Jalersi, For’mya saw that they were indeed very accurate. Kavalian women were also very similar to Lycavorian females, and they could be affected by the aura of a Lycavorian male For’mya had discovered, as well as affect him in a similar manner though with considerable less control. Aside from this information, there was very little they knew about actual Kavalian society and most of the information they had was centuries old. Athani’s blue/green eyes were bright and held great intelligence in them, as well as something that For’mya could not quite place.

“I also present my oldest son Karun.” Jalersi said after giving her sister a small glare motioning to where Karun stepped forward slightly and nodded his head to her. “As well as Senior Commander Qurot of the Kavalian Federation Imperium Military Forces.”
Qurot stepped forward quickly, right up to For’mya, brushing past Athani and figuring his size and appearance would make the elf female back up in fear. He was slightly surprised when For’mya simply stood there and gazed at him with her dark brown eyes, no fear in them whatsoever. Qurot saw several of the Durcunusaan soldiers along the wall push away slightly and then stop. He took note of this and stopped his forward motion instantly while Jalersi stared at him with anger in her blue eyes.
“You have an impressive ship here!” He bellowed in an overbearing voice. “The security seems to be somewhat lax however.”

For’mya smiled as she looked at him. The long, thick hair covering his face hid most of his expression but it was easy to see his eyes held nothing but cruelty in them. “What makes you say that Senior Commander?” She asked politely.

“You greet us with only a few handfuls of your soldiers.” Qurot spoke looking at her. “I thought we were your vile enemies? I could attempt to kill you at this moment and your vaunted troops would be able to do nothing because they are so far away!”

“Qurot!” Jalersi hissed incredulous at his actions. “Qurot that is quite enough!” Jalersi barked stepping forward. “Lady For’mya, please forgive me. Qurot is not accustomed to being part of political negotiations. He…” She stated quickly.

“You think highly of your skills Senior Commander.” For’mya spoke calmly, her hands still clasped in front of her. “This is King Martin Leonidas’s ship. My mate and husband’s ship. The security may seem lax to you… however I assure you it is not. We do not feel the need to have bodyguards everywhere we go. This is supposed to be a meeting of political delegations, and greeting you with a full complement of troops is not conducive to political gatherings. As for killing me…” For’mya’s eyes grew just a little darker and narrow and she smiled. “That would not have happened. The Durcunusaan soldiers you see against the wall will not need to move from where they are for they know as I do, the next step you took towards me would have seen you incinerated where you stood.”

Qurot froze instantly when he heard the low rumbling growl slightly behind his head and he saw Jalersi’s eyes grow wide in fear as she stumbled back in terror. He turned his head very slowly making no sudden moves and then he saw the broad sapphire scales of a dragon snout, only inches from him, piercing golden eyes glaring at him like he was its next meal. The dragon was huge and he turned fully, moving very slowly as breath from the dragons nostrils passed over him, the warm air across his fur sending shivers of terror down his spine. Qurot, as with all senior officers within the KFI, had received extensive training in order to be able to tame the inbred fear his people had of these beasts. At this very moment, that training was escaping him however. His dark eyes could detect everyone within their party backing away slowly; real fear in their eyes with the exception of Karun who had instinctively snatched his mother’s arm as well as Athani’s and was shielding them with his body. Athani had stumbled and dropped to the deck of the ship in surprise at Karun’s move.
The soft laughter from behind them caused Athani to whirl quickly, Jalersi and Karun matching her movement and they too froze in their spots as their eyes fell upon the dark green scaled beast behind them, his yellow/gray eyes staring at them. Athani’s eyes grew wider, but not because of the enormous beast in front of her. Her eyes grew wide when she saw the young man casually leaning up against the front foreleg of the green scaled dragon. He wore similar body armor to the elven Queen For’mya, as well as the crimson cape. His tall muscular form was evident even under the conforming body armor.
“Aurith… why don’t you give Senior Commander Qurot enough space to take a breath.” Resumar spoke as he folded his muscular arms across his chest. “He is only feeling the waters so to speak. Isn’t that what Eliani says?”

I believe she says it’s testing the waters. Cemath’s voice spoke as he canted his huge head to look at his bonded brother.

Resumar looked up at his bonded brother’s head. “Yeah… testing the waters. That’s it.” He said. “Thanks Cemath.”

A pleasure Res.

Qurot watched as Aurith glared at him for a few moments longer before blinking and drawing her head back and then deftly maneuvering her huge body around him to cross the short distance to where For’mya still stood. Qurot turned slowly once more as Jalersi and the others watched the sapphire scaled beast move past the elven Queen, who reached out and let her fingers caress Aurith’s well-developed mid-section as she turned around behind For’mya and settled to the deck. Aurith stuck her head and neck out far enough that it was only a meter from For’mya’s shoulder. No one had heard the massive beasts approach them from behind, and the members of the Kavalian delegation stood rigidly still unable to move.

“I found them mother.” Resumar spoke from where he stood. “They were arguing over the last Behemoth bone in the dragon den. We left pretty quickly and the stewards hadn’t had a chance to restock.”
For’mya turned and looked at Aurith with a smile meant to scold her. It was something For’mya had never been able to pull off with her Bonded Sister. “Aurith?”

I had it first For’mya! Aurith exclaimed pulling her eyes from the Kavalian and meeting For’mya’s gaze.

I called dibs on it when we came aboard! Cemath snapped from where he too was resting on the deck, his limbs cocked under him ready to spring into action.

Called dibs! What is that? Now you sound like Eliani and Tharua! Only they say that! Aurith barked out. I had it first!

For’mya couldn’t help but chuckle at their antics and she shook her head as she turned back around and looked at Jalersi. Laustinos had a look of utter horror on his face at what had just happened and Stenys wore a smile grin as he helped several of the other Kavalian females to their feet in the rear of the party.

“Please… forgive them.” For’mya said moving several steps and reaching for Jalersi and taking her hands. “They are brother and sister… and they tend to disagree over some of the silliest things.”

Jalersi, Karun and Athani watched as Resumar moved from where he was leaning up against Cemath to stand next to Qurot. Athani watched him more carefully still as he moved, the confident and graceful proportions of his body, and the way he carried himself. He was the equal to Qurot in height, though Qurot had him in thickness. Athani however did not want to judge him by his size for she knew better. Qurot was larger than Pusintin as well, yet Jalersi’s mate had destroyed Qurot in a sparing match many years ago. This new man looked to be in superb physical condition, no doubt a product of the Spartan training.

Mother? He had called For’mya mother Athani realized. This was Prince Resumar! This was the King’s second oldest son. Athani’Puat had done far more research into the Lycavorian Union than anyone she knew of outside of the military. She absorbed information about the Union like a sponge, taking in all the reports from civilian settlements along their borders that had been taken from the Union’s own Netnews channels. She was well aware of the freedom that the females within the Union had, and how they could aspire to anything they wanted. Athani had been planning her actions for years now, ever since that confrontation with her sister before the Coven war began. She wanted more from her life, as so many Kavalian females did, as so many of their people did on a whole she knew. She had studied the dossiers of the entire Leonidas clan, and while a great deal of information was not available due to the privacy they appeared to covet so much, Athani had discovered all she really wanted to know. She knew that regardless of who had birthed them, the children of King Leonidas called all five of his Queens mother. They made no distinction between them. Prince Resumar was almost as well known as his older brother who was Crown Prince. He had fought with much distinction during their war with the Evolli and had earned several decorations for bravery and courage. The Union Netnews channels never spoke of a female or prospective females when they spoke of him, and Athani was looking at her ticket to more than she had ever dreamed. And it helped quite a bit that he was so very delicious looking.
Resumar waited until Qurot turned his head and looked at him. “You still with us big guy?” Res asked with some humor in his voice.
Qurot snarled dangerously. “I am fine.” He spat. “The beast… the beast caught me by surprise.”

Resumar laughed softly. “Yeah… I gathered that.”

For’mya squeezed Jalersi’s hands within hers making her meet For’mya’s gaze. “We… we did not know there would be dragons here.” Jalersi almost gasped.
“My apologies. Resumar and I are bonded to Aurith and Cemath. They accompany us wherever we go. I should have warned you... or you should have been told prior to arriving onboard.” For’mya stated turning quickly to where Laustinos stood. She turned back to Jalersi. “You are in no danger truly.”

Jalersi looked at her and took a deep breath, pulling her slim hands away from the elven Queen’s grasp. “Thank you… I’m fine.”

Karun made no move to help Athani to her feet as he stayed very close to his mother. Resumar had stepped away from Qurot and turned seeing her still on the deck. With barely a second thought he moved right up to her and held out his hand to her. Athani looked up into his face and felt a myriad of very strong emotions sweeping through her. She placed her hand in his, the warmth of his skin sending electric tingles through her as he helped her to her feet. She looked up into his face as he towered over her, his dark eyes almost mesmerizing.

“Thank… thank you.” She said softly.

Resumar Leonidas stared at this Kavalian female for a long moment and inhaled deeply. He knew of how the Kavalians treated their females and he had no desire to cause any more issues with these people, but as Athani’s tangerine like scent wafted into his nostrils he couldn’t help but stare at her for a few seconds longer than he should have. Athani, for her part, was also feeling new and exciting sensations race through her. Sensations she had not expected.
“You’re welcome.” He spoke finally.

Cemath had felt the jump in his Bonded Brother’s heartbeat and pulse and he stepped forward slowly. [Res?] He asked. [Are you ok?]
Resumar turned and looked at him. [I’m fine.] He replied nodding his head.

Athani watched as Resumar turned his head to the green scaled dragon beast and nodded quickly. She felt something, the feather like caress of a trembling in her head and she gasped out loud and saw his face turn back to her. “You… you speak to him with your mind? You… you understand each other?” She breathed softly, her voice a soft whisper that only those nearby heard, yet no one comprehended.
 Resumar smiled and nodded. “Dragons are just as intelligent as you or I.” He replied quickly in a similar whisper. “They simply have evolved to the point where they communicate with each other and with us using their minds. We call it Mindvoicing.”
“They… they understand us… us speaking?” Athani asked still somewhat amazed at this revelation. Her people had always thought that the dragons within the Union were nothing more than beasts of war. No one among the higher command had ever discussed the possibility that they might actually be intelligent lifeforms. “They truly understand?”

Resumar nodded quickly. “Oh yes. Cemath and Aurith are brother and sister. They argue over the same things that any brother and sister would.”

Her eyes are unique brother. Cemath spoke extending his head out closer to Resumar’s shoulder to peer at Athani.

Resumar smiled. “Cemath says… he says you have unique eyes.”

Athani’s blue/green eyes grew a little wider and she looked over Resumar’s shoulder and stared at the huge head of the dark green Cemath. “Thank… thank you. I… I think.”

Resumar heard Cemath chuckle within Mindvoice. “Don’t worry he…” 

“Athani!” Jalersi’s voice barked from where she stood with For’mya. “Get away from him sister!”
Athani turned quickly looking at her and she paused only a second to look back at Resumar before moving promptly to stand beside her sister.

“I think all of us have had enough excitement.” For’mya was saying. “Allow me to show you to your quarters and after you have freshened up we can meet in a lounge that we have reserved for your use and begin preliminary talks.”

Jalersi had quickly regained her composure. “I apologize for Qurot’s actions.” She said. “They were uncalled for and...”

For’mya shook her head. “An apology is not needed. This is as new to us as it is to you.” She said. She motioned to the large hatchway. “Please… First Secretary Stenys transmitted the requirements on how you prefer your quarters to be and I have made sure they are just as you like them.”

Resumar reached up over his head and scratched Cemath’s powerful lower jaw and his eyes followed Athani as she left the landing bay behind her sister. She glanced back quickly and saw him doing this before she disappeared into the hatchway as well.
Wow! Res spoke.

She… she had a tail brother. Cemath spoke.

Tail or no tail… did you see the backside that tail is attached too? Resumar spoke. She would be hot even with the hair that usually covers their bodies.

You are such a pervert Resumar! Aurith’s voice echoed as she moved her large body over to settle to the deck beside her younger brother, their midsections touching just a little bit. Cemath had come from Torma and Isheeni’s second clutch of eggs, as had Aradace. Aurith and Elynth had watched them come into this world and even helped them to shed their egg shells. It had been Aurith who had cleaned Cemath’s scales for the first time while their mother washed Aradace and Elynth cleaned Renoli. Cemath, Aradace and their brother Renoli, who was now bonded to Andreus’s oldest son as a Durcunusaan member, were very close and they endlessly stuck the needle to each other. Aurith however, she was very protective of Cemath and him of her because of all the time they spent together and by default they were protective of Resumar and Denali as well.
I just call them like I see them. Resumar spoke with a smile. And she was certainly more beautiful than I expected their females to be. Her sister too.
I certainly scared that man didn’t I? Aurith spoke with humor.

Cemath chuckled within Mindvoice. I thought he was going to void in his pants sister.

Resumar stepped up between them with a smile. His thoughts raced for a few moments then he looked at them. That he even attempted something like that is the first sign they are not here for what they say they are here for.

I concur. Aurith spoke. We should tell the Durcunusaan Commander onboard to watch them closely.

Resumar shook his head. No… that would only lead to more problems and unwanted encounters. We’ll stick with the security plan that father gave to me. Mother is aware of it and she will adjust it accordingly as she sees fit. I’m more interested in this Qurot fellow. And the one she called Karun.

He is half Lycavorian brother. Cemath stated.

Res nodded slowly. Yeah… and that means he’s my Uncle’s son. It also means we are cousins. And that the woman in charge of this little group is my Uncle’s mate. I don’t know if father knew who was going to be coming, but I don’t think he had any idea it would be his blood.
You don’t think he will care about this do you Resumar? Aurith asked. This Karun? His actions indicate he is more Kavalian than Lycavorian. He did not attempt to help the female up from where he pushed her down.
Res shook his head. Not in the least it would appear. He pushed off from Cemath’s front leg again. Let’s get up to the conference lounge and make sure everything is set up. 
GYTHEIO
CRANAE ISLAND

ANDRO AND SADI’S VILLA

Sadi was very much lost in her own realm of otherworldly delights as she ground her hips and drenched pussy down on the rumpled sheets of their bed. Andro had promised to ravage her and fulfill his pledge of three days of exquisite carnal pleasures this night, and he had more than lived up to his promise. They were barely in the door of their villa after returning from the State Dinner before he was tearing her dress from her and ramming his massive cock deep inside her willing body. Even as he carried her to their bed, each step causing immensely delicious ripples of pleasure to course through her, Sadi was already lost to the sensations the incredible size of his cock and the power of his aura caused within her. Nearly four straight hours upon returning to their home and he had licked, nibbled, caressed and pounded her utterly senseless. This was not the same as what Malic had done on so many occasions, and the memories of those nights had been smashed aside forever on Sadi’s very first night together with her handsome new mate. Androcles Leonidas did not simply thrust his huge cock into her reaching for his own gratification, he used his hands and lips and tongue to drive her nearly insane, even as his cock slammed into her with dominating power and control. Yes, he fucked her senseless, but he did it with such skill that it left Sadi craving more and more.


Now she was happily having her revenge upon her husband.


Sadi’s right hand grasped the base of Andro’s hugely thick cock, her left hand cupping and manipulating his large balls, as she was stuffing as much of his beautiful cock into her soft mouth as she could. She could taste herself on his substantial shaft, the veins throbbing and protruding under the skin. The searing heat of his cock only served to ignite her passions even more as her lips flew up and down his length, her warm tongue whipping back and forth, battering the thick vein that adorned the bottom of his entire length. She could not take him entirely into her throat no matter how much she tried, but she had many years in the future to practice and finally accomplish that goal. She didn’t think Andro minded, as she was able to accommodate three quarters of his huge cock into her tight mouth. The straining of his neck muscles and the clenching of his abdomen, these were the signs that told Sadi she was doing just fine.


Sadi plunged her head down once more until her lips touched the top of her fist, which was wrapped tightly around the base of his cock, holding his thick shaft straight up for better access. Fully three quarters of Andro’s twelve and a quarter inch cock became prisoner within her mouth and throat, and Sadi lifted her tear filled jungle green eyes to gaze up the expanse of his chiseled abdomen. She groaned in her own delight seeing the look of utter ecstasy on her mate’s face. His changed eyes were open wide, his dual fangs fully extended, the veins in his neck bulging outward as his hands tore at the sheets of their bed. Sadi groaned in delicious pleasure as another shivering orgasm trembled through her body. Seeing the control she had over her beloved mate, how he responded to her ministrations, these things only served to prove to her even more that what they had was destined from the beginning of time. Exactly as the Feravomir had suggested. Seeing the absolute pleasure he was experiencing because of her, knowing that he felt the same things when giving her pleasure, this made Sadi’s own passions and desire nearly double in intensity as she shuddered in her own orgasm. She could actually feel the pleasure she was giving him in her own mind, she could feel it just as surely as if she was experiencing it for herself. It was no different than when he tasted her and drove her to heights of rapture with his tongue. They felt each other’s pleasure as if it was their own, and it only served to deepen the bond they had as Anomes. 


A guttural groan escaped Andro’s throat and Sadi knew then he was just on the edge. She prepared herself for what she knew was coming, what she so wanted and then she felt his huge cock swell even larger within the confines of her velvety throat. The muscles in his legs went rigid and his hips lifted off the surface of the bed. Sadi wanted to scream out her own delight as she felt his scorching hot come race up the length of his throbbing shaft and the first jet like eruption blasted into the back of her throat. His powerful orgasm, the sweet taste of his come on her tongue, this combined to send Sadi rocketing off into her own heavenly orgasm, the third she had experienced just in the twenty minutes she had spent feasting on Andro’s beautiful cock. She held his exploding shaft at the thick base while her left arm wrapped underneath his powerful ass to hold him tightly in his current position. She had no intention of letting him escape her grasp for she wanted to drink every drop of his essence. She had to swallow quickly to keep up with the incredible amount of come he produced, but as it had been since the first time she had done this, not a drop got away from her skillful lips and tongue.


It was several moments before his muscular body collapsed back onto the bed, a light sheen of sweat covering his tanned skin, his breathing coming in great heaving gasps. Sadi kept him inside her mouth, lavishing attention on his shaft and the bulbous head, as she slowly dragged her lips up the entire length until just the head remained. Her attentions kept him from getting soft but as she released the head of his cock from within her lips she gasped for air and dropped her forehead to his lower abdomen. He was ready for more, and incredibly her body told her she was as well, but she felt Andro’s hands grasp her shoulders gently and urge her upwards. This Sadi did, pausing only to lick the skin of his chest in a teasing manner, tickling his nipples and tasting the saltiness of his sweat. As she lifted her beautiful face to look at him, her cheeks still slightly red from exertion, Andro’s lips covered hers and he rolled over, pulling her with him until he was on top of her and he deepened his kiss.     

Sadi groaned in blissful heaven, meeting his kiss with every ounce of feeling and passion and desire for him within her. She knew he could taste himself on her lips and this fact hadn’t made him pause in his actions. As kisses went, it was pretty much volcanic in nature, and she felt her passion inflame once more regardless of how tired and delightfully sore she was. Andro sensed this within her as well Sadi knew, and with exquisite slowness, he drew back from their kiss dipping his head enough to firmly nuzzle her cheek and ear and the side of her neck. Sadi gasped as his aura washed over her like a warm, comforting blanket, wrapping her within his embrace, even as he pulled her body closer to his. Sadi responded in kind, letting every portion of her female aura release and respond to her mate’s attention. She felt him draw back slowly; lifting his face to gaze at her even as he pulled her body closer, and she slid her long legs up along his hips seductively.
“You… you are incredible.” He gasped softly.

Sadi bit her bottom lip in delight and reached up to caress his cheek. “And you taste very yummy.” She said.

Andro laughed softly. “Yummy?” He declared. “You’ve been hanging around my sister too much already.”

Sadi laughed softly as well. “I do not find the prospect of spending as much time with your family as I can, daunting at all.” Sadi spoke with a small smile as she reached up to trace the ridges of his eyes. “I was talking with them tonight. Eliani and Nyla. I think… I think they truly desire Malic Andro.” She said. “They were talking about him tonight you know. He was at the South Entrance acting as an usher.”

Andro nodded. “I know.”

“He… he is not a bad man my love.” Sadi said quickly. “Not inside. Do not hold what you saw with me against him.”

“Oh I don’t.” Andro answered immediately. “If I did I would not have selected him to be part of our security force that will train the Coven riders. And if there is anyone who can make the real Malic step forward, it is Eliani and Nyla.” He said. 

Sadi looked at him keenly tilting her head slightly. “There is something else about him you see isn’t there? I can feel that you think this.”

“Perhaps.” Andro answered with a shrug. “Only time will reveal that to be true or not. You are tired KertaGai.”

Sadi shook her head as her fingers caressed his broad shoulders and down his arms now. “Not really. Not physically anyway. So much has happened in the last few days, my awareness of things has grown so much Andro, and I am just a little drained. And we need to talk about what the Feravomir told me today my love.”

Andro reached up and put a finger to her soft lips. “Yes… I know.” He said. “But first let me make you some tea. It is a special blend of natural herbs that my mother Dysea makes and you will feel rejuvenated after only one mug. Then we can sit and talk.” Andro tightened his grip on her and rolled to the side until he put his feet on the floor. Sadi laughed as she wrapped her arms and legs around his body and he got to his feet.
“Do you not wish me to wear clothes?” Sadi asked humorously.

Andro grinned. “What for? No one will come here at this hour. If they do I will shield you from view with my own body.”

Sadi grinned. “Then who will shield you from view. I don’t wish for anyone to see you in all your glory.” Sadi kissed him. “Well… almost anyone. And that is what we need to talk about my love.”

“I know.” Andro said as he turned and headed for the door. “And we will. First we have the tea.”


“She said we should pursue that?” Andro exclaimed. 

They were lounging on one of the couches in the main living area, both of them still naked. Andro’s back was up against the arm of the couch and Sadi rested between his legs, her back leaning up against his chest. One of her tanned legs was draped over his and she held the mug of still steaming tea in her hands. Andro had been right and after only several sips she felt more relaxed and calm and rejuvenated.
“She said we should not be afraid to pursue that if it feels right.” Sadi told him. “She said the joy of us finding each other was more than likely why we did not sense it before. But now… now that she is here and we both have seen her, it is becoming more pronounced. She said it will only grow stronger.”

“I have only just found you KertaGai.” Andro spoke. “I… I do not want to explore what could or could not be there. I have you. That is enough for me.”

Sadi nodded and shifted her body so that she was lying on her side and she looked at him. “It is more than enough for me as well my love… never doubt that. But what if the Feravomir is right?”
“What do you mean?”

“What if what we feel is part of something more. Something greater Andro.” Sadi asked softly. “I know you are drawn to her. I can see it in your mind my love. I know you are drawn to her because I am drawn to her just as strongly. We felt the pull she had for us at Gallais’s that night. She… she is the one from our dreams Andro. Can we just dismiss that? As our dreams finally brought us together again, as they sustained our love until that happened, do we just dismiss them now because they involve her as well?” Sadi leaned her head forward and nuzzled her mate’s cheek with her nose. “You know as well as I do that she has shared those dreams my love. All of them. For me as well as you. How do we know she has not had similar dreams of us?”

“Sadi… we did not meet her until two days ago.” Andro stated. “How could…”

“The same way we have been in each others dreams all this time Andro.” Sadi spoke softly. “She has been there with us as well. Do you deny what I know you feel?”

Andro shook his head slowly. “No.”

“I feel it too Andro. That void, that emptiness inside. Now that we have discovered each other and come together I can feel it so much stronger.” Sadi spoke. “Far more than I ever have in the past. I know you have seen my thoughts, my memories, you know Teeria and I shared something long ago?”

Andro nodded. “Yes.”

“This is different Andro… the desire for her is so much more vivid and powerful. Far beyond what I felt for Teeria that night.” Sadi said. “My dreams of you and her, of us when we were together, it was almost as if it was actually happening. It feels like…”

“Like a piece is missing.” Andro said. “And we have found it.”
Sadi nodded quickly. “Yes. She is to be that piece Andro. I know it. I can feel it. Hers is the loneliness and pain that we feel just under the surface. It is not ours… so it has to be hers. And if we can feel her emotions so strongly, how can we just discharge that as if it does not mean something?”

“We can’t.” Andro spoke. “I felt our awareness increase at Gallais’s when she was there. And tonight at the dinner.”
Sadi nodded. “It was like a fog lifting wasn’t it?”
Andro nodded. “Yes.”

“I never believed in fate or destiny until after that night on the island Andro.” Sadi told him. “But as I studied under the Feravomir I came to see that sometimes our paths are laid before us for reasons we can not explain. The Feravomir said as much today. Yet even then…” Sadi looked at him and reached up to stroke his cheek. “Even then I did not truly believe it until that day I saw you on the airfield. You never questioned it my love, but until that day… until that day I saw you… that is when I truly believed.” Sadi rested her head against his chest. “The Feravomir told me that when you and Elynth touched me that night on the island it not only opened my mind, but it triggered my own Mindvoice abilities that up until then had been lying dormant. Ever since… ever since that day Andro I have felt you and Elynth within me. Perhaps I denied it at first… but not anymore. I feel her too Andro. She is part of us. She is meant to be part of us for some reason I can’t explained. Just as we are meant for each other… she is meant for us as well.”
“And the fact that she is part of the High Coven? That does not bother you?” He asked.

Sadi lifted her head and looked at him. “Is she part of the High Coven my love?” Sadi asked. “Or has she always been a part of us?”

Andro stared into her green eyes for a long moment. “She is married Sadi.”
“To that fat pig ronnus?” Sadi exclaimed. “You don’t believe she chose him do you? Did you see the way he groped her at dinner for all to see? I wanted to rip his throat out for the way he treated her!”

“It does not change the fact she has a husband.” Andro spoke softly. “They are here for us to train them and their dragons. No matter… no matter how much I may want to…”

“Then you do desire her? Just as strongly as I do?” Sadi said. “And choose your words carefully my mate; we are Anomes and I will know if you are lying.” She said with a smile.

Andro smiled. “Yes KertaGai. I do desire her. Just as strongly as I desire you. However unlike with you…” He leaned over and nuzzled her cheek and neck. “I can not simply claim her as my own no matter what I may feel. She is a vampire and they follow different customs and rules. Not to mention the political fallout if it is discovered the Crown Prince and Princess are having an affair with a Princess of the High Coven, who just happens to be married as well.”
Sadi leaned back and looked at him oddly. “You don’t actually believe all that nubous drivel you just exhaled do you?”

Andro chuckled. “No. It sounded good though.”

Sadi slapped his powerful abdomen hard and leaned over to bit his shoulder. “Mida!” She spat playfully. She set the mug of tea on the table next to the couch and lowered her head to his chest feeling his arms encircle her. “What do we do?”

“We wait and see where things lead KertaGai.” Andro said softly. “We can not be seen pursuing her Sadi, no matter what either of us feel. She… she needs to come to us. Then it will be different.”

“And when she does Andro? She will come to us my love; you can feel that as surely as I can. When she does… then what do we do?” Sadi asked.

Andro tightened his grip on her. “Then we will act as wolves should when it comes to protecting what is ours. We will kill anyone who tries to take her away from us.”

“Then I hope she comes to us soon, for I do not know how long I will tolerate that pig touching her as he does before I do rip his face off.” Sadi growled.
“Yes… I do know the feeling KertaGai.” Andro spoke.

“Helen said you would try to deny what you felt.” Sadi said softly. “Deny it because you thought I would be angry.”

Andro smiled. “KertaGai… I will never keep anything from you. I do not wish to fall under your wrath.”

Sadi chuckled. “Good. You just remember that and everything will be just fine.” She lifted her head and looked at him. “And while you are at it… I think you should do a little more body worshiping before we have to sleep. A few more hours should do. At least.”

Andro smiled at her. “At least a few hours.” He rose quickly with Sadi in his arms and waited until she had once more wrapped her arms and legs around him.

“So where do you plan on fulfilling your last few hours of pleasuring me Androcles Leonidas.” Sadi asked as calmly as she could given the fact she felt his cock already pressing against her opening at full mast.

Andro grinned. “I thought I would start in the kitchen…” His hands tightened on Sadi’s hips and he pulled her down, watching as her eyes rolled into the back of her head as he slammed home in one powerful lunge within her depths. “And… and then… see where we go from there.” He gasped out.
Sadi could only nod her head, lost in the exquisite feelings of being so completely filled.

MJOLNIR’S HAND


“…our proposal is very generous as it stands now,” Jalersi was speaking. “But feel free to ask any questions you may have in regards to it.”


For’mya sat at the head of the table, Laustinos and Stenys to her left, while Jalersi, Jiss, Matuarr and Athani occupied the seats to her right. As with all the newer LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruisers and the older models that had been extensively refitted; many of the rooms and corridors on MJOLNIR’S HAND were now accessible to dragons even of Torma’s size. Since only he, Jeth and Arzoal came close to that enormous size, Cemath and Aurith occupied one end of the conference room furthest from the table with little difficulty. Resumar stood in front of the huge view window, his back to the table as he gazed at the stars that were streaking by. The Kavalian delegation had all chosen to sit at the far end of the table closest to the door which kept them further away from the dragons. Cemath and Aurith thought this action extremely humorous. Athani was the only one to keep looking at them, while also continually looking very discretely at where Resumar stood.


Athani had not expected what she felt surging through her. She had made her decision long ago, and discovering that she was to be given to Qurot only made her advance her plans. She did not however, expect one of the Princes to be on the ship, and she most certainly did not expect to find herself so physically attracted to him. He hadn’t paused for a second to reach down and help her to her feet after Karun had shoved her aside, and his dark eyes were bright and captivating to say the least. He was easily six feet tall, perhaps a shade over that, and the black uniform and body armor that he wore conformed to what she could easily discern was a sculpted and muscular body. He acted like he was ignoring what was going on, but she had seen his head turn ever so slightly to look at the two dragons at different points during Jalersi’s presentation of their portion of the trade agreement. It also came as quite the shock that they were able to communicate with the dragons with their minds. Her father and Pusintin, all the military leaders in fact, none of them had this information. It was something she should have brought to her sister’s attention as soon as they were escorted to their quarters, something had stopped her however. Neither Jalersi nor any of the others in their party had taken note of her brief conversation with the Prince in regards to the dragons, and Athani found that feeling of knowing something no one else among her people did empowering.

The Prince had called the elven Queen mother, yet Athani saw no resemblance in features whatsoever. He if fact looked more like the images of the second elven Queen Dysea and it was easy to see who his father was with the strong jaw and stern features. This only enforced what Athani had gotten from the many Netnews reports and files she had read over the last years. The children of the Lycavorian King did not themselves make any distinction between who was their birth mother. They referred to all of them as mother.

For’mya nodded as she set the data pad Jalersi had given her down on the table. She reached forward to the metal container and poured herself a mug of Aricia’s coffee. “May I offer you some coffee or tea?” She asked looking to Jalersi and then Athani. 

“Tea would be very nice.” Jalersi answered.

“Yes it would.” Athani stated in reply turning to look at her.

For’mya smiled as she poured two mugs of the cinnamon smelling tea. She slid one across to Jalersi and held out the second mug for Resumar as he turned from the view window. “Gentlemen… please help yourselves.” For’mya finished as she took her mug in her hands.

Jiss and Matuarr did not hesitate at this and began helping themselves to both coffee and tea. Qurot however reached out and held his hand in front of the mug Resumar was placing in front of Athani.

“In our culture… the man is served first.” He snapped.

“Qurot!” Jalersi snapped softly. 

Resumar looked at Qurot. “That’s nice.” He said evenly. “We do things differently here.” He brushed Qurot’s hand aside and placed the mug in front of Athani. He glanced at her face and saw her blue/green eyes gazing up at him for a brief instant before she looked down and took the mug in her hands.

“Thank you Prince Resumar.” She said softly.

“Is it habit among the Union representatives to dismiss the cultures and traditions of a visiting delegation?” Qurot spoke his eyes going to For’mya.

“We respect the cultures and traditions of every species within the Union Commander.” For’mya answered calmly. “It is a Spartan custom among the Union that the head of a visiting delegation is rendered service first, followed then by any females among their party. As I am sure you would expect us to honor your traditions within the bounds of your borders, you must honor ours while you are here. We do not begrudge you your beliefs Senior Commander, but we treat our females differently within the boundaries of the Union, and that is how we will treat them.”

Qurot stared at her for several moments before nodding his head. “As you say.” He finally spoke.  

“Everything in regards to the trade details seems very much in order.” For’mya stated. “I’m sure the minor details of the trade contract will be worked out by the individuals whose job it is to do such things among both our peoples. I am far more interested however, in the Kavalian request to open an embassy.”
Jalersi met her eyes. “Is that not normal practice?” She asked.

For’mya nodded. “In most cases yes. However our two governments have had no contact in nearly twenty years. Not since your incursion into Union space and…”

“That was not a sanctioned operation by my father or the KFI. That was the work of a rogue officer within our military ranks.” Jalersi spoke quickly. “We have apologized for that and attempted to make reparations. All of which were rebuffed.”
“Yes… that was made very clear when it happened.” For’mya spoke. “However that does not change the fact that it did indeed happen, sanctioned or not. Three thousand four hundred and thirty-five Union civilians lost their lives and…”

“Your King butchered twenty-five thousand of our troops in retaliation! He left no one alive! None!” Qurot exclaimed. “Is that not fair enough of a trade? You want more? What nonsense is this?”

“Qurot you will be silent!” Jalersi snapped.

“I will not! I…”

“Your troops…” Resumar spoke loudly causing everyone in the room to look at him as he walked around the table to stand so he could look at Qurot. “Your troops murdered seven hundred and nineteen men; women and children. Innocent civilians that were massacred when they refused to surrendered their belongings to your troops or leave their homes. Your troops then used the civilian population that they did not kill and that remained as slave labor to build bunkers around civilian buildings you wrongly assumed my father would not attack. The colony had no strategic value in the least Senior Commander. None! There were no valuable resources to take or acquire. It had no defense fortifications except for rudimentary bunkers that could not have supported the entire population in case of an attack regardless. There are several thousand surviving witnesses who can tell you their stories if you like Commander. If this operation was unsanctioned as you suggest Commander Qurot, why do you appear to be defending those who perpetrated this crime so diligently? And make no mistake… it was a crime.”

Athani sat in her chair trying to keep the look of astonishment from her face. These were facts she had never heard before regarding that attack. The only release of information put out by her father was that the Lycavorian Union had slaughtered their troops for blundering into their territory and attacking what they thought was a High Coven planet. Even though they knew the Kavalian Commander had gone rogue, this is what they told their people. The other thing that impressed her was that this Lycavorian Prince was actually speaking to Qurot in a manner that made it very clear he was not afraid of the man.

“Prince Resumar… I believe we all know what happened on the colony. We do not need to bring that distasteful event back into the present. It was unsanctioned as the Commander stated and…” Laustinos spoke up quickly getting to his feet.

Resumar shot Laustinos a glaring look. “I don’t recall including you in this conversation Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos!” He barked. “Sit your mida down!”

“Res!” For’mya’s soft voice echoed in the room and he turned his eyes quickly to where she sat. “Niob coi ter vada daanth.” (Now is not the time.)
Resumar took a deep breath and nodded his head slowly. “I apologize mother.” He spoke softly.
Athani saw him exhale evenly and move back around the table slowly. She did not know what his mother had told him for she had spoke in the ancient Lycavorian tongue, but whatever it had been the effect was immediate and calming.

For’mya leaned forward in her chair once more and looked at Jalersi. “As you can see, my son is very passionate about what he believes, as I’m sure all of you are as well. A request to open an embassy is not a trade agreement, and as I’m sure First Secretary Stenys has no doubt explained to you, that sort of request must be voted on by the entire Union Senate as well as be approved by the Prime Minister and the King.”
“Will King Leonidas allow an audience so that I can present our proposition to him personally Lady For’mya?” Jalersi said.

“I’m sure that could be arranged.” Laustinos began speaking. “He is…”

“Martin Leonidas is a busy man!” For’mya spoke up her dark eyes turning to look at Laustinos. His words died in his throat when he saw her glare. “I will make it known this is what you wish, but I can not guarantee what he will do. Officially or unofficially.” For’mya continued turning back to Jalersi. “I will speak to him on your behalf… I give you my word.”
“You are his Queen.” Athani spoke up now tearing her eyes from where Resumar stood. “Do you not have some sway over him?”
For’mya smiled. “Yes… however I and my fellow Queens have tried to convince him of many things through the years. Some of them worked… many more did not. Martin is very much anchored in his morals and values, and he will not bend them to accommodate something he does not believe personally. That is one of the reasons why we love him so.”

Jalersi nodded her head. “There has been much mistrust between our two peoples and my father is hoping this delegation can lead to the opening of more doors. So do I.”

For’mya smiled and got to her feet. “We have thirty-six hours to put aside politics and simply enjoy each others company and learn what we can before we reach Earth. I will make a secure communications array available for your use and I invite you to dinner tonight.”
“Here?” Jalersi asked.

“Oh no… we eat in one of the mess lounges with the crew.” For’mya spoke.

“You eat with underlings?” Karun gasped now.

“They are fellow crewmates and in many cases friends.” Resumar stated looking at his cousin. “They are not underlings. Their lives are no less important than ours.”

For’mya smiled. “Please… I’m sure Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos will be happy to see your back to your quarters. Dinner is served at nineteen hundred hours. I hope you will see fit to join us.”

Jalersi bowed her head slightly and then made to follow Laustinos out of the conference room. Athani glanced almost shyly at Resumar as she too made her way past him. She did not notice him inhale deeply of her scent as she passed. Qurot glared at him as he walked by and Resumar simply smiled at him.

For’mya watched as they filed out and Stenys stepped up to her as the door slid shut. She turned to face one of Armetus’s most senior political agents. “Talk to me Stenys.” She spoke.

“It is hard to fathom what their purpose is Lady For’mya.” He spoke in reply. “I can tell you this trade delegation is not their purpose for coming forward now. As I’m sure you and the King have already deduced this is simply a way for them to ascertain why the High Coven is on Earth.”

“So they’re lying through their teeth.” Resumar said as he came up to them.

Stenys chuckled. “Essentially Milord… yes I believe they are.” He said looking at Resumar. “It’s not very easy to pick out the adrenalin dump into their bodies if they should lie.” Stenys said. “Their scents are pungent and pure, but it’s almost as if they can now control such indications. I was thinking that perhaps Pusintin may have given them instruction in how to thwart our sense of smell in some respects. Perhaps to mask the adrenalin spikes in their bodies when they are lying.”

For’mya nodded. “No doubt.”

“I noticed the younger sister seemed surprised by the information you stated in regards to the settlement attack Prince Resumar.” Stenys spoke. “That would go along with the few reports we got out of Kavalian space right after it happened. The KFI shifted the entire blame to us for overreacting in many respects.”
“That doesn’t surprise me.” Res answered. “Qurot is trouble. His hatred for us is almost a palpable thing.”

Stenys nodded. “Yes. I would hazard a guess and say he was sent along to somehow tell us or show us the caliber of their soldiers and leaders now. I can think of no other reason for his presence here other than a means of intimidation. Something which he does not accomplish I might add.”

“We must stay vigilant.” For’mya spoke softly as she looked at them. “But we must also be courteous and respectful.”

“Do you think father will meet with them mother?” Resumar asked.

For’mya looked at him. “I don’t know. And I’m curious to know why she is so insistent upon that happening.” For’mya shook her head. “Let’s find out as much as we can in the next few hours and over dinner and then I will contact your father and see what he says. Though I hardly think he will be happy to know that his nephew and his brother’s mate are part of the delegation and that they want to meet with him.”

SPARTA

DURCUNUSAAN AIRFIELD


Andro looked at the forty-two remaining High Coven riders as they occupied chairs set up just inside the edge of the hanger. The sky outside was clear, the sun beating down on the tarmac brilliantly. The positioning of the chairs did not go unnoticed by many of the forty-two Coven riders. While all of them were purebloods and could still function and act even in direct sunlight, it was not something they went out of their way to expose themselves too. The sun could still kill them if they were left unprotected and without blood to replenish themselves. It was how the Kavalians had tortured and killed many of their kind during the war. Chaining them to the ground in a desert setting and watching as the direct sunlight cooked the flesh from their bones over a period of hours and days. To a vampire it was the most horribly painful way to die outside of the Blood Fever.

Andro took note that all of them had been fitted and now wore the standard black Mark IV ArmorPly body armor that all of Mjolnir’s Hand and the nearly one thousand Bonded Pairs and many of the Durcunusaan wore. It provided the best protection and the most freedom of movement while not being excessively heavy. 

Andro turned slightly as Deni and Eliani walked up with Lisisa and Nyla.


“Their dragons are practically eating us out of house and home.” Lisisa said with a grin. “Almost all of them have reached the weight they should be at for their sizes. Elder Daurgo and Arzoal are making sure of it.”


Andro nodded. “Good. Mother sent a brief message this morning. The Kavalians will be here earlier than we initially expected so we will be leaving tomorrow for the Southern base. Deni, you and Lisisa leave later this afternoon to make sure everything is prepared. Carina and Moneus have already left to make initial training plans and to insure security will remain tight. Eliani, Nyla and I will follow on with Arrarn, Sadi and Zarah and the others later tomorrow afternoon in the TYPE II.”


“So Sadi has decided to become Andro’s co-pilot then?” Eliani asked.


Andro nodded. “She is finishing the paperwork today with grandmother and Zarah to enable her to graduate early. When she is done with that, Zarah will take her to the Ministry of Defense and complete her security clearances and such.”

“And no doubt talk her ear off.” Nyla said with a smile.


“Andro… why is Vincix coming with us?” Eliani asked. “He is Dalah’s son. He wanted Tharua for himself. That is bound to cause problems with Jeth and Tharua.”

Andro shook his head. “I have already talked with Jeth and Tharua. They have told you they sealed their bonding last night?”


Lisisa smiled. “Oh yes… in far greater detail than I needed to know too.”


Eliani elbowed her sister and chuckled. “At least you didn’t have to listen to Tharua rant about it all morning. She practically had me, Nyla and Arydun pulling our hair and scales out.”


“And wanting to jump each other’s bones.” Nyla spoke playfully.


“Well… that too.” Eliani stated looking at her seductively.


“Lisisa is just pissed because she ain’t getting any for herself.” Deni chipped in with a smirk.


Lisisa snapped out with a hard punch to Deni’s arm. “You should be the one to talk!” She growled. “Word is getting around that you are nothing more than a playboy prince!”


“Hey! Whatever works?” Deni declared.


They all laughed softly while Lisisa shook her head in mock disgust. Whether it was because their grandmother had understood and agreed to help them in their endeavors, or simply because they desired each other more and more as the days past, she and Deni had shared a sizzling night of passionate sex at his villa, followed by some of the gentlest cuddling so far yet in their relationship. Lisisa still quivered this morning at the memory of his touch on her skin and how his fingers caressed her limbs so lovingly. 


Andro shook his head at their antics. “Nothing will come between Jeth and Tharua now, you both know that. Vincix has spoken with them as well and wished them all the best. He is the most knowledgeable Dragon Scholar after those on the Elder Council. When he failed to make the grade for Mjolnir’s Hand he devoted his time to learning and teaching.”


“He failed for a physical deficiency didn’t he Andro?” Deni spoke. “His hind legs were not able to build enough muscle to land and take off with a rider?”


Andro nodded. “Yes. He has since taken on the role of schooling the hatchlings and adolescents. And he is a bear when it comes to teaching them. I watched one of his gatherings and he frightened me. That is what we need with the Coven dragons. Someone to teach them and not be afraid to put them in their place or tell them they are being stupid. Our bonded ones can’t do that because they will be doing the training. When they swat someone in the snout for doing something stupid, Vincix will be there to reaffirm that discipline, but also explain why it was done.”

Lisisa tilted her head slightly as if hearing something no one else could, though she knew they could feel it as well. “Father and mother are here.” She stated.


As if on cue, Torma’s massive obsidian form streaked by the opening of the warehouse, Isheeni’s azure blue scaled body a tail’s length in front of him. The massive gust of wind swept through the opening of the hanger, buffeting those in the front row as all their heads snapped around to watch the two dragons rocket over the tarmac stretched out in front of them and then execute mind boggling vertical maneuvers that sent them hurtling skyward once again. Andro and his siblings stepped away from the side of the hanger with smiles on their faces as they watched their parents put on the display. 
The hanger was designed for TYPE II Dragon Transports, and the entire front of it was completely open, allowing the Coven riders to watch easily as Torma and Isheeni twisted and turned, rolled and cart wheeled in an aerial display of flying that none of them had ever seen before. Their heads turned quickly to the side as Iriral landed lightly off to the side, Dysea and Isabella in the saddle on her back, and then went back to the two dragons that were coming straight at them from across the airfield at a blistering speed. The azure scaled dragon was by far the fastest of the pair, far faster than the Coven riders had ever seen. The massive obsidian beast was only able to keep pace because of his massive wing span and the muscles to propel him at the speeds he was traveling. They were dumbfounded at the maneuvers he had executed even as large as he was as he stayed right on the tail of the azure scaled dragon.
“Trust!” Andro shouted loudly.

His booming voice echoed in the hanger startling all of the riders to include Yuri. Their eyes went to where he stood as Torma and Isheeni settled to the ground several hundred meters away.

“It begins with trust!” Andro stated as Elynth appeared from the side of the hanger, already saddled and moved up just behind him. “If you do not trust your Bonded Brother or Sister, they will not trust you. Without trust… there can be no bond. Without trust there will be no Bonded Pair. It starts with trust.”

The Coven riders watched as Arrarn Leonidas appeared with a large monitor, three Durcunusaan soldiers quickly setting up a table and hooking up the monitor to a portable power supply. Eliani picked Andro’s helmet from the saddle on Elynth’s back and casually tossed it to him as Torma and Isheeni approached the hanger. Martin and Aricia had huge smiles on their faces and Isheeni kept bumping her tail into Torma’s side in a show of affection. They settled to the ground next to Iriral and Martin jumped off Torma’s back landing like a cat.

I didn’t think the two of you were going to come down. Dysea Mindvoiced unshielded. This did not go unnoticed or unheard among the Coven riders, as they heard her words as well. Even Yuri wore a surprised expression.
Do you know how long it’s been since we have done that? Aricia exclaimed as she dropped to the ground light footed and stepped quickly up next to Martin, pressing her body against his.
Far too long. Isheeni’s voice echoed loudly. You have put on weight my beloved husband. She turned to look at Torma with her azure eyes bright and glowing with love and adoration.

They had decided to Mindvoice unshielded before coming to the airfield to show the Coven riders the closeness among rider and dragon. And there were no dragons or riders closer than those who were members of the Leonidas family anywhere within the Union. Torma and Isheeni had shared in every birth of a Leonidas child, every event throughout their lives. Martin and his Queens had shared the hatching of every egg that Isheeni produced. It was a common sight to see a dragon accompanying his or her rider even on the streets of Sparta and Eden City, but it was a very rare occurrence indeed when a dragon bonded to a Leonidas was not with them wherever they went, no matter how unimportant the task.

Torma snorted loudly. I am exactly as I was when Martin and I became bonded. Torma answered. A lean, mean dragon machine, as Anja would say.

The laughter that followed was genuine and Isheeni extended her head out to rub the scales under Torma’s thick neck in happiness. Yes… and you are all mine.

Martin turned as Andro walked up with a grin on his face, his dark eyes taking in the smiles among the Coven riders as they watched.

“All set?” He asked.

Andro nodded. “I was just telling them of trust.” He spoke.

Martin nodded. “Don’t go too high this time.” He spoke. “Your mothers hate it when you do that.”

“Yes we do.” Dysea spoke with a grin.

Martin looked at Elynth as she walked up and brushed against her mother and father in affection. “Elynth… make sure he doesn’t go splat ok?”

Elynth turned her golden eyes on Martin and she snorted as well. Splat? I would never allow Andro to go splat King Martin. Perhaps bounce once or twice… but never splat.
Martin and the others laughed and Andro stepped up to Elynth. 

Thank you sister. He spoke.

Elynth turned her head and flashed him her gold eyes with what would amount to a dragon smile as her fangs were barred. Let’s go my brother! The sky calls us! 

Andro smiled and brought his helmet down onto his head before using her foreleg as a step and hoisting himself into the saddle. His head turned quickly to where Carisia sat in the first row with Narice watching him intently.

“Elynth go!” Andro barked.

Elynth trumpeted and with a powerful thrust of her legs she propelled them into the sky. Martin turned to look at the riders and walked slowly in front of them.

“As my son was saying… trust.” Martin spoke so that his voice would carry. The Coven riders all turned to look at him.

Martin Leonidas… the King of the Lycavorian Union… and who all of them had thought was their mortal enemy. Many of them had been schooled as children that the only thing they needed to fear more than the Blood Fever was the wrath of a Lycavorian wolf of pure blood. Standing before them, not ten feet from the first row of chairs, was the Lycavorian wolf with the purest blood of all. They all knew who this man was, and it was easy enough to discern the power radiating from him. The power that radiated from the three Queens that stood to the side as well, not to mention the children. They were in the proverbial lion’s den.
Or were they?

“There are one thousand ninety-four Bonded Pairs within the Union as of today.” Martin told them seeing the surprised looks of astonishment on many of their faces. None more so than on Yuri’s features. Martin took great joy in that. At one point in his life he had thought he felt something for Yuri. Martin had not been able to explain it then, and it wasn’t until after he had discovered who and what he truly was that he came to realize what he had felt. He had thought it might be love, but now Martin Leonidas knew it was wariness and caution. She knew who he was and was using him, biding her time until she found a moment to kill him and still be able to escape. Whatever moments they had spent together Martin quickly deduced were nothing more than acting. It wasn’t until Dysea came into his life that Martin felt true love. That love grew as first Anja, then Aricia and finally For’mya and Isabella cemented their places within his heart. Yuri did not even rate a third or fourth look, and if there was someone besides his brother that Martin truly disliked… it was Yuri. 
“All of those Bonded Pairs have a level of trust that, with only two exceptions, you and your dragons have not achieved. That is not necessarily a bad thing; you just have not had the right interaction. Some of your bonds are more forced than others but that does not mean you can not achieve the level of trust needed to make a Bonded Pair.” Martin turned to look at Arrarn who looked up from the monitor and nodded.
“You have probably heard, either while you have been here or from sources that do not know any better,” Martin glanced at Yuri quickly. “You have probably heard that I share the most powerful bond among the Bonded Pairs within the Union with Torma, my brother.” Martin motioned to where Torma sat and he watched as almost all eyes went to the obsidian monster that dwarfed all the others. “While it is a common misconception, even among our own people because we have been together for so long, it is not true. My son Androcles was bonded with Elynth before he was even born. While he was still within his mother’s womb they were communicating with each other and it is they who have the most powerful bond. That is why he is training you and not me. Aside from the other reasons of course, which some of you may or may not already know.”

Martin looked at them, allowing his eyes to sweep over the assembled men and women. “I have told your Empress Aikiro I would do this and some of you are probably asking why. The reason is actually very simple. You are at war with the Kavalians and your leaders want to use the bonds you have developed with these dragons, now that they are grown, to fight the Kavalians. Your leaders saw fit to basically kidnap these dragons from a Union transport that crashed many years ago, and unfortunately because you have bonded with them, I can not separate you from them without ill effects. If I could… I would do just that without a moment’s pause. And none of you could stop me. I can’t do that however… and I will not send your dragons into battle against the Kavalians with riders who either don’t care about them, or can’t fight worth a shit from their backs. And yes… I don’t particularly care for the Kavalians in case you haven’t noticed.” Martin saw several of the men and women smile and laugh softly.

“If you are not going to take this seriously, then I suggest you step forward now. You’ve already seen and witnessed how my son views those who do not care for their bonded partners. If you do not put forth one hundred percent of your effort in this, he will stomp your asses into the ground I guarantee that. If you are worried about what will happen to you should you decide this is not what you want, I give you my word as King of the Union, you will be granted asylum here within our borders if you feel your life is threatened in any manner by those above you.”

Martin saw many heads turn to where Yuri sat but she remained silent. She could not say or do anything for her mother had already agreed to this. Better to have a dozen dragons that could fight, than three dozen where half were nothing more than cannon fodder her mother had said. Martin was certain when he made this announcement that at least one or two of the Coven riders would take his offer. He was pleasantly surprised when none rose from their chairs and simply looked back at him with determination in their eyes, most especially the two young women in the front row. Martin nodded his head slowly.
“Very well. All of you have proven me wrong.” Martin spoke. “The offer will remain open for the entire time you are here training.” Martin pointed to the table. “Who can tell me what that is?”

“It’s a portable GBR.” Narice spoke up quickly. “Ground Based Radar. It is used mostly by small units to determine altitude of enemy air targets. We have something very similar.”

Martin nodded. “Andro is wearing a transmitter on his uniform that will tell us how high he is. Elynth wears a similar transmitter in her saddle. The height at which you can exit an aircraft will depend on the closeness of your bond with your dragon and how strong your physic shield is as a pair. Since dragons and riders can not be picked up on any known sensor array, the higher you can go out, the better off you are.”

“How… how high have you gone out King Leonidas?” A male vampire asked quickly from the second row. “From one of your STRIKERS?”

Martin shrugged. “I don’t know to be honest with you.” He answered.
“Eighty-three thousand feet.” Lisisa declared proudly from behind him. “During the attack on Peklar Seven.”

Martin turned and looked at his daughter with a smile and turned back. “There you go. Eighty-three thousand feet.” He couldn’t help but notice the looks of stunned shock at this information evident on all their faces.
“That’s… that’s not possible!” Yuri exclaimed now as she stood up and looked at him. “Not even for you!”

Martin turned to look at her. “You don’t think?” He stated evenly. “Perhaps not for you and Vollenth but then again Yuri, if you spent more time in bonding with Vollenth and less time in instilling hatred and anger in him, you might be surprised at what you can accomplish.”

Isabella wisely kept her face neutral, but inwardly she was singing with joy at Martin’s words. It was as if his statement to Yuri was the icing on the cake from their previous night of blistering passion. They had gotten almost no sleep after the State Dinner for Martin had taken her again within moments of arriving back at the villa, and that had only led to several hours of wanton pleasure with all of them in their bed. All of Isabella’s fears; all of her doubts, Martin’s simple statement to Yuri just now and the way he delivered it to her with complete derision, it was vindication for Isabella. Never again would she doubt she was better than Yuri in every way. Isabella felt Dysea press closer to her and slip her hand into hers squeezing it tightly. This caused Isabella to smile inwardly and focus her eyes on the emerald orbs of her elven lover and fellow Queen.

[Now do you see Bella my love?] Dysea spoke. [This wench Yuri is naught but an insect to our Nauta Melme when held against his love for you and for us. Doubt that no longer.]

[I won’t.] Isabella answered. [Not ever again.]

Martin shook his head as Yuri’s anger at him surged from her entire being. He truly did not know where it came from, and at this juncture in his life he really didn’t care. “As I was saying…” Martin turned back to face the Coven Riders. “The strength of your bond comes partly from the trust you have in your dragon. The trust they have in you. It will allow you to do things you never would have thought of. You must put your lives in each others hands and work as one entity. Without conscious thought, without hesitation, because when you hesitate… you die. Plain and simple.”

“We got the feed father.” Arrarn called.

“I want to show you the level of trust my son and Elynth have with each other.” Martin said. “This was his idea… not mine. He wanted to imprint upon you what you could accomplish if you go into the training with an open mind.” He turned to Arrarn. “Fire it up.”

Arrarn activated the monitor. “We’re hot!”

The numbers beside the large monitor sprang to life and were reading nearly forty thousand feet and they were continuing to climb. The near cloudless sky was whipping by, the tips of Elynth’s wings just visible as she continued to propel them straight up. Aricia and the others stepped closer to the monitor even as everyone’s attention became riveted to the climbing numbers and the small blue dot on the GBR, as well as the picture from the TAP camera in Andro’s helmet.
“As you can see… Andro has a TAP camera in his helmet.” Martin saw their faces look confused. “Transparent Aluminum Photocell… essentially an invisible but very powerful camera.”
“What… what is he doing?” Carisia asked now. “He is over… over fifty thousand feet up!”

Had Yuri not been so angry, the hatred washing through her completely, she would have noticed the note of concern in Carisia’s voice as she asked the question. As it was… only a woman would know what that note of concern sounded like, and the only two women to take notice of Carisia’s tone of voice were Narice and Aricia.
Martin looked at her and grinned. “Yes… yes he is.” Martin stepped forward and touched the small control console on the table. “Andro… would you be kind enough to show our High Coven guests what we mean when we say trust.”

“It would be a pleasure father.” Andro’s voice boomed out from the small speaker. “I shall see you in a few moments.”

Andro looked at the altimeter on his wrist and smiled. Sixty-four thousand feet sister! He announced.

We’ve done this from higher Andro! Elynth declared joyfully. She was happiest when her bonded brother was upon her back and they were soaring through the sky.


They too were speaking unshielded allowing the Coven riders far below them to hear their words.


Yes we have… though now that you have announced it unshielded to everyone; I don’t think my mothers will allow us to do it anymore. Andro spoke with a grin. And neither will KertaGai!


If you are about to do what I think you are about to do… you would be so correct! Aricia’s voice boomed out in their minds.


Andro… Elynth… are you insane? Sadi’s voice joined in from where she sat in her classroom in Sparta.


Elynth leveled off easily and turned her head back to look at him. Oops! I forgot.


Andro laughed. So if this is to be our last time, let’s make it worth it sister! Father… we will see you in four minutes!


Andro… please… Sadi’s voice echoed again. Be careful.

I will meet you at five hundred feet sister! Andro barked out just as Elynth rolled inverted and he released the dragon armor holding his legs and plummeted towards the earth far below.


Elynth rolled back over and watched him for a few seconds, her golden eyes gleaming in joy. I will be there my brother!

Elynth counted off ten seconds in her head and then she folded her wings tightly against her body, rolled to her right and she too plunged for the ground far below.


Aricia stepped up next to Martin in the hanger as they watched the two dots separate from each other, each of them beginning blistering descents towards the ground. 


“Higher?” Aricia exclaimed. “They’ve done this from higher?”


Martin looked at her, seeing Dysea and Isabella come up behind her as well, stern looks on their faces.


“Hey… it wasn’t my idea!” He defended himself.


“You have known he and Elynth do these things Nauta Melme?” Dysea spoke. “You allowed it?”



“I haven’t been able to control him since he was sixteen and you all know that.” Martin said.


Aricia turned her head to look at Isheeni. Isheeni… did you know they do these things?


I did not… and I certainly do not approve. Isheeni announced turning to look at her mate. Torma? Torma did his best to not meet the azure eyes of his mate and remained silent. Torma you knew as well? How could you allow this? Isheeni declared.


Torma turned his head to look at her. She is as headstrong and willful as you are! Torma spoke evenly. You know as well as I that she would never allow harm to come to Andro. And she has never missed. Not even when we did it together.


Together? Isheeni hissed in stunned surprised. Her azure scaled head turned to where Martin stood sheepishly and then back to her dragon husband. You and Martin have done this as well?


Torma nodded. Many times.


Aricia and the others were glaring at Martin now. He shrugged his broad shoulders. “It’s fun.”


“Fun!” Isabella almost shouted. “Martin Leonidas… you are certifiably insane!”


The Coven riders were still in some shock at what was taking place and the conversation going on. Many of them were watching the monitor as the two blue dots grew further apart, but continued to fall. All of them had begun to crowd closer to the table and monitor, seeing the few wisps of clouds whipping past Andro’s helmet camera as he plummeted straight down.

“She won’t catch him!” Dante’s voice spoke softly. “He’s falling too fast and she’s too far away.”


“Silence Dante!” Narice hissed standing next to Carisia and detecting the rapid beating of her heart. Her heart was racing not from excitement, but from fear. Fear for Androcles Leonidas and she was allowing her shields to slowly come down enough for others to detect this. Narice stepped up close to her in the press of bodies and grasped her hand tightly. Carisia’s head whipped around to stare at her.

[Your shields Carisia.] Narice reached out to her shielded. [No matter your concern for Androcles, you must keep your feelings hidden. Your shields are slipping.] Narice felt Carisia’s shields slam back in place in a single blink and she nodded. 


[Narice… I…]


Narice shook her head almost imperceptibly. [You do not need to explain anything to me Carisia. We will talk when we have time. Guard your feelings well, for your mother and my mother would not be happy to know that you are in deeply love with Androcles Leonidas and his woman. And they with you.]


Carisia’s eyes were wide as she stared at Narice in shock. [How… how…?]


[We will talk as I said. For now… let us watch the show. And do not fear for him. Elynth will be there just as she is supposed to be, for they trust each other implicitly. Just as we trust our bonded brothers with our lives. Though I dare say… their bond is far greater than what we share with our bond mates. That will change however. You will see.] Narice smiled. 


“Look!” One of the Coven riders called out. “He’s passing through thirty thousand feet! She’s four kilometers away!”


Andro’s voice boomed out of the speakers once more. “Father… would you tell Eliani and Nyla to insure we have ample medical supplies and several of mother’s best medics to accompany us when we depart tomorrow.” No one could believe the tone of his voice as it was as calm and controlled as if he was sitting on a beach drinking a glass of wine.


Martin grinned but that grin quickly vanished when Aricia glared at him. “I don’t think your mothers appreciate your humor Andro.” He spoke at the transmitter.


“It’s a beautiful day!” Andro announced as the camera in his helmet shifted and suddenly it was pointed back skyward at the clouds and blue sky. “And I am too large for her to spank me anymore!”


“You want to bet!” Aricia barked.


Andro laughed and they saw the picture turn once more as the ground became visible again. “You and Isheeni should try this mother. It’s truly breathtaking.”


“Androcles Leonidas… you are so in trouble when you get back on the ground!” Aricia spat.


“She’s gone!” A voice shouted. The blue dot that was signifying Elynth’s position had faded from the screen. “She’s off the GBR!”

“Did she crash?”


“Where did she go?”


“She’ll never catch him in time!”


Elynth executed a smooth turn back towards the Durcunusaan base only three hundred feet from the ground. She could feel Andro’s sense of calm and it filled her as well. They had always been able to sense each other’s emotions far more deeply than other Bonded Pairs, far more deeply than even their parents could. This bond was what allowed them to do so much. She could not imagine what it would be like not having Andro’s consciousness connected with hers, not being able to feel him as she did. As he felt her. They knew each other’s most intimate secrets and desires. The joy and love that he and Sadi shared filled her just as completely as it did them. The desire and love they both felt for the maya eyed female vampire. Elynth’s own desire for the dragon that carried her. They were all of one mind… and Elynth knew it would never be the same without them filling her thoughts and providing her with strength and faith, just as she did for them.


[Nor would it be for us sister.] Andro’s voice filled her thoughts.


[You do realize that your mothers will be livid with us now that they have discovered we have been doing this for years.] Elynth answered with a small amount of humor.


[Yes… well we’ll just have to be more careful in the future.] Andro answered. [I will see you in twenty seconds sister.]


[Yes you will Andro my brother!] Elynth declared.


Elynth’s golden eyes narrowed to slits and she began to pump her wings harder and faster, propelling her along over the tree tops at a blistering speed headed directly over the city of Sparta. She rose slightly in altitude to clear the highest buildings her mind focused on only one thing. She didn’t notice the heads of hundreds of people look skyward as she rocketed over city streets and buildings with enough speed to be nothing more than a speeding projectile.


“There!” The Coven rider shouted as the blue dot that was Elynth suddenly rose back onto the GBR moving at incredible speed.


“How did… look at her speed!” Another announced.


“By the gods!” Dysea muttered softly as she gripped Aricia’s shoulders from behind.


Aricia’s azure blue eyes turned to look at Martin and she saw then the complete pride and confidence in his dark orbs. Pride and confidence in their son.


Martin smiled gently. “Never doubt their faith and trust in each other Saaraurano.” He said softly. “They are truly one. Far more than you and I with Torma and Isheeni. They are so much more.”

“It’s too late!” A voice shouted. “He’s under a thousand feet! She’ll never…!”


“Look!” Narice yelled as her eyes caught sight of Elynth speeding across the tarmac now straight for them and beginning to rise.


There was a mad scramble as the coven riders pushed and shoved to get outside the hanger heedless of the sunlight. Their eyes reached skyward and they saw the black dot that was Andro’s falling form.


Andro brake! Elynth’s voice sounded like a shot as it erupted into the minds of all the coven riders just as she sharply altered her course and rose more steeply straight at his falling body.


They saw Andro snap out his arms and legs in a spread eagle shape instantly.

“She’s going to hit him!” A voice yelled.


Aricia continued to stare at Martin’s unwavering gaze. Dark eyes she had come to love more with each passing hour and day. A small smile came across her face as she felt the unfettered love and faith Andro and Elynth felt for one another sweep through her. It was them she knew, they were letting her know just what each of them meant to the other, and as she turned her head she saw Isheeni and Torma soaking in the same effects. Torma no different than Martin, his golden eyes displaying pride and confidence, while like Aricia, Isheeni was feeling the completeness of the bond Andro and Elynth shared for the first time.


Martin lifted his head just as Elynth snapped out her wings to their fullest extension, turned and rolled over back towards the earth in a single blink. Exactly where she should have been, exactly as they had done so many times in the past. Andro’s spread eagle position slowed him just enough for her to turn and meet his downward speed and she felt the heavy thump of his body hitting the saddle just as it should have, his legs slamming home under the dragon armor and securing him fast.


Elynth let out a trumpet of joyous success and immediately went into a series of tight corkscrewing rolls with her bonded brother securely back where he belonged. She swept over the hanger and the Coven riders as she did, hearing her parents and Iriral echoing her trumpet, while Andro’s brothers and sisters screamed in abandon. She turned sharply and banked over the airfield. 

The eastern pad sister. Andro spoke as he reached forward and stroked the smooth light obsidian scales of her muscular neck. 


Elynth nodded and flared her wings as they came in over the pad and she settled lightly to the ground. Andro was leaving the saddle the moment her talons touched down and he ran along beside her for a few steps until she came to a complete stop. Elynth lowered herself to the tarmac immediately as he walked around in front of her taking off his helmet. Andro dropped his helmet to the ground as she lowered her head to within inches of his and he reached up to grasp either side of her huge snout as his forehead touched her snout.


[We are as one Elynth my sister.] He spoke the words softly.


Elynth closed her golden eyes. [In mind and heart Andro my brother. Until we join our ancestors.]


[Until we join our ancestors.]


Andro drew back and looked at her with a smile. You were off by six inches.


Elynth’s eyes flew open wide. I was not! She exclaimed. You did not adjust properly when you shifted position.


Andro shook his head. No… I’m sure of it. He said as he bent to pick up his helmet.


Bah! The wind whipping by your head must have clouded your eyesight! Elynth stated as they began to walk back towards the hanger.


Six inches sister. Andro said.


Elynth leaned over and butted him in the shoulder with her snout, causing him to stumble forward. I will show you six inches!

Aricia couldn’t help but laugh as she saw Elynth knock Andro forward, everyone hearing their unshielded conversation. It was easy enough to see that they were joking with one another, simply by the tone of their voices and their actions. They saw Andro shove back against her neck after she pushed him with her snout, though even he could not move her near four tons of muscle. Aricia turned to look at her Beloved and saw his eyes gazing at the Coven riders. As she shifted her own eyes she saw what he saw. Looks of stunned disbelief at what they had just witnessed, and looks of new determination and purpose. In all their eyes except for Yuri and her son Dante. Her other three children, including the one she had sensed something far more from, were looking on in similar fashion. The one called Carisia… Aricia saw something far more in her eyes and that interested her.


Aricia turned back as with a squeal of delight Eliani launched herself into Andro’s arms and hugged her brother tightly. 


“That was the best drop yet!” She shouted as Andro smiled. She turned to Elynth. “You looked beautiful Elli!”


Denali pounded his brother on the back, a huge grin on his face. “That was quite the show.” He spoke leaning close to him. “Think it will matter Andro?” He whispered.


Andro looked at him. “It’s up to us to make sure it does Deni.” He whispered back.


Deni nodded. “I got your back.” He said in acknowledgement.


Andro nodded and turned as his mother appeared in front of him. He smiled as he met her azure blue eyes.


“That is without a doubt the most incredibly stupid and reckless thing I have ever seen you do Androcles.” Aricia spoke sternly. 


“Perhaps mother… but it was… it was…” Andro turned to Eliani his face confused as he struggled to find the word he wanted. “Eliani… help me out here.”


“Rush. It was a rush.” Eliani spoke.


Andro nodded quickly and turned back to Aricia. “Yes! It was a rush!”


Aricia burst into a fit of laughing at the looks on his and Eliani’s face and she embraced her son and hugged him tightly. “Sadi is going to give you a piece of her mind when she sees you.” Aricia said into his ear as he hugged her back.

Andro grinned and nodded. “Yes… I’m preparing myself for that.”


He stepped away from his mother and moved up next to his father in front of the Coven riders, Elynth standing just behind him. Andro reached up without looking and placed his palm flat under her jaw against her scales.


“Trust!” Andro spoke as they looked at him. “It begins with trust. Your bonded brothers and sisters have spent the last day and a half eating and resting. The lack of proper food within the Coven territory is not your fault and I can not hold you accountable for that. However it is not lacking on Earth, and I will hold you accountable for their health and well being now. I will attempt to teach you what you can do as a Bonded Pair; but ultimately, it is you who must decide to truly allow yourselves to experience what you can feel. You will have the rest of today and this evening to do as you will. I suggest you explore as much of Sparta as you want for we will not be back for several months at least. My father has given permission to break from the restrictions placed on you when you arrived. You no longer answer to the Empress or to Princess Yuri. You answer to me. Do not think to cause problems or conflicts with the citizens of Sparta if that is what you seek. They will not tolerate it. You…”

“My mother and I did not approve this!” Yuri spat as she stepped forward. “Who do you think you are?”


Andro met her eyes evenly. “I’m the one who will teach you to survive.” He stated calmly. “If that is not something that interests you Princess Yuri, then by all means do what you will.”


“I have survived a lot longer than you have been lived Androcles Leonidas!” Yuri hissed at him. “You think too highly of your skills!”

Andro shrugged. “Then when you ride Vollenth into battle against the Kavalians, your mother will be less one daughter, for you will die Princess Yuri. And your actions will get others killed as well… that is something I will not allow. You will either adhere to my rules and directions or you and Vollenth will be excluded from this training.” He stated flatly. He turned back to the riders. “You will be rejoined with your dragons when you leave here. Heed my words to you and begin to establish that trust by spending time with them. Learning of them. Sparta is the place to do it; for there are many places you can go and be assured the peace you need. That is my direction to you until we leave tomorrow.”


“My mother will…” Yuri began to speak.


“Your mother already agreed to it.” Martin snapped out now. “If you don’t believe me… check with her yourself. My son’s orders stand. End of story.”


Andro let his eyes sweep across the stunned faces of the riders and they settled on Carisia and Narice. “Princess Narice…. Princess Carisia… you will be section leaders for the duration of the training. When you rejoin with Deneth and Anthar after we are done here, please make your way south to Gytheio. I’m having a meeting at my villa to determine schedules and the training requirements as well as whatever else you and your people might need. The meeting will most likely extend into the late evening or early morning so come prepared to stay the night so that you do not have to fly back to Sparta.”


“That is not acceptable to me!” Yuri snapped. “If you think for a moment I will allow you to have two members of royal blood within your grasp you are sorely mistaken!”


Andro looked at her and laughed. “You are joking right?” He spoke. “If we had planned anything nefarious, there is nothing you could do to stop it. And if we were not going to honor our commitment to your dragons we would have already killed you for taking them in the first place. I may be considerably younger than you Princess Yuri… but do not think to insult me by assuming I am less intelligent than you. Not only would you be incorrect… you would look the fool. Send one person with them if this makes you feel better. Just not that fat slob Commander Thast.”

“He is my daughter’s husband!” Yuri snapped.


“Yes… I know. He is also extremely arrogant and exceptionally rude. He has no tact… no honor and no regard for anyone but himself. I do not want him drooling all over my brand new tile floor.” Andro replied with a grin.


“That is not acceptable to me.” Yuri said.


“What is acceptable to you does not concern me.” Andro spoke firmly. “The Mindvoice bonds that Princess Narice and Princess Carisia share with their dragons are the strongest among your riders. They will be able to assist in the training by helping your dragon riders to learn what they have taught themselves to enhance their bonds through the years. They did this with no guidance or knowledge of what we will teach them. The Empress has already agreed to this as well. Now… if you will all excuse me… I have some things to attend to before the meeting begins.”

Narice stepped forward. “Wait! How will we know which villa is yours?”


Lisisa smiled as she stepped up next to Andro. “It is the only island in the Laconian Gulf and it will be the one with all the dragons on it.” She stated.


They watched as Andro turned and began walking across the tarmac with his father and mother beside him. The rest of the Leonidas family fell in behind them speaking with whispers and laughter. The eyes of the Coven riders turned as Torma’s massive body suddenly blocked their view, Isheeni standing next to her beloved mate proudly. He let his golden eyes sweep across the men and women.

Heed well what he will teach you riders of the High Coven. Torma spoke unshielded so that they could hear him. Allow him to show you that you could be so much more than you are now. You only need look past what you have known to be true these past years. Look past that and grasp the unknown… for that is where the treasure truly lies.

They watched as Torma turned slowly and began following the rest of their family, for they were as much a part of the Leonidas family as any who walked on two legs. Isheeni brushed up against her mate gently as they walked.

[Do you think they will take note of your words my husband?] She asked.

[If they do not… Andro, Elynth and the others will show them the folly of their ways.] Torma answered.

[Pretty good.] Martin told his son as they walked across the tarmac.


[Pretty good?] Eliani exclaimed. [That was pretty incredible! Did you see the look on her face?]


[Why are you provoking her Andro?] Aricia asked. [And why are you allowing him too Beloved?]


[Yes… I would like to know this as well.] Isabella spoke as she walked alongside Dysea holding her hand.

[I think we all would.] Dysea said.

[They are not just here for us to train them.] Martin spoke looking at Aricia. [We have talked of this before.]

Dysea nodded. [Yes… we assumed as much Nauta Melme. Aikiro wants to get on the Mindvoice ship. We know that… and she has made it painfully obvious.]


Martin turned as they walked and looked at her. [There is more to it than just that Melda Min. I sense there is more to it but I can’t put my finger on it. Yuri has very big issues with me. Some of them I understand… some I don’t.]

[Yes… well you have kicked her ass whenever you have confronted each other.] Bella spoke with a grin.

Martin chuckled and nodded his head. [Yes… besides that though. And now those issues seem to be carrying over to Andro because he is my oldest. I don’t think she even considers Lisisa… and we all know why that is. She also has never learned to fully control her temper. The bond she has with Vollenth is tentative at best. She has turned him into something dark and evil. Her son Dante is almost no better.]
[However… she is very powerful within Mindvoice Nauta Melme.] Dysea said. [We can all sense it. Not on the same level as you or the Empress no… but she is very powerful. At least equal to Andro in many respects, though she does not seem to have the control and ability that he does in many respects.]
Andro smiled. [Thank you mother.]
Martin nodded with a smile. [And that is her weakness. She knows she is powerful and it pisses her off to no end that she can not use that power against Andro. Against all of us. You have seen how she reacts when she can’t penetrate our Mindvoice shields. How she must always be the one in charge. Andro is going to use that against her. Sooner or later she will explode… and perhaps we’ll discover what else the High Coven has in store for us.]

[Forewarned is forearmed.] Andro spoke softly.

Martin nodded. [Pleistarchus knows what I will do if they attempt to invade the Union.] He spoke. [My brother may be many things… but he is not a fool. At least I don’t think so. This intelligence… coming here with their dragons for us to train? Aikiro is trying to drag me into this war for a reason. I just haven’t discovered why yet.]
Aricia looked at him. [You don’t believe the intelligence is real?]

Martin shook his head. [No… I didn’t say that. It may very well be real and very solid intelligence. The question remains… how did they get it if it’s accurate… and why bring it to us? Aikiro doesn’t care about these dragons or what happens to their riders. They are nothing more than a means to an end for her. We just have to discover what her end is and what she is truly after.]

[And provoking her anger in this manner will accomplish that?] Dysea asked looking at him.

[Maybe… maybe not.] He answered with a grin.

Andro chuckled. [It will undoubtedly be entertaining though.]

Isabella burst out laughing and waggled her finger between father and son. [We will have to start keeping the two of you apart from each other.] She stated. [You devised some positively vile plans when you put your minds together.]


“Yes I agreed to it.” Aikiro stated while pouring herself a crystal glass of the cloned blood. 

Yuri looked at her astonished. “Mother… why?” Yuri had come directly here after they had left the airfield, only to discover that her mother and Tesand had just finished with what could only be described as an intense sexual encounter. The two small puncture wounds on Aikiro’s neck were fading quickly, and Yuri could detect slight bruising around the base of her neck that the light robe did little to hide. As with her and Robert, apparently there were times when her mother enjoyed being taken by Tesand in a very demanding way. Aikiro sipped the sweet tasting cloned blood and stepped closer to her daughter, Yuri’s eyes on her satisfied face. Yes… it was very obvious what had been happening when Yuri arrived, as the robe her mother was wearing was tied loosely around her body, she was undoubtedly very naked underneath, and her cheeks were still slightly flush. Yuri also noticed her mother made no move to try and hide the bite marks Tesand had left. Another indicator to Yuri at least that her mother had all but publicly allowed Tesand to stake his claim to her in the most intimate of fashions by any vampire.

Aikiro drew Yuri’s arm tighter. “Androcles Leonidas is correct in his statement that the bonds Narice and Carisia have with their beasts are stronger than even yours is with Vollenth. It is the reason why I have never been able to penetrate their Mindvoice shields. We must bend a little in our endeavor Yuri. Narice and Carisia are not aware of our ultimate goal, only what you and I have allowed them to see.”

“But sending them off alone to…” Yuri began.

Aikiro smiled slightly. “Narice has already informed me she will be taking Toria Dellion with them. They have developed something of a friendship it seems.” She spoke. “Our interests will not be compromised with her there. She is a former operative of the Venorik Elghinn and completely loyal to me. In more ways than one.” Aikiro said in a knowing fashion as she drew her to the couch and they sat down. Apparently having Toria Dellion sharing hers and Tesand’s bed whenever they demanded her gave them certain power over the red haired vampire intelligence officer Yuri observed.
“I understand what we are trying to accomplish and obtain mother.” Yuri spoke softly. “Do we need to surrender so much of ourselves to these animals to do that however?”

“In order to obtain what we want yes. At least for now.” Aikiro said softly. “Without it… our war with the Kavalians could very well continue for decades to come. I have no wish for that when we could be directing our resources to other areas. Only the four of us know the true purpose of why we are here Yuri, and make no mistake… do not believe for an instant that Martin Leonidas does not sense that there is more to what is going on than we are allowing him to see.”

“You don’t think he suspects our true purpose do you?” Yuri asked quickly. “Or perhaps he has…”
Aikiro shook her head. “No!” She said quickly. “If he did… he would never have allowed us to come here.” She stated. “You are playing your own part very well Yuri… the arrogant and volatile High Coven Princess. Your inbred hatred for this man gives you that convincing air about you. Do not overdo it however. They expect you to act in such a way because of your history with this man. Indeed… they are hoping for it. That is why we must insure Dante proceeds with his part of the plan with far more subtly than he usually exercises. I have complete faith in Narice… she may be less than willing to exercise more persuasive means to accomplish our goals, but like Toria she is absolutely loyal Yuri. It is also the reason why when Leonidas’s son asked me who I think should lead this new unit of ours, I determined Narice and Carisia would be the ones to guide them. Your bond with Vollenth is strong yes, but I will not risk you in open warfare against the Kavalians. If Carisia falls in battle… it is of no great consequence. We have already planned her demise regardless.”

“And Narice?” Yuri asked.

“Do not mistake my coldness for something it is not.” Aikiro spoke. “I love your sister Yuri, but ultimately she is not you. Only you have the strength and conviction to make the hard decisions should anything happen to me. Narice will assist in whatever way she can, but she has already shown distaste for politics and the intricacies involved. She is rather plain in that regard. She has no great interest it seems in acquiring power and control.” 

“I do not fear the Kavalians mother.” Yuri stated.

Aikiro nodded. “I know you do not and you have proven that countless times in the past. However… you are the only one that I trust with the complete knowledge of what we intend. Narice… it appears ever since becoming bonded to Deneth, Narice sees her role as more of a military one. She will begin to see what it is she needs to do in order to safeguard our Coven in that role. Narice and Carisia have parts to play… but only you, Robert, Tesand and I know what our ultimate goal is. When we achieve our goal, and if you still desire to, Carisia’s life is yours if she is not already dead. Now however, now we have to allow the Lycavorians to think we are grudgingly going along with everything they dictate to us. With the appropriate amount of discontent and distrust of course.” Aikiro said with a smile. “If Androcles Leonidas is anything like his father, and everything we have seen so far indicates he is a mirror image of him, then our unit of dragons and riders will become quite proficient in killing Kavalians and anyone else we deem fit to set them upon.”
Yuri smiled. “There is that to consider.” She said. “You do realize that they will try to take our dragons from us at some point.”

Aikiro nodded. “Of course they will.” She stated. “However… they will not accomplish this. Our dragons have bonded with our people and as Martin Leonidas well knows that bond will not be easily severed now. If at all.” She took a deep breath and nodded. “There is nothing that could come between them now.”

“The Kavalians are arriving tomorrow mother.” Yuri said. “Are you going to stay here in Sparta or return to Usu Ozeib 7?”

“I will remain for a time. We will sign the Cease Fire Accords in two weeks.” She replied casually. “We must make it seem like we are working out details and such to an event like that. Like Leonidas… I must play a part as well. I have no doubts the Kavalians will discover our dragons are here eventually… though I’m quite sure it will not be because of anything the Lycavorians or those of us here do. It will come out because it is not something that can stay hidden forever. Leonidas knows this and they will attempt to teach us what they can before it does become known.”

“Then what?” Yuri asked.

Aikiro shook her head. “That will be up to the Lycavorians.” She said. “Even they have fools among their politicians, and that is why the Kavalians are coming here in the first place. A fool who thought to make an impression of himself. I wouldn’t be surprised if this man or woman is now dust somewhere. Leonidas has a hatred for the Kavalians that nearly equals our own. Part of it has to do with the fact that they are sadistic savages, but there is something else as well. Something that I can not place my finger on. And it relates to his brother.”

“I truly never thought we would come to them for any kind of help.” Yuri spoke. “Nor did I believe they would give us this help.”

“They may be animals Yuri… but they are not fools.” Aikiro said. “Your father thought them to be beneath us, and in many ways they are. His mistake was in believing that they would amount to nothing and never pose a threat. Look at them now. Leonidas is not just a leader to them… he is a symbol. While he or any of his bloodline lives, they as a people will never give up hope.”
“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?” Yuri asked her.

“At the moment… it is a very good thing for us.” Aikiro replied with a smile. “In the future… we will see.”

“I apologize for interrupting you mother.” Yuri spoke somewhat sheepishly.

Aikiro grinned and shook her head. “It is nothing. Tesand is very thorough when it comes to making sure I am still quivering from his touch when he leaves for his duties. You were very correct though, about the air on this planet? It is revitalizing in many ways. You and Robert should enjoy this evening before you need to leave. Leonidas will not allow Robert anywhere near where you will be training.”

Yuri met her grin with one of her own. “Yes… we have already planned to do just that.” She said. “I toyed with the idea of going to Thermopylae. Having Robert take me in front of the monument to his father. Can you imagine having his father’s spirit watching as we fuck our brains out under the shadow of his tomb?”

Aikiro laughed. “Oh Yuri… that is positively vile!” She laughed. “I love it!”

Yuri chuckled. “We thought it was an excellent idea as well. We will only need to insure that there is no security around when we do this. I don’t think Leonidas would appreciate it.”

Aikiro shook her head. “No he would not! Do be careful! I want to hear about it if you succeed as well.”
Yuri nodded. “Oh we will be.” She said. “I have no desire to spend my days in one of their prison cells.”


At the moment the only thing Toria Dellion was occupied with was trying to remain calm, even as Deneth streaked across the sky moving south. She had never flown on a dragon before this day; she had in truth never had much contact with the Coven dragons. Toria had no fears of flying; however this kind of flying was something completely new to her and her heart was racing almost out of control. The moment Narice and Deneth’s psychic shield had engulfed her Toria knew what she was about to experience was going to be terrifying. As they reached a thousand feet above the land below, Toria found herself with her arms wrapped securely around Narice’s waist as if her very life depended on it. She was pressed tightly against Narice’s back, their legs secured under the dragon armor of the new saddles that the Coven riders now had. She too now wore the standard matte black Mark IV ArmorPly that the Lycavorians wore, and she had to admit that when she first put it on that it felt amazing. She had enough presence of mind to keep her helmeted head from digging into the back of Narice’s shoulders, but that was the only thing that was not pressed against the vampire Princess’s lithe body. A position that Toria found she did not mind in the least.


Toria Dellion had never imagined herself in the position she was in. Toria knew she was skilled in many facets, her instructors for the Venorik Elghinn had commented many times on her unique ability to adapt quickly to almost any given situation. They had commended her on her intelligence and overall skills, and praises such as that coming from the Venorik Elghinn were very rare indeed. Toria was advancing rapidly through the ranks of the High Coven Intelligence Service because of her operational skills, but all that came to an end when Admiral Tesand approached her. He had said the Empress found her intriguing and that she wanted to explore her own sexuality. Toria knew that to refuse would have put her in a very bad situation, for Admiral Tesand and the Empress were not well known for being understanding. She had agreed to become their plaything, hoping that in the end it would only enhance her position and allow her more opportunities in the future. Toria had never imagined she would actually come to enjoy her times with the Empress quite a bit. She was demanding yes, but the times Toria had shared her bed without Tesand present had been extremely pleasurable. She found she enjoyed giving pleasure to her Empress. Her body was firm and quite pleasing even though she was over eighteen thousand years old and Toria had come to relish the times when she could simply explore her Empress’s body, taking her time to touch and taste. Aikiro did not seem to mind in the least.


It was different with Tesand. 
Aikiro acted far differently when the Admiral was present, and at times she was even harsh. Toria knew she had made a terrible mistake when she refused Tesand’s attentions the first time, and she ended up having to tolerate Dante and Javier and their disgusting touch upon her. They were neither gentle nor caring, concerned only with filling her as many times as they could, in whatever position and opening she had. After the sixth time they had given her to them for not pleasing them enough, Toria came to realize that the Empress did not really care for her in the least. What else Toria had discovered in the last two years as their sexual plaything had surprised even her. 
Her actions with the Empress had opened a doorway into another part of her that she had not known existed. A part that could look at another woman and measure her up, imagining what she tasted like, or looked like without clothes. When Narice had appeared at her door that night on the ship, Toria had found herself doing just that with the Princess. Narice was even more exotic looking and seductive than her mother in Toria’s eyes, and her body was even more firm and delicious to look at. Since that night, Toria had caught herself on several occasions imagining what Narice would taste like, and she wondered if the second oldest High Coven Princess had ever thought of such things. A large part of her wished that was very much the case, but Toria held no illusions about that. There were many Pureblood males who were doing their best to court Narice, and she could not imagine Narice even thought of her in that manner.  


Narice smiled under her helmet as she saw Anthar come swooping down in front of them, Carisia firmly seated in her saddle with her hands on her thighs, as Anthar dove and twisted and turned with incredible speed and maneuverability. Like herself, Carisia had no fear of flying on Anthar this way. Now that they had the dragon armor, which was forged and built directly into the saddles and held them securely, Carisia flew on Anthar’s back without bothering to grip the spikes protruding from his shoulders. They were both stunned at how vigorous Deneth and Anthar appeared when they joined with them only an hour ago after leaving the airfield. Their scales shone with newfound moisture and health, both of them filling out completely after only two days of resting and eating the protein rich food given to them by the Lycavorians. Their muscles rippled under their scales and they appeared eager to take the skies above and show their bonded sisters what they could do. The moment they had lifted off, Carisia and Anthar had gone right into a series of intricate and stylish maneuvers so that Anthar could show his sister what he could do with his new muscles and the energy he felt. Deneth was no different, but he flew more sedately because Toria rode with them, and he too felt his bonded sister’s interest in the red haired female. Narice also knew Deneth was like her in many respects, more reserved and not one to easily show emotion, even though he may have been feeling exactly what Anthar was feeling.

Narice, quite surprisingly for her part, found the press of Toria’s firm body against her back strangely exciting and intimate. They had talked for a number of hours in Toria’s quarters on the way to Earth, becoming more relaxed with each other in that time period, and Narice found herself wanting to stomp her nephews into the bulkhead for their treatment of Toria. It was a strange feeling, yet now as she felt Toria’s arms grasping tightly to her waist, Narice discovered she rather enjoyed the sensations those arms caused within her. She knew Toria shared her mother’s bed, though not always so willingly when Tesand was added to the mix. Oddly enough, Narice found this to be very erotic. Unlike Yuri, Narice did not care for Tesand and knowing Toria had to endure his depraved attentions as well, caused Narice to feel anger and resentment towards him. Even more than she already did. These feelings surprised Narice a great deal, but they felt very right. 

“It is amazing Narice!” Carisia’s gleeful voice echoed in the receivers of their helmets. “Two days! Only two days and Anthar is stronger and quicker! The medicines and foods he has received are wonderful!”


Narice nodded from her saddle as her dark eyes gazed at where they flew slightly in front and to the left of them now. She could feel Carisia’s happiness within Mindvoice, and it equaled her own when it came to their dragons. Narice also suspected that Carisia was exceptionally happy to be away from Thast and his vile pawing and slobbering of her body. Narice also knew that Carisia was very happy that they were going to be with Androcles Leonidas and his new wife and mate Sadi. Narice had been only slightly astounded when she felt Carisia’s emotions on the airfield today. She had always known that Carisia was different. Carisia’s power and abilities within Mindvoice were potentially far greater than even she could aspire to. Narice believed Carisia was following a path set before her, not by Yuri or her mother, but by someone or something far greater in scope. She had felt the briefest moment of intense desire and overwhelming adoration escape through Carisia’s shields today. Love and desire for not only Androcles Leonidas, but his young bride as well. The intensity of it had shocked her, for Narice had never felt something so powerful or natural. 
Narice knew Yuri had no love for her oldest daughter, which Yuri had made painfully obvious through the years. Part of it was the fact that Yuri had always hated Carisia’s father, and as soon as they could get away with it, Robert Moran had butchered Vavant without so much as a second’s pause. Carisia held no anger over this however, and Narice didn’t doubt she knew exactly what had really happened that night. Vavant was an arrogant and foul man and a sorry excuse for a pureblood, but he was still Carisia’s father. While Carisia may have discovered and held in contempt what her father was really like, Yuri and Robert taking away the opportunity for Carisia to know her father was wrong. And her mother allowing them to do this was just as wrong. 

Narice was Carisia’s aunt yes, but they were kindred spirits really. Only a few years separated them in age, and both of them held intense love and devotion for their dragons. The same devotion that the riders of the Union felt for their bonded partners. Narice let her mind drift back quickly to that night at Gallais’s Retreat and the dark haired Leonidas son Arrarn. He had appeared so effortlessly behind her, and Narice had been correct in saying no one had ever succeeded in sneaking up on her like that. Not since she was thirteen years old. The thing Narice found interesting is she was actually more concerned with how he filled out his clothes than how he had almost magically appeared out of thin air. Even in the few seconds before he had turned and left with his brothers and sisters, Narice had committed the contours of his face to memory. Narice found herself hoping that he was going to be at this meeting they were going to and that in and of itself shocked her right down to her core. She hated the purebloods that were lined up to court her, and thankfully her mother had made no move to pressure her into choosing one for a husband. The majority of them were pompous and egotistical and she well knew they would want her to remain on their homeworld and have children. They most certainly would not want her and Deneth fighting the Kavalians.

She and Carisia were speaking openly using the internal helmet COMs because Toria was not capable of using Mindvoice, at least not that they were aware of, and Narice found herself wanting to make Toria as comfortable as possible in her company.

“Yes.” Narice replied quickly with a bright smile. “I agree. I can feel the new power that is surging through his muscles. Deneth told me he and Anthar brought down three huge stags last night east of Sparta. He says the timber is teeming with animals that run wild on this planet. What do you think Toria?” Narice asked turning her head slightly.
“I have not opened my eyes long enough to view anything and think about it Narice!” Toria gasped out in reply to her question. “I will allow your descriptions to suffice and believe what you say.”

Narice chuckled and placed one of her hands over the top of Toria’s on her abdomen. “You are safe Toria.” She stated. “I will not allow you to fall.”

Narice felt warm excitement surge through her as she felt Toria’s arms tighten around her waist. “I will certainly hold you to that Narice.” She stated quickly.

Narice smiled under her helmet. She had made it very clear on the ship coming here that she did not want Toria referring to her by anything other than her name. It had taken several hours for this to finally sink in, but knowing that Toria now accepted that made Narice feel very good inside.

“Do not worry.” Narice spoke. 

[Narice?] Deneth’s voice filled her head and Narice focused quickly and turned to look at the back of his huge head.

[Deneth?] She spoke in reply.

[Narice… you know what they are going to do don’t you? Carisia and Anthar?] Deneth said. 
Narice nodded slightly. [I have a pretty good idea, yes.]

[You have no intention of telling anyone, do you sister?] Deneth asked.

[Yuri has treated her as an inferior person for so many years my brother.] Narice spoke. [And you did not feel what I felt this afternoon. Her shields did not come down very far Deneth, but far enough to allow me a brief glimpse into her mind. What I saw there… what I saw there my brother, no one has the right to deny her. She has… she has dreamed of them for years Deneth. And they of her. Who am I to deny her something like that after what my sister has put her through?]
[I was hoping you would be of that mind my sister.] Deneth spoke.
[If the tiny glimpse I was able to sense is any indication Deneth, as soon as they decide she is already part of their lives, I doubt very much Androcles Leonidas and his young bride will be giving her up.] Narice spoke. [And his wife, this Sadi, I can sense the power growing within her by leaps and bounds. I doubt my mother, Yuri or Thast will be able to do a damn thing. I have a feeling that Prince Leonidas and his woman will viciously guard what they consider to be theirs. They are wolves after all… and I believe they already think Carisia is theirs. And they hers.]
[Why do you think this is? They had never met until we came here to Earth Narice.] He asked.

[That is a question I do not know the answer to.] Narice spoke. [It is beyond my level of comprehension Deneth. Perhaps… perhaps if we spend more time around them, we will come to understand. It is certainly nothing that I intend to try and stop. Not with the power of the draw I felt in that brief second.]

[Narice… these plans that your mother and sister have laid...] Deneth said. [Do we really need to use such tactics?]

[I don’t believe so… no.] Narice answered immediately. [The devotion they have for their dragons here would not have allowed them to turn us away. I believe they would have helped us no matter what. King Leonidas is not who my mother and sister see. When I look at him… I do not see a war mongering animal without brains. I see a methodic and exceptionally intelligent man. A leader… a leader who would much prefer to command his people during peace rather than during war. But a man who will not back down from anyone.]

[What they have set in motion could very well destroy everything for us Narice.] Deneth spoke softly.

[That is why we will need to be ever vigilant and insure that we hinder those plans as best as we are able Deneth.] Narice spoke quickly. [There is much more to my mother’s plans than she has told us or led us to believe. And that, in part, is what we need to discover. In the meantime we must insure that they do not ruin the opportunity that fate and destiny has given us my brother.]
MJOLNIR’S HAND 

As wolves who were men, Lycavorian people did not need as much sleep as other species within the Union. Because of this, Resumar Leonidas could always be assured of having the gym to himself in the very early morning hours, and this day was no different. He spent a full hour stretching and then using the assorted machines to keep his sculpted frame ripped before picking up the training Nehtes and beginning his personal training regime. Cemath rested quite comfortably on one side of the training room, gnawing on the large bone, occasionally looking up to watch his bonded brother. He had witnessed it for years, the routine almost never varying, and it was one of the reasons that Resumar Leonidas, second oldest of the King’s sons, was considered one of the foremost combatants with a Nehtes within the Union.

The heat and humidity in the gym was high, and this was why Athani was able to stand on the balcony overlooking the gym and not be detected. Her scent did not carry down into the gym proper itself, at least the Lycavorian Prince had made no signs that it had, and she had stood here for nearly an hour just watching him. Athani’Puat was no fool, and no one gave her the credit she deserved. Of course not many knew who she really was. Even as she withered in sexual abandon engulfed by Pusintin’s aura, Athani was planning for her moment of escape. Her father had thought to give his daughters more freedom to explore and perhaps be the bearers of the future for their people, the future that would see their females become more important parts in the Kavalian culture. Athani knew better.

The old ways were engrained in the senior Pack leaders and elders of the Kavalian people and Athani knew nothing would change. It might get better perhaps, but no where what it should be like and certainly nothing compared to what the Lycavorian Union was like. Here, Athani knew, females were treasured and treated with the utmost respect. They were looked on as the mothers of their future, and were allowed to do everything any male could do. Just in her seemingly mindless walk along the decks she had seen females giving direction to males, and this was taken in stride without question. She saw many female officers by the looks of their uniforms, of every species within the Union. Even among the vaunted Durcunusaan Athani had seen several females. And if the way they moved was any indication, Qurot or Karun would be hard pressed in a battle with any of them. That is what Athani craved. She craved the freedom to explore what her limits were. She craved the feel of a man’s arms around her, not for sexual relief, but because he loved her.


Athani knew she was as intelligent and skilled as any female within the Union. Most of what she knew she had taught herself by incredible amounts of reading and visiting the lone Kavalian female who was the oldest among their people. She may have been female, but her age afforded her an enormous amount of leeway in what she did, and many of the males would go to her for interpretation of something they had seen in one of their drugged induced states. She had schooled Athani mercilessly, pushing her to points that Athani had never been, and Athani had basked in the knowledge. Her fighting skills had been taught to her by her father and brothers and were without question. All Kavalians, even the females, would be called on to fight for land and home if need be. Her feline genes gave her almost unmatched speed and reflexes, easily on a par with the elves of the Union, and since she had let her tail re-grow and return to its full length, it provided her with a balance and agility nearly unmatched.

Athani also knew that she was considered extremely beautiful. The biogenic treatments had only enhanced that by removing the fine coat of hair from her lithe body and allowing the soft skin beneath to flourish and grow healthy. She had an exceptionally body, firm full breasts and a small waist. Combined with her taut legs and the incredible shape of her tight ass, Athani knew she would be considered beautiful. Through the years having to endure Pusintin’s truly unwanted attentions, she had expertly learned how to squeeze the inner muscles of her ass so that he would not last long inside her, as well as being able to manipulate his cock with her tongue in a similar fashion for a similar result. She was still pure however… and Athani had no intentions of allowing Qurot to take that from her. It would be a man of her choosing… that she desired… and looking at Resumar Leonidas as she had for the last hour, Athani was rapidly beginning to feel that he was that man strangely enough. Twice he had met her eyes without fear and both times she had seen not only the normal lust and desire for a woman of her beauty, but there had been something else in those eyes as well. He did not hesitate when it came to treating her as an equal, even brushing aside Qurot’s attempts to do otherwise. Not to mention that when she did announce her intentions to defect, she would be far safer with him than any other person. The image of her in his arms and crying out in ecstasy also helped quite a bit as well she mused to herself.


“Are you lost?” The male voice asked.


Athani nearly jumped out of her skin as she spun around more quickly than she intended and dropped into a fighting stance, her long tail poised to lash out with lightning speed. Since letting her tail return to its full length and strength, Athani had practiced many hours on using it as an extension of her will. She could actually use it to suspend herself in the mid air for short periods of time if needed. Now however, the tip of her tail was curled around the pommel of the very thin razor sharp blade that she had pulled from the back of her collar as she spun around. Her blue/green eyes flew open when she saw Resumar Leonidas standing in front of her leaning up against the door frame. She glanced back into the gym proper as if not believing he was really in front of her, than turned back to face him quickly.


“How… you… how did you get up here?” Athani stammered scolding herself for losing herself in her thoughts and not being aware of everything around her.


Resumar smiled. “I’ll answer that if you promise not to stab me.” He spoke.


Athani gasped when she saw his eyes focused on the thin blade held by her tail and she turned a slight shade of red as she took the blade in her hand. “Oh… I’m… this will not force you to expel us from your territory will it?” She stuttered. “It… I’m sorry… please forgive me. I know this… Jalersi will be very upset with me if she finds this out. I…” She held the blade out to him. “Here.” She said finally.

Resumar waved his hand slightly. “Keep it.” Resumar spoke confidently. “You are not a threat to me.”


Athani titled her head to the side as she drew the knife back. “Are… are all of your people as arrogant as you?” She asked quickly, instantly regretting the question.


Resumar chuckled. “That’s not what I meant.” He said with a delicious glint in his eyes as far as Athani was concerned. “My mothers have always told me I have a hard time putting my thoughts into words. I guess they were right.” He spoke. “I’m quite sure you are very skilled with that knife as well as many other weapons. What I meant is that you are not a threat in the sense of what is happening around us.”


Athani looked at him as she slid the knife back into its sheath on the inside of her collar. “I’m not sure I understand.” She spoke haltingly.


“I think you do.” Resumar said as he moved onto the balcony with her and looked down into the gym below. [Cemath… it is ok brother.] He reached out.


Resumar didn’t see Athani shake her head quickly as the strange buzzing filled her mind and he watched Cemath moved from under the balcony outcropping, his eyes looking upwards.


[Shall I call for security Res?] Cemath asked.


Resumar shook his head. [No. It’s alright. I’ll meet you in the landing bay in an hour for your bath.]


Cemath snorted. [Do not be late!] He announced. [My scales itch!]


[Your scales always itch!] Res spoke. [Go on!]


Resumar was smiling as he watched him make his way toward the exit before turning back to look at Athani. Her blue/green eyes fell on him. “You were speaking to him again?” She asked.


Resumar nodded. “You are very perceptive.” He said. “And you don’t seem to have the same fear of dragons that the rest of your people do. At least not on the same level as say Qurot or your sister. Why is that?”


“They… they do not mean any harm.” Athani spoke softly. “They are benevolent by nature, are they not?”


Res nodded. “For the most part yes.” He answered. “You asked how I got up here. Part of the bond with a dragon encompasses a certain amount of psychic ability. We can do things that would for the most part be impossible without the bond. Move things; lift myself up here… things like that.”

Athani stepped closer to this tall young man, her eyes wide in interest. Her nose tickled slightly at the strong musky smell of his workout, but it was not at all unpleasant to her and she knew the Kavalian sense of smell was much less than that of a Lycavorian. Athani found herself suddenly wondering what she smelled like to him. “You… you can use these abilities to move objects and such?” She asked both very surprised and very intrigued.


Res nodded as her tangerine scent engulfed him and he felt a wave of warmth surround him as well, tingling and causing him to become aroused in a small manner. Resumar realized then that Kavalian females must have had something similar to Lycavorian females in the aura they could project to entice males and their mates. “Yes.” He said with a smile as he easily fought back the urges. Obviously it was no where near as powerful as Lycavorian females and he was able to push it to the back of his mind.


“That is incredible!” Athani spoke. “Tell me more!”


Resumar smiled. “I think before I do that we should get back to what I said earlier. About why you are here.”

Athani looked at him once more fearing that her female essence had not had the effect she had hoped for. “I… I am part of the trade delegation.” She answered quickly backing away from him slightly.


“Are you?” Resumar said. “Why do you think I have such a hard time believing that?”


“I… I don’t know.” Athani said more quickly and realizing he most likely could smell the lie easily. “I should return to my quarters.” She turned and made to walk away from him, suddenly very afraid of him.


Resumar reached out and took her arm gently. “Wait.” He said softly.


Athani stopped and looked at him as his fingers closed around her arm. His grip was not demanding and not forceful. It was more concerned and caring and as she felt the warmth of his fingers through her arm, Athani shivered slightly. “I… I must go.” She said in almost a whisper.


“I’ve known you less than two days… and for some reason I get the feeling you are not like the rest of your people.” Resumar stated evenly. “That you have another agenda. One that does not include anyone but yourself. Why is that Athani’Puat?”


Athani turned and met his sparkling dark eyes. Beautiful eyes. “You… you do not seem less interested in me because of my tail.” She spoke. “Why?” She asked directly.


“On the contrary… I find your tail fascinating.” Res answered. “It is part of you… and you are… you are exceptionally beautiful if you don’t mind me saying so.”


Athani turned to face him more now. “Then… then you felt it?” She asked. “My… my calling out to you?”


“If you mean what we would call your aura… yes.” He answered. “I felt it. The better question is why did you do that?”


“It did affect you then?” Athani asked even more interested now.


“I don’t know how your people would react to that, but to us it is a sign that a female is very interested in… very interested in having a relationship with a male.” He stammered out. “Fortunately… I have enough control and respect to not act on my instincts alone. Now… why did you do that? Something tells me your sister or Commander Qurot would not be happy you did.”


“Qurot is a pig!” Athani hissed. “He always has been a pig and he always will be!”


“Ok… now that we’ve deduced that… perhaps you could explain to me what is going on?” Resumar asked. “You are not here for trade talks are you?”


Athani made her decision then.


She released all of what he had called her aura as strongly as she knew how and she jumped into his arms covering his lips with her own.


Resumar Leonidas was the son of a man who had taught him and his siblings from the time they were old enough to understand to trust in their instincts. Given the fact that Athani was hitting him with a reasonably powerful female aura, and the taste of her lips on his was sending electric jolts through his body, Resumar trusted his instincts. With a low growl he wrapped his arms around the smaller Kavalian female and pinned her to the bulkhead as he took control of their kiss and deepened it while hitting her with a small portion of his own aura.


Athani’s eyes grew wide for an instant as she felt his aura envelope her. Her claws extended from her fingertips and she prepared to strike him when she realized this was not Pusintin’s aura surrounding her. This aura… this warmth… it was wrapping her in a protective embrace, just flittering across her senses and making her body begin to react. It was not the overpowering aura that Pusintin hit her with. It was so much more controlled and precise. And respectful. She heard Resumar growl low in his chest, felt him pin her body against his and the bulkhead and press firmly against her as his kiss set fire to every nerve ending in her body. She realized in that instant that he was controlling his aura, letting her know that he found her just as attractive as she did him. Even though she could feel the heat building in her body, Athani still retained her ability to think and act clearly. His aura was not controlling her actions or her mind, and above all else this made her even more excited. When Athani grasped the sides of his face, her claws were retracted and she responded to the kiss with everything that she was, her eyes closing in new feelings and sensations she had never experienced before. It also helped that she had never been kissed before, and if his kiss foretold of things yet to come, Athani wanted to experience every part of it.

Resumar drew back from the kiss, even as Athani fought to continue it. His dark eyes were wide as he finally drew his face away from hers and looked at her face. The feel of her succulent body pressed against his was heaven, unlike any female he had ever held, and he was no stranger to women. He stared at her relaxed face, her lips slightly parted as her dazzling eyes opened slowly. Almost dreamily. He could still feel her aura spinning around him and he made no move to pull back his own as he leaned forward and firmly nuzzled her throat and chin with his nose, hearing her gasp softly in delight as luscious shivers of bliss coursed through her. Vibrations unlike any she had ever felt before rippled through her frame and Athani reveled in them.


Athani grasped his face in her hands once more and looked into his dark eyes. “Take me!” She gasped out, nearly out of control with passion and desire all her own. “Take me now! Right here!”


Resumar may have been a Leonidas… but he was also a wolf. An Alpha wolf that was very strong in his own right. And he was also a man who had an incredibly stunning woman in his arms that wanted him just as badly as he wanted her. Resumar tossed caution to the wind and began to follow his instincts and what they were screaming for him to do. His hands came up and he began to pull at Athani’s clothes, struggling to expose her lush body to his hungry gaze. Athani began helping him, trying to get her jumpsuit unzipped for she burned to feel his lips on her skin.


They had succeeded in getting the front of her jumpsuit open and as his warm lips descended to the valley between her breasts in heated frenzy; her long tail twitching madly in delight, the COM panel on the side of the wall erupted into existence and shattered the moment they were having.


“Prince Resumar to the bridge! Prince Resumar to the bridge!” The voice boomed out.


Resumar exhaled heavily and for a fleeting moment he now knew how his father must have felt when he was interrupted enjoying the company of his mothers. With his head still resting against the flesh of her still partially covered breasts Resumar punched the panel behind Athani’s shoulder.


“What is it?” He demanded.


“Milord… I did not want to wake your mother as it is still very early. We are picking up a signal from a Union MENKLA transport that says they are transporting a dozen more Kavalian delegates to MJOLNIR’S HAND and would like permission to be taken into our landing bay.” The duty officer spoke.

Resumar lifted his head and looked at Athani. “Do you know of this?” He asked softly.


Athani shook her head quickly just as puzzled. “No. Everyone came with us. We know nothing of further delegates. At least I do not.”


Resumar touched the panel again. “Find out their embarkation point and who they have on board.” He stated. “And then wake my mother and the remaining members of the Kavalian delegation.”


“Do we let them continue on their course Milord?” The duty officer asked. “They will intercept us in less than ten minutes.”


“They waited this long to contact us?” Res asked as alarms began to sound in his head.


“I asked them that sire… and they said they were having difficulties with their long range transmitter. I did check their transponder codes and the ship is a registered Diplomatic carrier.”


Athani noted that he had slowly lowered her back to the floor but made no move to push her away. She could feel his hard body pressed tightly against hers even as she looked up into his face. Athani had all sorts of emotions racing through her, none stronger than the fact she wanted this Lycavorian Prince in the worst possible way. This was the man she would surrender her purity to.


“Very well. Give them permission.” Resumar stated. “Athani’Puat has joined me for coffee in the starboard mess lounge. We will make our way from here and inform my mothers and the others we will meet them in the starboard landing bay.”


“Understood sire.” The voice replied.


Resumar turned his eyes upon her and Athani felt her heart jump at the brightness of his dark eyes. “It is my hope that we can… that we can continue this at another time.” He said.

Athani smiled brilliantly. “Oh… I would like that very much.” She said quickly. “Very much indeed.”


“We must go now to insure there are no questions.” He stated. “I have no wish for either of us to get into trouble.”


“Wait!” Athani said. “What… what will it be like?” She asked shyly.


Resumar leaned over and kissed her possessively. “Athani’Puat… I intend to love you senseless.” He spoke confidently.


Athani could only gaze back at him and smile. Love her senseless. Not fuck her senseless. She felt the warmth inside her grow at his words and could hardly wait for that moment to come.

