CHAPTER FIFTEEN
SCIMITAR

ORBITING SOLMAR

Tonight he will make you ours Sehri.
Sadi’s soft words filled her mind as her ragged breathing began to return to something resembling normal and she basked gloriously in the divine sensations of Andro’s staggering aura swarming all around her. She rested atop his powerful body, her skin flush and glistening with sweat, her head resting just below his chin. She could feel the rise and fall of his broad chest against her firm breasts, her nipples still hard nubs pressed against his flesh. Sehri tried not to move in order to avoid the exquisite feelings of having his incredible cock buried in her completely and exploding once more. She could feel the last of his passion leaking into her depths and then his hands came up slowly to stroke the skin of her arms. Sehri cooed in utter delight when she felt his fingers on her flesh, gliding down her arms and across her bare skin as he used his powerful arms to push them towards the head of the huge bed and he then arranged himself so that he was sitting up almost fully, his back against the headboard. His hands reached around then and filled with the extremely firm cheeks of her ass and he shifted her onto him even more until she was leaning against his chest but still impaled upon his cock. 
Rothryn you may be… but you are also Lycavorian. You have the same needs as we do; your people have just suppressed many of them. Let them fill you now. He will cause your head to spin and your heart to race and you will never be satisfied by another again.  
Sadi’s words rang so very true Sehri thought as she laid upon his sculpted body and his lips began to dance across the front and tops of her shoulders. Nothing her mother had told her, nothing her sisters had often spoken of experiencing, none of it had matched what she had felt this night. Her entire body still hummed in blissful and contented delight from the last eight hours, the small marks from his long, dual fangs near the juncture of her neck and shoulder now almost completely healed. Sehri was sure she could feel the virus within his powerful blood racing through her body, charging her own. He had bitten her their very first time together at her fever induced urging, the last remnants of her Coming of Age fever burning away as she was claimed by a Lycavorian Alpha wolf more powerful than any Rothryn male could ever hope to equal. The instincts buried and suppressed within her people for millennia came surging forth within her then, the burning of her blood fading only slightly and then growing as it changed from willing female to that of a claimed female who desired her mate more than anything in the universe. Sehri had lost count of the number of explosive orgasms she had experienced, or how many times he had filled her with his passion. Each time had been more exquisite than the last, each time Sehri growing more confident in herself. It became more mutually fulfilling and it succeeded in drawing them closer and closer together. She swam within his mind now, with Sadi and the others, experiencing all that he was. All that they were together as a whole. Sadi had been so right. Whatever fate and destiny intended, they were meant to be together, all of them, as they faced it.
Sehri had not been docile after the first few times she remembered with a smile. What he had caused her to feel with his manhood was superb in every way and left her craving more. He was so large and hot and pulsing and he could make her cry out in delight with just the slightest movement when he was fully inside her. She didn’t fear his size even the first time and she had been the dominant one on more than a single occasion through the evening. Now though, their minds were willing, but their bodies were all but expended of energy. As Sehri felt him pull on her hips, she could feel his delicious manhood press deeper into her tight depths. She sighed heavenly as his aura wrapped around her and she reached out with her own developing female aura and let it entwine and mingle with his. His lips found and caressed the skin of the hollow of her throat as she lifted her head, his tongue dragging along her hot flesh sending delightful shivers through her. His nose then dipped under her right ear to nuzzle the scent glands there, which caused her to groan softly in want.
“Still… still with me?” His voice whispered against her ear and Sehri smiled dreamily.

Her arms lifted to encircle his broad shoulders, the nipples of her firm breasts pressed hard against his upper chest as he held her. She groaned softly again and then rotated her hips down on his breath stealing cock as she pulled his head to her breasts and let her cheek fall to the side of his head..

“I’m still here.” She spoke softly into his ear. “I want… I want to call Sadi and the others and stay naked in bed with all of you for the rest of my life!”

Andro chuckled softly. “Now that… that is a very good idea.” He stated.

Sehri turned her head slightly as his nose returned and he nuzzled the bottom of her ear. She gasped in unabashed delight at the sensations this caused and she leaned into his nuzzle with a groan. “What happens… what happens now Androcles?” She asked again softly.

“What do you mean?” He asked pulling his head back until they were gazing at each other.

“You… you claimed me on the last day of my Coming of Age fever. Does that… am I… am I your wife and mate now?” Sehri asked.

“I think you know the answer to that and exactly how I feel Sehri.” Andro said. “Sadi and SirsanGai as well. All of us.” He told her. “I don’t know how well that will go over with your people though. I followed what your law states according to your mother and what our laws say must be done because this was your first fever, but I don’t know how your father will react. You know he has supposedly promised your hand to a young Rothryn man from one of your noble families.”

“That fool!” Sehri gasped loudly. “I suspected this but never confronted my father about it. I know who you speak of. He is an arrogant fool who will do anything his father wants. He is nothing more than a puppet! A handsome puppet…” She stuck the jab to him with a smile of complete affection. “But still a puppet.”
Andro shrugged his broad shoulders with a smile of his own at her teasing. “I really don’t care as long as I know being with us is what you want Sehri.”
“Andro it is!” She gasped loudly. “You… by the Ancients you know it is!” Sehri grabbed his face with her hands and held it tightly. She gazed at him and those beautiful azure eyes and felt a shudder of adoring love pass through her. She lowered her forehead to his, dropping her hands until her fingers were drawing small lines in the skin of his powerful abdomen, tracing the beautifully detailed tattoo of the flaming black bird there as she snuggled as close as she was physically able considering she was still fully seated upon his softened but still heated cock. “And I don’t care what they say either! I…”

Andro drew his fingers along her lower back and up her spine as he stared at her face. “What Sehri?” He asked. “You do not need to be afraid of me. Ever. You are a Princess now. My Princess!”
“There… there is something I should tell you.” Sehri said finally. “You probably won’t… you probably won’t like it”

Andro smiled. “Sehri… just tell me.” He said lowering his lips and nibbling on the skin of the side of her neck.

“Shaman Master Harira… she will not be… she will not be happy. In fact… she will probably be very angry.” Sehri spoke. She grinned a second later. “Not that it bothers me… I never did like her very much.”
Andro chuckled. “Ok… care to fill me in?” He asked.

Sehri met his eyes. “When they… when the Shamans saw how advanced my Etheric abilities were, they pulled me willingly into the Circle of Shamans when I was very young. My mother and father did not want to give me to the Rothryn Science Academy and this was their way of insuring I kept myself. The Science Academy is… they are not very… they do not treat Etheric users very well.” Sehri looked at him. “When I entered into the Circle and then turned sixteen I was given my apprentice role. I also… I also swore a… I swore a vow of celibacy to the Circle.”

Andro looked at her with bright azure eyes and then he smiled. Sehri saw his smile grow larger and then he was laughing. Her own eyes grew wide and she slapped his shoulder. “It’s not… it’s not funny!” She exclaimed.

Andro grinned up at her and flexed his lower abdomen, including his cock, deep within Sehri. Her eyes grew wide for a split second and she groaned lustily before grabbing his face in her hands once more. “Ohhh… stop that you beast!” She stammered.

“Celibacy huh?” He asked her with a smile. “If I recall correctly… you were quite the she wolf the past few hours! That is not exactly something I would expect from someone sworn to celibacy.”

Sehri squeezed his face. “Please Andro… stop it! I… ohhhh!” She gasped feeling him flex his organ deep inside her once more, her head falling back and her eyes rolling into the back of her skull in blissful and electric sensations. She felt his arms curl around her lower back and pull her tightly against his body.

“You are my wife and mate now Sehri.” Andro said seeing her face lower to look at him and her apple and walnut scent swirling around his head. “You are Sehri Leonidas and you answer to no one but yourself.”
Sehri’s hands came up and took his face once more with a dreamy smile of an expression. “You… you are not angry?” She asked.

Andro nibbled on her chin. “How could I be mad at someone so kinky?” He said.
Sehri laughed now and kissed him hard, holding his face in her hands as she became very excited and began to rotate her hips upon his thickening cock. She could feel him beginning to harden once more and her body began to feel recharged. Her eyes flew open when she felt a pair of soft lips on the back of her neck and her head whipped around to see Sadi joining them on the bed completely naked and pressing right up against her back. Her large, firm breasts pressed tightly against Sehri’s shoulders and Sehri gasped in delight. Her head turned at the small noise and she saw Carisia’s mane of black hair and Ne'Veha’s billowing dark brown hair draped over Andro’s shoulders, their lips planting soft butterfly kisses on his skin, their naked bodies pressed against his back.

“We… we couldn’t wait Sehri.” Sadi spoke softly in her ear as she reached around under her armpits and took Sehri’s now very excited breasts in her hands. “We… we desire you too much.”
“Oh carians… yes!” Sehri screamed just before Lu'ria’s lips claimed hers in a sizzling kiss of discovery and passion.

Sehri groaned happily as they began again. And she was so very willing.
NEBONESE
SECTOR NINE MERCHANTS MARKET
Yuri looked out over the broad expanse of the Merchants Market of Haglos, the capital city of Nebonese. She could see almost every species known to exist moving about the market area and she also knew that out there somewhere, someone was hiring pirates to kill her and Pa'cour. Yuri’s dark eyes glittered in the light however, for she knew killing them now, that would be a very hard thing to do. Yuri was far more focused and clear minded than she was just a year ago and her love for Pa'cour made her even stronger. There were very few who would be able to get the drop on her or her Blessed Immortal husband now and most of those individuals were members of the Union military. They would not be coming after her.

“So I was able to acquire almost everything you requested.” The gravelly voice spoke from behind her and she turned to look at the Kochab. Quellian was far more civilized than others of his species and it was this trait that had caught her eye more than a decade ago. He had a knack for obtaining materials that others could not, even when the Overseers of The Wilds were in charge. He was fair and honest and now he had become a trustworthy ally. She watched as he held out the glass of Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos to Ma'dur. The Immortal bowed his head and took the glass and then Quellian moved the final meter up to her and offered her a glass as well. Yuri took it without questioned and sipped the delicious fruity tasting cloned blood in a show of trust and simply because she liked the replacement for real blood. Ma'dur watched her and then he too sipped from his glass. “They were easy to obtain. Your people are settling in I take it?”

Yuri nodded. “Our facility was barren when we first got there and I told them we would secure as much as possible to make it more comfortable for them.”

Quellian nodded as he motioned her to the plush couch and waited respectfully for her to sit first before joining her in the chair across from the couch. He was aware of Ma'dur behind him, but since Quellian had always been forthcoming and respectful of Yuri, he knew Ma'dur did not consider him a threat.

“Well… Pa'cour is overseeing the loading of the smaller items… and I believe he will set up the transfer of the larger purchases as we have done before. One of my ships will meet with one of your frigates and transfer the material.” Quellian told her. “ A location chosen by you of course.”

Yuri looked at him and smiled. “Quellian… relax my friend.” She told him calmly. “I told you in our transmission that your friendship is valued and that I trust you. Do not think otherwise.”

Quellian smiled exposing the teeth within his lamprey like mouth and he nodded his head. “I am glad Yuri.” He said. “I do not envy those who wish to be your enemies. Especially now. I do not know the reasons that the Lycavorian Prince withdrew the contract on your head, but I know for him to do such a thing, something had to have changed between you. Something if not positive, then at least neutral in association. And for him to imply that it would not be in the interest of anyone to attempt to complete the contract afterwards… well…”

Yuri nodded her head. “Androcles Leonidas and I have… we are not friends… but we are no longer enemies either. At least by most definitions of enemy.”

Quellian nodded. “And that is a healthy thing to be.” He stated with another smile. He reached into his deep pocket on the jumpsuit he wore and withdrew the data pad. He held it out to Yuri across the knee high table. “This is all the information I was able to obtain about those here on Nebonese asking questions about you or Pa'cour. Several purebloods who I can be reasonably accurate in saying work for your former husband… not too bright really… but still dangerous. The more interesting collection however is a small pirate group made up of Immortals. They work out of the South docks.”
“Interesting why?” Yuri asked as she scanned the pad and sat back on the couch.

“They appear to be former associates of the Immortal mercenary Phy'iad.” Quellian told her. “About twenty of them.”

“Immortals?” Ma'dur asked moving closer.

Quellian nodded. “Not very nice Immortals either.” He answered. “They maintain a low profile for the most part. They usually only deal with the different vampire or Lycavorian mercenary groups.”

Yuri looked at him. “Lycavorian mercenary groups?” She asked. “That… that is very out of character for them.”

Quellian nodded. “Indeed.” He said. “I was not able to obtain a whole lot of information on them… but I do know that they take their orders from someone else. They are not what they appear to be on the outside at first glance.”

“What do you mean?” Yuri asked.

“They act like any other mercenary group on the outside… a ruse really. Anyone who has crossed them in any way usually ends up very dead and in particularly gruesome fashion. They are very specific in the jobs they take… most of them jobs no one else will touch. You and Pa'cour for instance.” Quellian told her. “If I had to guess they are some sort of offshoot of the government.”

Yuri leaned forward. “The government?” She asked.

Quellian nodded. “They are very well equipped Yuri. State of the art. Weapons, armor, you name it. All of it Union equipment. Are you so sure that Androcles is not behind them in some manner? They are extremely well funded for a group without powerful connections.”

Yuri shook her head immediately. “No.” She stated. “If Androcles Leonidas wanted me dead he would not do it this way. He would come after me personally. This is something else entirely.”

Quellian nodded to her. “They have a Kiosk in the southern market where they sell ridiculous items that no one will buy. My people saw them meeting with this Immortal group and another vampire group as well. On several different occasions.” He waved his clawed hand in a dismissive way. “The Immortal group does not appear to be interested in anything other than obtaining elven slaves to quell their sick perversions and accumulating as much wealth as possible. The vampire group and the Lycavorian group however… they have different goals.”

“I would not be surprised if the purebloods are Robert’s doing.” She spoke as she sipped the Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos. “He is an extremely competent warrior… though his skill at special operations is not as pronounced as some think given his background. We questioned the ones who said you had referred them and they confessed to working for Robert. They broke rather easily.”

Quellian chuckled. “That does not surprise me in the least.” He said. 

Yuri shook her head. “I am not concerned about the Immortals or the vampire group.” She stated evenly. “This Lycavorian group however, they are a different matter.” 
“I could have one of my people probe a little deeper.” Quellian said. “I have several elven females who work for me and they are very good at getting information.”

Yuri looked at him. “Slaves Quellian?” She asked.

Quellian hissed. “Bah!” He snorted. “Slavery is an abomination that I do not take part in.” He rasped. “They came to me for protection about five years ago. I gave it to them and they have stayed on in my employ since. Two of them are the best pilots I have and the other three run most of my interests in the markets. I pay them well… and they are very loyal. I’ve taken them under my wing so to speak. Their families as well.”

“You are one of the few Kochab who do your species proud Quellian.” Yuri told him.

Quellian laughed. “Hah… don’t I know it! Now if I could only get others to see it that way!”

“Everyone can change Quellian.” Yuri said softly. “If I have learned nothing these last months… it’s that everyone can change their path their lives are on.”

Quellian nodded and rose to his feet. “No doubt you want to get back to Pa'cour and your daughter.” He said. “The item you requested is at my jewels Kiosk on the main floor. You know where it is?”

Yuri nodded as she rose. “Yes… thank you.” She said handing the data pad to him. “Full payment as agreed upon.” She stated. “Another ten percent if you could simply keep your eyes and ears open.”

Quellian took the pad but shook his head. “You do not need to pay me for that Yuri.” He stated evenly. “I meant it when I said I like this new you… and if helping you benefits me in other ways… then so be it.”

Yuri smiled at him and nodded. “Then I will take my leave of you Quellian.” She said. “No sense in making you a target by having me overstay my welcome.”

Quellian bowed his head to her. “It is never a burden Princess. I enjoy your company. I’ll let the clerk know you will be coming over to pick up your gift for Onera.”

Yuri nodded and motioned with her hand for Ma'dur to lead her out. “I will contact you just before we leave Quellian. Stay safe my friend.”

Quellian nodded and watched as she turned to leave. When she exited the door and it had closed he moved to his desk along the large window and touched the COM panel. “Tenata… she is coming down to retrieve her order. Show her every respect and take fifteen percent off the price.”

“Fifteen percent Quellian?” The female voice spoke. “That is quite a bit.”

“Yes… but her business with us is very important and extremely profitable. She does not skimp or bat an eye at what we have to charge her because she knows the rules we have to work with. A small discount is something we can do easily.” Quellian told her. “She is a powerful friend to have and I intend to do what I can to make sure it stays that way.”

“I’ll take care of it.” The female spoke. “Just so you are aware… I think the vampires and the Immortals are going to have a disagreement over something. There is an awful lot of activity by their kiosk and people are avoiding it.”

“Good… more business for us.” Quellian spoke. “Keep an eye on it and advise me if it affects our customers.”

“Very well.” The woman spoke. 

Quellian looked out the large window and stared at the merchant floor below him. He lifted his glass of wine as his eyes scanned the area. Things were good for him yes, but keeping Yuri as a friend and ally would pay great dividends in the future. She had changed significantly in the last months and Quellian definitely liked this Yuri more than the last one. He would do what it took to keep her as a friend. Something was going to happen in the future and Quellian had every intention of being on the right side of things.


It was not uncommon to see individuals wearing long cloaks with voluminous hoods pulled over their heads here on Nebonese. There were many who wanted to remain unseen and unknown. Yuri and Ma'dur moved among the many species dressed in this manner to avoid being noticed. Ma'dur because he was an Immortal who had taken the serum to return his outward features to their original state, and Yuri for obvious reasons. With Xaxon’s vile essence gone from her, her features were far softer and much brighter and at first glance anyone would be hard pressed to recognize her. However with intense study, her features would quickly become apparent and that is not something Yuri wanted to worry about. Surprisingly, she enjoyed begin anonymous. Yuri felt Ma'dur stiffen slightly when he heard the raised voice and they saw the activity by the vampire kiosk only thirty meters away. An Immortal was shouting and it was easy to see he was not happy.

“Not our concern Ma'dur.” Yuri spoke softly to him.

Ma'dur nodded his head. “I know.” He answered. “Seeing my people act as bloodthirsty scum burns my blood though.”

Yuri nodded. “Yes… I imagine it would.” She whispered as she stepped up to the kiosk and looked at the elf female. She held out the small disc. “I’m here for my order.”

Quellian’s elf employee took the disc, glanced at it and then at the hooded Yuri and she nodded. “Yes… I have it.”

There was more shouting and Yuri turned to see one Immortal towering over the vampire at the kiosk in angry repose. She turned back to the female elf. “What is going on?” She asked.

Tenata shook her head. “I’m not entirely sure. Something to do with an order that was not complete but fully paid for.” She answered. “Ral’dene… the commander of the Immortals is not happy. He’s demanding compensation of some sort.”
Yuri turned back to the female elf and she took note of the long dark blond hair and the flawless features of her face. She blinked rapidly a few times surprised at the thoughts that flashed through her mind. She was admiring the elf’s natural beauty and the way her jumpsuit conformed to her figure. Yuri shook her head quickly, for this had never happened to her before and she did not know what to make of it. Tenata looked up with a smile and held out the small metal container. “Quellian insisted on a price reduction Mistress.” Tenata spoke softly. “It is a beautiful piece if I do say so. A gift?”

Yuri smiled and nodded her head as she took the box and slid open the cover to reveal the glittering cobalt blue gem on a solid titanium and silver coated chain. “For my daughter.” She said softly in reply.

The voices rose to a crescendo at the vampire kiosk and then there was the female voice of protest. Yuri turned now to watch as one of the Immortals grabbed the female elf’s arm and yanked her close to him with a savage smile. His deep voice carried over the smattering of conversation among the others as everyone became quiet.

“We’ll take the elf bitch as payment then!” He barked at the obviously humbled vampire.

“No!” She screamed trying to struggle against the Immortal’s grip. Her white blond hair was long and lustrous and her violet colored dress fit her like a second skin. Her features were frozen in fear now however, Yuri catching only glimpses of her as she tried to break the grip of the Immortal through the crowd. “Stop! Help me please! Someone help me!”

“Bastards!” Tenata snarled softly and Yuri looked at her.

“What is happening?” She asked.

“Morew gave Nameia to them as payment!” Tenata exclaimed in a harsh whisper. “She… Morew captured her only a few months ago from a settlement somewhere here in The Wilds. He liked the taste of her blood!” Tenata spoke the words contemptuously. “Whatever he defaulted on with Ral'dene, it must have been expensive if he is using Nameia to pay him! The fucking bastard! They’ll… they’ll use her. Break her like they have the others in their harem!”

“No one will do anything?” Yuri asked softly. “I… I did not think slavery was as prominent as it once was.”
Tenata shook her head quickly. “It is still very prominent out here. This far away from the Lycavorian border they can get away with it and not worry about Union forces stopping them. No one will cross Ral’dene and his organization!” She said quickly. “They are brutal killers. Nameia is so independent, but she is still young and naïve to the way things work out here. She will… she will not survive being broken to the will of an Immortal. Having to service one for the rest of her life to survive? It will destroy her.”

“She has not tried to escape?” Yuri asked.

Tenata shook her head slowly. “And go where? No one will help an escaped slave out here. And Morew implanted her with an explosive chip somewhere in her body. All he has to do is activate it and she dies.”

Yuri glanced over once more as the Immortals began to move away. It was then that she caught the terrified gaze of those incredible soft blue/grey eyes as the Immortals began dragging her away. Yuri’s dark brown eyes grew slightly larger under her cowl as she felt a powerful emotion tug at her stomach when she looked at the elf female. An emotion she had never felt before. It was an attraction. A very powerful attraction that drew her in quickly. An attraction that went against everything Yuri had been raised to believe, but now one of the many things that was now in question in her new world. Her head tilted slightly as Yuri watched the elf female vainly struggle to break the Immortal’s grip on her arm. It was then that Yuri acted without thinking about it. She made a decision without knowing why. She tucked the necklace for Onera into her belt pouch and looked at Tenata.

“Thank Quellian for me if you would.” She stated.

Tenata nodded. “Of course.”

“Where are they going?” Yuri asked.

Tenata looked surprised. “I would… I assume back to their compound. Ral'dene will want to break her quickly.” Tenata pointed at the elevator lifts near the far end of the merchant promenade. “Those lifts will take you to them. Why?’

“So that I go in the other direction.” Yuri lied already set on her path.

“Ah…” Tenata answered almost as if she was disappointed. 

“Thank you again.” Yuri said before turning and beginning to move away in the opposite direction, Ma'dur maintaining his pace beside her.

“Princess?” He whispered as they moved. “What…?”

“Return to the landing bay Ma'dur.” Yuri spoke as she adjusted something under her cloak. “Tell Pa'cour I will be along shortly.”
“Princess?”

Yuri stopped as they moved out of the main crowd. “I wish to check on something.” She told him. “Now do as I ask please. I will be along quickly. I saw something in one of the kiosks that we past. A gift for… a gift for my Blessed Husband. It would not… it would not do for you to see it.”

Ma'dur met her eyes and slowly nodded his head. He could not go against her wishes. He had sworn to Pa'cour to obey and protect her and that was his duty. He could only assumed it was some matter of clothing that she would only wear for her husband and she was right, it would not be appropriate for him to see her looking at it or purchasing it. “Remember to be wary Princess.” He spoke. He knew full well that Yuri was capable of taking care of herself but there was no reason to take chances. “I do not wish the General to remove my head for allowing you to put yourself in danger.”

Yuri smiled at him from under her cloak. She reached out and squeezed his arm. “I would never allow that Ma'dur.” She said. “Go… I’ll be along shortly.”

Ma'dur nodded and Yuri watched him turn to head back to where their G9 Runner was docked. The High Coven Long Range version of the G9 was a common sight within The Wilds now. Her mother had authorized its sale on the commercial market to bring in new credits. While their G9 looked like all the others, the ship was definitely not the standard model with its advanced weapons and engines and shroud. Yuri waited until Ma'dur had blended into the crowd and then she turned to look at the lifts on the far end of the promenade. She stepped closer to a wall that was relatively free of people moving back and forth and as she moved into the corners of the wall she wrapped the shadows around herself and disappeared.

Morew was shaking his head in disgust at what had just happened as he moved into the rear area of his Kiosk. He threw down the data pad he held and went to the counter that held several bottles of Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos. He quickly poured himself a glass and was lifting it to his lips when the shadows unwrapped beside him and a very sharp blade was pressed to his throat. Morew was no fool. Whoever this person was, they were skilled enough with the shadows to bypass his rear security and enter the back of his kiosk. That meant they were not someone to be trifled with.

“Answer my questions and you may yet live through this day.” The female voice spoke.

Morew looked down slightly and saw the bluish color of the combat blade. It looked to be very expensive and if he was any judge, crafted by a master weapons dealer. The color marked the blade as being forged from the metals on Paravin he knew and next to the wondrous metal the Union kept so secret, the bladed weapons forged from Paravin metal were the finest in the whole Universe. And hideously expensive. “Put the glass down slowly and do not attempt to do anything stupid. Your pathetic skills are no match for mine and I will leave you on the floor bleeding like a misbegotten pig if you think otherwise.”

Morew did as he was told, slowly lowering the glass back to the counter. “Stealing from me is not a wise move.” He spoke trying to sound imposing.

He heard the female chuckle softly. “If I wanted to steal from you… you would never know until I was gone.” Yuri spoke keeping her eyes focused on Morew from under her cowl. It covered her entire head and draped down over her face halfway, shielding all but her lower jaw and lips from view. “Where are they taking the elf girl?” She asked.

“The elf…” Morew tried to turn his head but the blade pressed tighter and he froze.

“Do not turn.” Yuri snarled softly. “Do not breathe; do not blink in my direction.” She growled. “Answer my question while you still have the ability to talk.” 
“Probably back to their compound!” Morew answered. “Ral’dene will… he will want to break her will quickly.”
“You peddle in flesh often do you?” Yuri asked him.

“Hey! I didn’t want to do that!” Morew snapped. “I liked the elf bitch!”

“So that is all she was to you?” Yuri rasped. “A bitch to be used at your whim?”

“I took her!” Morew snapped. “Lost a good amount of blood having to fight her damned father and brother in order to get her! Ral’dene had me! I had no choice!”

“What right did you have to take her to begin with?” Yuri hissed at him.

“Who are you?” Morew asked now. “What do you want with me? You’re good to have gotten in here without being seen. Real good. I could use someone of your skills.”

“The Immortal compound?” Yuri asked. “How many men?”

“I don’t know!” Morew snapped. “Thirty! Maybe forty!” He turned his head towards Yuri and she blurred before he could look at her, moving behind him and yanking on his hair while driving a booted foot into the back of his knee and dropping him to the floor. He grunted as she yanked back on his head and pressed her blade tighter to his skin.

“I told you not to look towards me!” Yuri snarled. “You don’t listen very well!”

“Fucking bitch!” Morew snarled.

Yuri laughed at him. “Oh… you don’t know the half of it.” She stated. “Have you been inside the compound?”
“What? Yes!” Morew barked as Yuri yanked softly on his hair, exposing more of his neck and throat.

“Where inside will they take her?” Yuri demanded. “And if you lie to me, know that I will get out and I will come for you.”
“There is a side entrance!” Morew almost yelled. “Maintenance entrance! Go in there and turn right down the secondary corridor. You’ll come up to the room she will be in from behind the main entrance! The others are in the next room! Six of them!”

“How do I know you are telling me the truth?” Yuri snarled.

“Because you are a crazy bitch and you are scaring me!” Morew popped.

Yuri laughed. “Now that is a truthful statement.” She said. “Unfortunately… it will not change the outcome.”

“What?” Morew barked.

“I find myself looking at you and being disgusted.” Yuri snarled softly. “We were such a proud race once. Our leaders took us down the wrong path. A path of conquest and they turned us into you! A mercenary! A traitor! A piece of shit!”

“You don’t know me!” Morew snarled.

“You are right.” Yuri said.

“Who the fuck do you think you are?” Morew barked at her.

Yuri yanked on his head even harder, leaning close to the side of his face. “I… I am the harbinger of the doom of your kind!” Yuri snarled viciously. “My sister Narice… she will be the Blessed Instrument of your demise!”

“Na… Narice!” Morew hissed as his eyes went wide. “Fuck! Princess Yuri!” He almost shouted. “You… you’re suppose to be dead!” 

“So I have been told.” Yuri stated before bringing the blade of her knife cleanly across Morew’s throat. Yuri shoved him forward, his head impacting off the counter as he gagged horribly on the blood spurting from his severed arteries. Yuri stepped back quickly, avoiding the spray of blood and cleaning her blade on an errant rag she had scooped up. She waited as Morew clawed the floor, unable to stem to flow of his blood from leaving him and it was over within seconds because of the depth of her cut and catching both arteries. She tossed the rag onto his body and once more wrapped the shadows around her, leaving as she had come. 

An angel of death.

Onera studied the data pad as two of her father’s men carried the last crate onto the G9 containing all of the smaller articles they were picking up. The rest of their cargo would meet with their BLOODRUNNER Heavy Frigate at prearranged coordinates outside the prying eyes of those on Nebonese. Her body armor consisted of an earlier version of the Union ArmorPly, which had been stored at the facility. The scientists with her mother and father had improved significantly on the version, bringing it up to better standards of protection. It was lightweight and very flexible, which suited her fighting style. Her father called her the perfect combination of speed and power, able to use her mother’s vampire abilities to get close to the enemy, but then when she was close she could resort to the strength of her Immortal blood and pummel her enemy to death quickly. It was something Onera was very proud of. 
Onera was also the perfect combination of her mother and father. There was no mistaking who her parents were and Onera wore that knowledge like a badge of pride. She had the skin tone of her father and the exotic features of her mother. Her bone spurs were less prominent on her than a pure Akruxian female, but they were a healthy white color and as far as Onera was concerned, they only added to her beauty. She didn’t know how many Immortals and vampire males alike thought the same. Her beauty and intelligence was not something that made her arrogant or superior to others, it just made her proud that her parents were who they were, no matter their pasts. Onera was the beginning of the good they would do now and Onera knew her mother desperately wanted other children with her father. Part of her redemption would be to raise and school her children with Pa'cour as she hadn’t done with Onera’s half sisters and lone brother. Someday she hoped to meet her sisters and Aunt but Onera had no desire to discover who Dante had become. If ever she was confronted with him, Onera would kill him if she could or run away from him if she couldn’t. Onera trusted her mother implicitly, having no fear that the darkness that was Xaxon still resided somewhere inside her. Onera would know if it did, as would her father. 
No… her mother was completely free of that evil and now only her true self existed. Her mother was an individual now who held more respect and honor than she ever had, though Yuri probably didn’t know it.
Onera looked up at her father’s tall figure as he came down the ramp and moved over to her. “That’s everything that we are picking up here father.” Onera spoke.

Pa'cour nodded. “Good. The sooner we are gone from here the better.” He answered looking around the cargo bay. “This particular trip has been nagging at me since we left.”

Onera looked at her father. He was a thorough man, leaving nothing to chance, but now she could tell he was also worried about something. “What is wrong papa?” She asked softly.

Pa'cour looked at her. “I don’t know really. A feeling mostly. About your mother and something else. It has been with me since we arrived here.”

“Mother is in danger?” Onera asked.

Pa'cour shook his head. “That is part of it… but not the focus of it.” He answered her knowing that Onera would understand him. “There are very few who could stand against your mother on this misbegotten mercenary world. There is something else however… different… I can’t explain it fully.”
Onera reached out instinctively within Mindvoice for her mother and encountered a solid wall of black. Her mother’s shields were at their highest, and she was letting no one in. She glanced up at her father. “Papa…”

Pa'cour nodded. “Yes… she is blocking me as well.” He told her. “We must…” Pa'cour stopped talking when he saw Ma'dur enter the secure landing bay at a quick trot. He was moving directly for them and he waited with dread filling his stomach until the younger Immortal was in front of them. “Ma'dur… where… where is Yuri?” He asked.

“Forgive me General…” Ma'dur spoke quickly out of breath. “The Princess… she said she wanted to buy something… something for you and that I could not be present. She told me to return here. I began to… but then I realized she had tricked me. I went back to the edge of the promenade but she was gone. Pa'cour please…”

Pa'cour held up his hand to the younger man. “No!” He hissed softly. “You are not to blame. Yuri is different now, in more ways than even I know. She is no longer predictable and she will follow her emotions more now. Where did you leave her last?”

“Near Quellian’s jewelry booth.” Ma'dur answered.

Pa'cour nodded. “We must find her.” He spoke urgently. “If it is discovered she is on Nebonese… some fool will think to collect a bounty on her.”

“Bounty?” Onera asked in shock. “Papa… I thought you said the Lycavorian Prince removed the bounty!”

Pa'cour nodded. “He did... and he implied it would not be healthy to pursue it. That will not stop others with more guts than brains from trying to capture her and ransom her off to whoever wishes. There are still many who are too stupid to fear Androcles Leonidas.” He looked at Ma'dur. “Show us where you left her Ma'dur! Quickly!”
It was child’s play really for Yuri to get close to the secondary maintenance hatch into the Immortal compound. She looked at the cooling body of the Immortal who had been standing guard inside the doorway. He had never known what hit him as the Tears of Heaven had struck without remorse and nearly severed his head from his shoulders. Yuri knew she was skilled with dual blades, but until she had began using Vonis’s gift to her, she never realized just how skilled she was. Training with Pa'cour had only improved upon those skills, something Moran had never wanted to do. Yuri doubted she would ever reach the advanced skill of Narice or her daughter Carisia considering the training they had received, but she was more than capable of doing some serious damage. One day… if fate ever allowed it of her… she would embrace her brother and thank her for the gift which had helped her to begin down this path.
Yuri moved quickly, wrapping the shadows around her once more and blurring in motion down the corridor. While Narice and Carisia may have been better with dual blades, like her half sister Isabella, Yuri was a true master of the shadows. Even the slightest shadow within a room would allow her to use them to her advantage, and this she did now. She followed the now dead Morew’s direction and turn down the first corridor she came to. That is when the female cries reached her ears and she felt her blood begin to boil in anger. She gripped Tears of Heaven in her hands and quickened her pace. 

Ral'dene stepped back from the struggling elf female with a savage grin. She was naked now, her clothes having been stripped from her when she was brought in. Her hands were tied above her head to the top of the prisoner rack, her ankles secured at the two bottom corners. Her long, white/blond hair was unique with dark streaks in it. Her face was flawless in its beauty as were all elf females, her body even firmer than those elves they already had prisoner here. He dropped the remains of her jumpsuit on the floor amongst the scattered blankets and clothes already there and looked at her. This is where they broke their elf females and sometimes used them. There were blankets and mats all over the floor. “I am going to enjoy this one.” He said as the two men in the room with him grinned.

Nameia glared at him with hate filled blue eyes. “You… you may break my will… but I will never submit to you!” She screamed.
Ral'dene laughed. “Bitch… when I get done with you… you’ll be begging to suck my cock and serve under me!” He snarled. “If you don’t… you’ll go insane and die!”

“I would rather die!” Nameia hissed back at him.

“We’ll see.” Ral'dene spoke as he began to unbuckle his pants.

He turned when a single Immortal rushed into the room. “Commander!” He barked out the word. “Norev is outside! He is demanding to speak with you.”

“I’m busy.” Ral'dene answered still looking at Nameia.

“Commander… they found Morew’s body inside his kiosk.” The young Immortal spoke. “He is dead. Norev is demanding to know why we killed him even after taking the elf female.”

Ral'dene turned quickly. “Dead?” He spat. “We did not kill the fool vampire.”

“I tried to tell Norev this.” The man said. “He demands to speak with you.”

“Fuck!” Ral'dene snarled. He turned to one of his men. “You remain here.” He ordered. “Do not touch her! You… come with me!” He said to the other.

The room emptied quickly leaving Nameia with the lone Immortal who gawked at her naked form with cruel eyes. She struggled with the bindings holding her hands and ankles but was unable to break them. Tears began to fill her eyes as she realized what was going to happen to her. Tolerating Morew and his filthy touch was one thing, but having to serve an Immortal sexually for the rest of her life like some whore was too much. This Ral'dene beast would break her will and she would become addicted to his foul essence. She would need it nearly everyday to survive. His touch alone made her skin crawl and Nameia could not imagine having to endure that every day. 

Nameia heard the gurgling sound and her head snapped around as she saw the lone Immortal suddenly reach for his throat and drop to his knees unable to speak. The twin fountains of blood arcing from his neck would attribute to that and as he began to teeter and fall over Nameia saw the shadows unwrap from around the decidedly feminine figure wearing a long cloak and cowl. In her hands were twin knives with blue blades, now stained with streaks of blood. She watched in disbelief as the woman snapped out a front kick directly into the falling Immortal’s face. The force of the blow snapped his thick neck with a soft pop causing Nameia’s eyes to grow ever wider as she watched his body flip over and land on the floor face down. She watched as those dual blades spun in the woman’s hands with consummate grace and then they disappeared beneath the cloak as she spat on the Immortal’s now cooling body.

Nameia felt jolts of intense fear shoot through her when the women turned towards her. “I am… please… I do not wish to die!” Nameia stammered, barely able to contain her fear.

Yuri turned to look at Nameia and for a moment that seemed like time stopping Yuri gazed upon her with emotions and desire swirling through her own body unlike anything she had ever felt. The only word Yuri could think to describe her was exquisite. She heard shouting in the other rooms and this snapped her out of her trance like state and she stepped up to the elf female.

“We must move quickly.” Yuri hissed softly. “Before they return.” She drew out one of the blue bladed knives and quickly slashed through the plastic like bindings. The Paravin blade made short work of the bindings and Nameia’s hands dropped to grip Yuri’s shoulders as they were freed.

“Who…” Nameia gasped as all sorts of emotions rippled through her.

Yuri threw back her cowl and Nameia’s eyes flew open. “Princess… Princess Yuri!” She nearly shouted as she drew back her hands and tried to step back away from her. “You… you are dead!”

Yuri gripped her arms tightly, not allowing her to move away, but also not hard enough to hurt her. “The rumors of my death are quite inaccurate.” She spoke quickly. “That pig Morew told me you have an explosive device inside you. Where?”

“He… he sold me to these monsters!” Nameia exclaimed.

Yuri nodded. “And he has paid for that action with his life.” She told her.

“You?” Nameia gasped. “You killed him?”

“The explosive?” Yuri asked again more urgently. “Where is it?”

Nameia shook her head. “I don’t… I don’t know!” She exclaimed. “I could never find anything!”

Yuri reached up and took Nameia’s face in her hands. “Think Nameia!” She insisted. “When Morew was defiling you… is there any part on your body that he ignored?”

“What?” Nameia hissed. “No! He pawed me like… no!” She tried to reach around the small of her back. “My lower back! He never… when he would take me that way he never touched me there!”
Yuri moved around her quickly and her eyes immediately detected the faint scar in the bright light. It was barely discernable but she reached out and ran a fingertip over the scar. Nameia flinched at the touch, but not out of fear. Yuri’s touch sent electric jolts coursing through her. “Yes… this is it.” She stated. “It has to be an R90 Explosive tipped receiver. Did he give the transmitter to the Immortal scum?”
Nameia nodded. “Yes! Take it out!”

“It needs to be removed surgically!” Yuri snapped angrily. “I would hurt you too much trying to take it out here! It’s too close to your spine and it would take too long!” She moved back around in front of her and took her hands. “We have to get you out of here! Outside its range!”

“How?” Nameia nearly sobbed. “They are all over!”

Yuri gripped her hands tightly looking into those eyes. “I will not let them have you!” Yuri exclaimed passionately. “I won’t! Come!” Yuri bent over and snatched a thick blanket from the floor of the room and tossed it around Nameia’s shoulders. “You must trust me.”

Nameia looked at her, staring into her dark brown eyes and for whatever the reason, what she saw staring back at her made Nameia want to trust her no matter who she was. She nodded her head slowly and Yuri gripped her hand.

“No matter what happens do not let go of me.” Yuri told her.

“Or what?” The voice barked and they both spun around to see Ral'dene in the doorway with two other Immortals and a tall vampire. “You were right Norev. You did smell vampire blood in here.” He spoke as he entered the room, the two Immortals moving to either side of the doorway.
Norev was a tall, muscular vampire, a former officer within the High Coven fleet. He was also keenly aware of who was staring back at them. “Princess Yuri.” He spoke in an even voice. “So the rumors of your death are not true?”

Ral'dene looked at him. “Yuri?” He snapped. “You’re sure?”

Norev nodded his head. “I’m sure.” He answered evenly, his eyes never leaving Yuri’s face. 
Ral'dene chuckled as he looked back to Yuri. “Well now… isn’t this a pleasant surprise.” He spoke. “Princess Yuri here in my home. I should be honored.”

Norev looked at Yuri. “You killed Morew?” He asked her.

Yuri stepped in front of Nameia, shielding her body as her hands filled with Tears of Heaven. “I slit his throat like the pig he was.” She snarled.

“She’s feisty!” Ral'dene chuckled. “After I break the elf I will enjoy having her.”

Yuri chortled. “Not likely Immortal.” She spat as she felt the presence within Mindvoice. So close and so very powerful. 

Ral'dene grinned. “I’m going to fuck your ass Princess and listen to you squeal for more.” He growled. “I never liked you or your bastard husband.”

Norev stepped forward slowly, his eyes never leaving Yuri’s face. He had met the Princess on more than one occasion though she probably did not remember. Yuri looked different now. Her face, while drawn back in a snarl of defiance, was much more relaxed and brighter. The darkness that had once clouded her features was gone and Norev saw purpose in those eyes now as they changed to the cobalt blue of her vampire nature. This was not the same Yuri he had seen those times… this Yuri was different. While Ral'dene may not have been able to sense it, Norev could feel the energy charging Yuri’s body now. 
“He is close isn’t he?” Norev asked her.

Ral'dene looked at him. “Who is close? What are you talking about Norev?”

Yuri met Norev’s eyes. “Close enough.” Yuri answered. 

Norev looked at Ral'dene. “Let her take the elf female and go Ral'dene.” He spoke.

“What?” Ral'dene exclaimed looking at him.

“If you wish this encounter to end with your life still belonging to you, let her go.” Norev spoke.

“Why the fuck would I want to do that?” Ral'dene snarled. He held up the small transmitter. “I can kill the elf girl right now and take her! I’ve never fucked a Princess before… and I never liked her!”

“Her Blessed husband is nearby.” Norev spoke once more.

“I’m not afraid of that fool Moran!” Ral'dene barked. “He…”

Norev looked at him. “I’m not talking about Moran!” He shouted. “You haven’t been listening to the rumors have you?”

“I don’t listen to shit I can’t gather myself!” Ral'dene snapped.

Norev looked at Yuri. “You left him. The few rumors we received here said you almost killed him and you left him. That you became the Blessed Wife to your Captain. You dropped off the grid. When the bounty was withdrawn I assumed you had been killed… or even taken prisoner since the implication from the Union was that to pursue the contract against you was not healthy. How did you manage to get the boy Prince to drop the bounty on you?”

“She probably fucked him silly!” Ral'dene retorted thinking it was hysterically funny.
“Shut up you fool!” Norev snarled at him. He turned back to Yuri. “Princess?”

Yuri tightened her grip on Tears of Heaven and felt Nameia press closer to her back. “I did become his Blessed Wife.” Yuri answered calmly. “And we gave Androcles something he wanted far more than my blood.”

“Androcles?” Norev said the word softly. He looked at her for a long moment and then turned to Ral'dene. “Let them go Ral'dene.” He said.

“Again you tell me this!” Ral'dene snorted. “Why?”

“She is the Blessed Wife of an Immortal now you fool! She is Pa'cour’s woman!” Norev barked at him. “And she is under the protection of the Union!”

Ral'dene looked at him. “What?”

Norev nodded. “Her Immortal Captain!” He hissed. “It is said she escaped Moran’s ship with him. That he had taken her as his wife. And if she is standing here now, then the boy Prince did not kill her and he removed the bounty on her head for a reason! Open your eyes Ral'dene and try to think with something other than your cock!”

Ral'dene grinned. “That’s no fun.” He said.

Norev stepped back and held up his hands. “Ral'dene you fool.” He spoke. “I will not be party to this. If you wish to throw your life away go ahead.”
“She is alone!” Ral'dene snarled. “There is no one here to help her and she can’t beat all of us.”

Norev met his eyes. “That is where you are wrong.” He stated.

“Bah! You are too…”

The explosion of shadows was soundless, but very visible as Onera unwrapped the wisps of the shadows from around herself and her father and they exploded into motion. Onera’s heart was racing madly, the adrenalin pumping through her system. She had trained for weeks with her father and mother both but until now she had never known combat. She allowed her training to control her movements and this served her well. Iphan rie Aellseleum was already moving before the shadows had fully faded away from her body and she stepped away from her father. The blade bit deeply into the Immortal soldier beside Ral'dene, her combined Immortal and vampire strength propelling the Dragon Armor forged sword with tremendous speed and power. The Immortal barely had time to blink before Iphan rie Aellseleum cut completely through his left arm that held the hand weapon. Onera didn’t watch the Immortal’s eyes fly open in agony as she gripped the pommel with both hands and twisted the blade in mid air, snapping it back upwards. As the Immortal bent his head to look down at his arm on the floor of the room, the tip of Iphan rie Aellseleum came whistling up and sliced through the Immortal’s neck like a hot knife through butter. Blood erupted from his nearly severed head as his body tumbled to the side and Onera turned to protect her mother. She blurred in motion and was instantly beside Norev, Iphan rie Aellseleum pressed none too gently to his throat and Norev staring with wide eyes at the stunning beauty of the half Immortal half vampire female with the savage cobalt blue vampire eyes.
The moment Onera began unwrapping the shadows from around their bodies Pa'cour was moving. It was child’s play for him, tracking the scent of Yuri’s blood, as she no doubt knew it would be. She was just as much a part of him now as he was of her and they would be able to find each other amongst thousands if need be. Pa'cour’s left hand came up in a single eye blink and he fired his silenced K14 KM from point blank range right into the face of the second Immortal soldier beside Ral'dene. The spray of blood coated Ral'dene’s left side with blood and brain matter and froze him in his spot in shock for three tortuously long seconds. More than enough time for Pa'cour to twist his body and bring Halize rie Aellseleum up in a single graceful swing and then slash downward three times in quick succession. Ral'dene howled out his pain as each cut bit into his flesh and carved out deep, ugly wounds across his chest that began to leak blood at an explosive rate. Pa'cour snapped out with his right boot and smashed Ral'dene in the face as he began to double over, flipping the large Immortal up and back. He crashed onto his back on the floor with a loud groan of pain and the air leaving his lungs. He stepped closer and drove Halize rie Aellseleum down with incredible force, impaling Ral'dene through the side and pinning him to the floor, his hands wrapped around the bloody blade.
Pa'cour turned to look at Yuri and he rose back to his full height and crossed the room to her in three strides, sweeping her up in his arms. Yuri smiled brightly as his arms closed around her and she held his broad shoulders.

“It took you long enough to find me husband.” She spoke laconically.

Pa'cour glared at her, trying to be angry and failing. Finally he just kissed her hard on the lips standing among the death and blood. Yuri whimpered softly and squeezed his thick arms before she drew her head back. “You and I will talk about your reckless actions my Blessed Wife!” He growled at her.

Yuri gripped his face in her hands. “I had to come husband.” She said softly. “I…”

Pa'cour shook his head. “Not now.” He spoke. “We must leave before this fool’s men begin to realize he is no longer their leader.”

“If they haven’t heard his wails of pain. What a baby!” Onera commented looking at her father.

Pa'cour turned quickly and looked at Norev. “What about him?” He asked.

Yuri squeezed his arm and stepped forward. “What about you… Norev is it?” Yuri asked.

Norev bowed his head slightly. “I have not seen you Princess.” He spoke. “I… you are not the same as I remember you to be Princess. There is something different about you now.” He spread his hands out slowly causing Onera to move quickly and bring Iphan rie Aellseleum up in a single heartbeat to press to his throat. Yuri blurred forward to stand in front of him, her face twisted in anger.

“Why have you become like this?” She snarled at him. “Morew! How many other purebloods in your group have become nothing more than vith’ez maggots?”

Norev lifted his face and looked at her. “Morew was a pig and you gave him the end he deserved!” Norev hissed. “What were we to do Princess? Your… your mother was destroying the Coven like a cancer. From inside. She and Moran were driving us to extinction! It was either fight for them and die or desert and at least die free! Die by our own choice! The Kavalians were beating us and Moran’s tactics… your mother’s tactics… they were helping them!”

“How many of your men are like Morew?” Yuri barked.

“Morew was not part of my crew! He joined us here!” Norev spoke.

“Your crew?” Pa'cour asked moving closer.

Norev nodded. “My crew. BLOODLETTER-Class Cruiser. RED MIST. It is under Shroud just at the edge of the system. I don’t bring it close to this retched planet!”

“Your crew?” Yuri asked.

Norev met her eyes. “Most of them came with me when we deserted. I had their families rendezvous at a secret location and then we took them and left. The MIST is overcrowded but we are making do.”

“You have families on your ship?” Yuri asked him.

Norev nodded. “Nearly a hundred and forty families.” He replied. “Women, children. Mothers. Fathers. I couldn’t ask them to leave their loved ones behind and be killed by the Kavalians or something stupid your mother or Moran did.”

Pa'cour stepped closer. “You have family on your ship?”

Norev met his eyes. “A wife and two daughters.” He replied.

“Quellian says you and your group are no better than these Immortals.” Yuri spoke.

Norev looked at her once more. “This is The Wilds Princess. If you appear weak you die. We are protecting our families now and to appear weak puts them at risk. Yes… we have smuggled goods and conducted some very violent and immoral things… but to protect those we love… we would do far more. Our only purpose now is to protect them.”

“And what if you and your men had purpose once more?” Yuri asked him.

Norev met her gaze evenly. “Your sister… Empress Narice… she would never allow us to return to the Coven after the things we have done. No matter how much we would want to. She is purging all the bad blood from the Coven even now.”

“You still care about the Coven?” Yuri asked him.

“The High Coven is my home!” Norev snarled. “I would never betray the Coven to the Kavalian dogs or anyone else! Never. And neither would any of my men!”

“Yet she works closely with the Lycavorian Union.” Yuri said. “Her Blessed husband is Arrarn Leonidas. They help to defend us even now.”

Norev nodded his head. “We should never have been enemies with the Union.” He stated calmly. “We are more like them than many of our people wish to admit.”

“How many of your men work for Moran?” Yuri asked him. “Putting spies in a group like yours is something he would do.”

Norev shook his head. “Morew is the only one who was an outsider. The only reason I allowed him to join us was because of his contacts here in The Wilds.”

“What if I gave you purpose again?” Yuri asked. “You are still loyal to the Coven… then help me.”

“Mother?” Onera gasped.

Yuri held up her hand though Pa'cour said nothing. He was thinking along the same lines as Yuri and he knew having a ship and men like this Norev would be a huge asset. “Tell me Norev. You wish to defend the Coven. You wish to have purpose and honor once more.”

“Doing what?” Norev asked. “I don’t know what has changed about you Princess but you are different. I will not work to subvert your sister in order to put you back on the throne. The Empress… she is the only hope we have as a people now. I will not work against her.”

Yuri shook her head quickly. “I have no desire to reclaim leadership of the High Coven Norev.” She told him. “And you are correct that only Narice can repair the damage my mother and even I have done through the millennia. No… I wish to see my sister succeed. I wish to see the Coven brought back to what it once was. I am not trying to subvert my sister… I am going to help her.” 

“Help her?” Norev asked.

Yuri nodded. “I am going to help her by doing the things she can not as Empress.” Yuri spoke. “From the shadows.”

“And she… she knows this?” Norev asked.

Yuri shook her head. “No… she has no idea.”

“Then why?” Norev asked.

Yuri looked first at Pa'cour and then Onera. Her eyes returned to his then. “Because I have found something in this universe that means more to me than power and strength. In order to protect that… I need to protect my sister and what she does.” Yuri paused. “Perhaps one day… perhaps one day I will be able to walk within the Coven’s borders and my actions will be forgiven… but not now. Now I must help Narice from the shadows.” She met Norev’s eyes. “You and your men can have that purpose too. Your families will be safe and want for nothing. We will pick our battles and not throw lives away.”
Norev blinked twice but nodded. “Done.” He spoke.

Pa'cour looked at him. “That was fast.” He stated.

Norev looked at him. “There is nothing more glorious than fighting to win back the honor we have lost as a people.” He stated. “As the Princess said… perhaps one day we will be able to walk among the Coven with our heads held high. My daughters will be able to do this. That is what we want. You of all of us should know that feeling Pa'cour.”

Pa'cour nodded his head. “Indeed I do.” He stated.

“How many other females are here?” Yuri asked.

Norev returned his eyes to her. “Six. All in the next room.” He answered. “The other Immortals are in the entertainment hall on the other side of the compound. It is why none have discovered what has happened here. They will though… and soon.”

“Then we get the others and we leave.” Yuri spoke. “I have no desire to remain here any longer than necessary. We must get Nameia and the others up to Nalavi so that he can help them.”
“I will help you.” Norev spoke. “I know the compound and it will be harder than you think convincing the other elf females it’s safe to leave. They have been here longer and are…”

Pa'cour nodded. “They are broken.” He said softly. He took a deep breath and reached behind his back under his cloak. He drew out two large blocks of explosive. “And I intend to insure they never do such a thing again.” He snarled.

Yuri nodded and turned to Nameia who was quite lost. She gripped Nameia’s hands. “Can you help us?” She asked. “If not… Onera can get you out of here to safety.”

Nameia looked at Yuri, not understanding why this pureblood vampire female drew her in so deeply. She was strong and decisive and her beauty was almost surreal but she knew well the history of Yuri Moran. She was known for being exceptionally cruel and violent. She was also what many called a loose cannon. The woman standing before her was none of those things, yet she was all of them. Staring into those cobalt blue vampire eyes Nameia felt a wave of confidence swirl through her. Confidence and attraction. She had nothing left in her life, her family killed by Morew. Perhaps this was fate’s way of trying to make amends. She trusted this woman for some reason. Trusted her more than she trusted herself and she decided quickly what she would do. Nameia squeezed her hands back. “Yes.” She said without really thinking about it. 

Yuri nodded and turned back to Pa'cour. “We must move quickly.” She said.

“Quickly does not begin to describe how fast we must move.” He answered as he moved to the door. “Onera… follow me daughter.”

SCIMITAR
ORBITING SOLMAR  

“… A little worn out there Andro.” Sa'sur spoke with a grin as they sat in their joint offices.
Andro lowered the mug of his mother’s coffee and grinned. “I claimed Sehri last night.” He replied looking at her. Sa'sur’s mate was a Lycavorian and he had turned her long ago so she knew the significance of that. They also did not keep many things from each other as long as they had worked together. “We may have… overdone it.”

Sa'sur laughed at his expression and nodded. “No apologies necessary.” She said. “She’s a beautiful young woman. Just like all of your wives and mates. I hope she is the last one though. It’s getting kind of hard to keep track of them.”

“Carians yes!” Andro exclaimed. “I don’t want or need anymore! I’d end up killing myself!”
Sa'sur laughed now as well and sat back in her chair. After a moment she lowered her own mug of tea and looked at him. “So now what?” She asked. “I’m kind of surprised we haven’t detected a Kavalian force moving here now to try and retake the colony to be honest.”

Andro shook his head and leaned forward on the couch. “No. Keleru set up this entire operation to eliminate Byka and Azlenr and to try and make himself look good on the Netnews. He failed at that. He won’t try and retake this colony when they succeeded in taking the others. He’s not that stupid.”

“Too bad. I was hoping he might try something. We got three entire Fleet Groups in the vicinity now. We would have pounded anything he sent this way.” Sa'sur answered. “The civilians have seemed to accept the Kavalian troops. Most of them knew the Puma Bane assholes were the ones to be afraid of. And the Kavalian troops are going out of their way to help in any way they can.”

Andro nodded. “I think we have acquired solid allies in Azlenr and Byka. Their men trust them… especially now that they know their families are safe.”

“They don’t seen like such a bad lot.” Sa'sur said.

Andro nodded his head. “Yes, but we will take no chances. Lisisa is already establishing contacts with several of the Bontawillian and elven engineers. They will be our eyes and ears when we leave.”

“Where are we going?” Sa'sur asked.

“We’re going to return to Earth for the moment.” Andro said. “I need to get a handle on how much losing those colonies means and what we can do to counter the effects. And Sehri’s mother has already gone on ahead with Kelelm to meet with Tenna Deia as a member of the Rothryn government.”

Sa'sur nodded. “Then what?”

Andro looked at her as he got to his feet. “Then I talk to Arrarn and Narice who will be meeting us there.” He shook his head. “I never really understood how much my father was involved in the political matters of the Union. I thought he hated it.”

“He does.” Sa'sur said as she got to her feet. “That doesn’t mean he isn’t damn good at it.” She told him. 

“Better than me for sure.” Andro said.

“Don’t sell yourself short Andro.” Sa'sur told him. “This is new to you just like it was with your father. You just do what he did and follow your heart.”

Andro met her eyes. “And has he had enemies all around him even among our own people?” He asked.

“Especially among our own people.” Sa'sur said. “There will always be the fools who think they know what’s best for everyone. Or that they can do a better job. Icho is just one of dozens who think like that. I got a feeling Sadi straightened Ulana out… but we’ll see. Your father never let it change who he was… and you’re doing a damn fine job of impersonating him.”

Andro smiled. “You know… for the longest time all I have ever wanted was to come out from what I perceived as my father’s shadow.” He said softly. “I am coming to realize that it was not his shadow I was walking in, but one of my own making. I think like him and act like him not because I am his son, but because I believe in what he believes in. Those are the conclusions I have come to after seeing all we have seen.”
“Not so bad are they?” Sa'sur said.

Andro shook his head. “No they are not.” He answered. “Keep me advised of any new movements by Keleru and his ilk as they come across. I’m going to get with Lisisa and then have breakfast with my mates. We’ll meet with Azlenr and Byka this afternoon and begin to plan the movement and redeployment of their forces.”

Sa'sur nodded. “I’ll be here.” She stated.

Andro nodded with a smile and then headed out of their office to move down the corridor. Andro was silent as he walked down the corridor, his mind on many things but after last night with his wives and mates, his main thoughts were on how to get to the Beta Quadrant as soon as possible and scoop Caliria into his arms and ask for her forgiveness. Her forgiveness for letting her go and putting her in the situation he had. He knew Sadi and the others missed her and they were still somewhat miffed at him in how he went about that. He needed to make amends but the longer he remained here; he feared the harder it would be for Caliria to accept and forgive him. As he entered the elevator to take him to the mess deck he looked up and saw Jomann quickly enter the elevator with him. This brought him out of his mindset as the doors closed.

“Jomann.” He said in greeting.

Jomann nodded. “Andro.” He said with a grin. “Looking a little ragged there my friend.” He spoke.

Andro smiled as he saw the state of Jomann’s eyes. “You are one to talk.” He said. “Eli is coming into phase isn’t she?”

Jomann tried to hide his embarrassment but it didn’t take with Andro. They were far too close as friends now, as well as what the King now called them. Praetorians. “Let me just say that I may have gained several cavities last night as sweet as her scent was. I…”
Andro grabbed his arm. “Jomann… she’s my sister.” He stated. “Way too much information my friend.”

Jomann laughed. “Sorry.” He said. 

“What about Brendi?” Andro asked.

Jomann looked at him. “We are not actively pursuing her if that is what you mean.” He said in reply. “Eliani desires her deeply, but she also knows what type of person Brendi is. She is not willing to risk losing her by moving too fast.”
“And you are ok with that?” Andro asked.

Jomann nodded. “Eliani is my Anome. I am hers. There is no doubt there. None. Neither of us could desire another if we both did not desire the same person, you know that better than most Andro.”

Andro nodded. “I do.”

“We both desire Brendi. We both want her in our lives. We are willing let things develop on their own.” Jomann said.
Andro grinned. “Wow… Eli usually isn’t so calm and patient about things. She must be serious.” He said. 

Jomann smiled. “We are.” He said.

Andro nodded. “We are going to have to pull Dorian aside soon Jomann. He needs to fully understand what we both sense in him. He needs to know and understand what it means.”

Jomann nodded as the doors to the elevator opened and they exited on the mess deck. “I agree.” He said as they walked towards the mess lounge. “I don’t think I fully understand what it means Andro… but I do know we need to talk with him.”
“We’ll know more when we have a chance to speak with Murano.” Andro said. “One of the few bright spots father found on his trip. We…” Andro came up short with Jomann beside him when he looked up and saw Sehri’s sister Osbela blocking their path. “Lady Osbela…” Androcles stated. “Is there something I can help you with?”

“Prince Androcles… I was wondering if I could have a moment of your time.” Osbela spoke sweetly as she batted her eyes at him.

“What can I do for you?” Andro asked.

Osbela looked at Jomann. “Alone I mean.” She said quickly. “It’s of a rather sensitive nature.”

Andro knew immediately what was going on for he could sense Osbela trying to use a female aura she could not control or direct as her sister Sehri could. He smiled and bowed his head to her. “Captain Jomann is my First.” He said. “There is nothing he can not know.”

This seemed to thrown Osbela for a split second but she recovered quickly. “It’s… it concerns my sister Sehri actually.” She said. “With my mother gone on to Earth I feel it is my obligation to speak up for her.”

“Ah…” Andro said. He looked at Jomann. “Jomann… I’ll be along shortly.”

[Are you sure Andro?] Jomann asked. [Given what you have told me and what I have heard…]

Andro nodded his head. [Trust me… I know what is going on here.] He said. [I will be fine.]

Jomann nodded. [I’ll let Sadi and the others know you will be right behind me.]
Andro nodded and then turned back to Osbela as Jomann walked towards the entrance to the mess lounge. Osbela watched him enter and then returned her gaze to Androcles. “It’s much better this way.” She said. “Is there someplace where we can speak more privately?”

Andro looked around and saw the corner into a maintenance corridor and he motioned with his hand. “This way.” He said. He watched Osbela smile and then move in that direction. He followed and in a moment they were in the corridor which was much less traveled than the main corridor. “So how can I help you?” He asked as Osbela turned and looked at him. “And how does this concern Sehri?”
“My mother… my mother told me that Sehri has displayed an… interest in you if you will.” Osbela said. “That you and she believe there is a connection of some sorts between you. Her abilities have had her with the Circle of Shamans since she was very little and when she turned sixteen she… she swore a vow of celibacy to the Circle. I believe she may be infatuated with you and not fully understand who and what you are.”

Andro smiled calmly. “And you do?” He asked folding his hands behind his back.

Osbela smiled. “I do.” She said reaching up and running her hand along Andro’s shoulder and down his arm. “You are a Crown Prince of your people. A position of power and prestige. You are a virile man… strong and intelligent.” Osbela returned her eyes to Andro and saw him gazing at her. “You deserve a woman of similar stature. Like your other mates.”

“And I suppose that would be a woman like yourself?” Andro asked her evenly.
Osbela smiled shyly and looked down. “Well… yes. I suppose I am.” She answered meeting his eyes with an inviting gaze.

Andro nodded. “You should probably know… I claimed Sehri last night.” He stated seeing Osbela’s face tighten in surprise and her eyes go wide. “Funny thing though… she was none of those things. In fact… she was quite adventurous and inventive.” Andro smiled at the look on her face and bowed his head slightly. “If you’ll excuse me.”

Osbela stood there in shock and complete embarrassment. She watched Andro’s back turn and go around the corner of the corridor and Osbela suddenly became very angry. She clenched her fists and stormed off to find her sister and Shaman Master Harira.
Sheva Juconi looked around the inside of Dorian Leonidas’s quarters and shook her head slowly. His equipment and weapons were strewn about the main living area and she could see a trail of clothes leading into his bedroom. She didn’t understand why he had wanted quarters so close to the dorsal hull of the ship. It was a dangerous place if they ever came under intense attack, only twelve centimeters of Depleted Laminate Crystanium Weave hull molded with an inner and outer layer of Dragon Armor stood between him and the void of space. Jomann had asked her to collect him and join them for breakfast in the mess lounge and she had reluctantly agreed. She hadn’t seen him fighting on Solmar, indeed she was angry that he had gotten involved at all, but she had read and heard the reports and comments from those who had fought beside him and all of them praised his skill and actions.
Sheva looked around his quarters listening the dull drum of the shower, taking in the holoimages on the computer desk as well as the credenza along the bulkhead. There were several large paintings hanging on the walls that depicted scenes from Lycavorian history, one of the them at some point during the Battle of Thermopylae. These were not standard paintings or pictures and she realized that someone had decorated his quarters for him. She moved to the credenza and thumbed through the selection of reading discs on the top and the odd collection of music. It was varied and contained different material on war and philosophical teachings, some old and some new. It was certainly not what she expected from Dorian Leonidas given how he acted in many ways. She still considered him a child Sheva knew… only months old, yet occupying the body of a young man. She still had issues with this arrangement and it did not sit well with her or her primary duty. It did not help matters in the least that the body he had was sculpted perfection as far as she was concerned and it troubled her deeply that she was so physically attracted to him. She did not understand how she could find him so striking given that she knew how he had been born. She also didn’t understand why that mattered. It had been so long since she had last been with a man and no matter how much she tried to deny it; Dorian Leonidas excited her more than any man she had ever been with.
As she turned from the credenza, the activated data pad on the computer desk caught her eye and she moved to the desk and picked it up. Her eyes grew wide when she saw that it was her entire personal file. Her entire life within the Union. Fresh anger surged through her though she had no idea why and his deep voice caused her to nearly jump out of her skin.
“You come into people’s quarters uninvited often do you?” Dorian spoke.

Sheva’s head came up and she stepped back several steps before catching herself. She hadn’t heard or sensed him come into the main room. Her eyes grew even wider when she saw he was dripping wet and holding a rather smallish towel around his waist. Her shock quickly turned back to anger and she held up the data pad. 

“What are you doing with this?” She demanded. “You have no right!”
Dorian moved further into the main room holding the towel tightly. “I have no right?” He stated calmly. “You can know all there is to know about me… but I am not allowed the same courtesy? Is that what you are saying?”

“I am… I am Durcunusaan! It is my… my duty to know these things!” Sheva barked.

Dorian stopped a few feet in front of her and Sheva felt her blood stir as she glared at him, his exceptionally powerful body on display for her to see. He almost matched his brother in definition and appeared to be just as heavily muscled as him. This apparently did not take away from his speed according to the reports she had seen. 

“Is it also your duty to come into my quarters uninvited?” Dorian asked her. 

“Jomann… Jomann asked me to collect you.” Sheva stammered. “To meet your brother for breakfast.”

“Ever hear of using the chime?” Dorian asked her. His own wolf blood was stirring as well, combined with the pureness of his mother’s vampire blood, it made for a very nearly irresistible combination.
Sheva glared at him. “I am your Captain!” She growled. “I do not need to use the chime!”

Dorian met her gaze. “You are my Captain and you think it is beneath you!” He snapped. “You think I don’t know how you feel about being assigned to me?”

Sheva blinked quickly. “You… you don’t know what you speak of?” She finally told him.

“Don’t I?” Dorian spat moving closer to her. “You think I haven’t heard you complain to Jomann? To a few others? You think it is beneath you! You think I am a child in an adult’s body! That I’m unnatural and some sort of abomination!”

Sheva’s eyes grew wide. “I never said that!” She barked.

“But you think it.” Dorian snapped. “You don’t hide your surface thoughts as well as you should.”

“You… you have read my thoughts?” She hissed at him. “You have no right!”

“When you wear your thoughts on your sleeve about me as you do, it’s hard not too!” Dorian growled at her moving even closer, his anger and desire driving him now. Her sweet scent, a combination of berries and apples to his wolf nose, was maddening to him. “You think I am some sort a monster! And a child at that!” He spat, towering over her five foot one frame.
Sheva didn’t back down however, glaring back at him. “You… you act like a child at times!” She snapped. “You are reckless! And arrogant! And you…”

“Go ahead!” Dorian snarled. “Spit it all out! You think it is beneath your wonderful skills to be babysitting me! You have thought this since the day my mother appointed you my Captain Sheva!”

“YES!” Sheva shouted as her light green eyes flared in anger. “Is that what you want to hear?” She barked. “Yes damn it! You act like an impudent child at times! You are extremely overconfident and believe your skills will get you out of any danger! You are…”
“Why don’t you admit why you really want to get away from me?” Dorian snapped at her, his desire and want for this woman making him brave and confident because he could smell the desire for him wafting from Sheva’s pores no matter how much she tried to fight it.

Sheva blinked again. “Wha… what?” She gasped.

“You know what I’m talking about.” Dorian hissed softly. Andro had told him if he truly wanted something to go after it. If he felt Sheva was what he truly wanted, then go after her. The worst she could do was reject him. At least then Dorian would know where he stood. He was going to go after her now and determine what part of his future Sheva Juconi would play in it. “Admit it!”

Sheva looked at him. “What… what are you talking about?” She stammered trying to gain control of her own emotions which were rapidly spiraling out of control. He was so close to her, so dominant and handsome. He was the most incredibly beautiful man she had ever laid her eyes on in over three hundred years of life, and it had been so very long since she had shared the warmth of a man. None of the men she had bedded in the past could hold a candle to Dorian in any way. He brimmed with confidence and intelligence and knowledge that he should not have given how he came into this world. Sheva did not understand it, for while she was considered a Tier Six Mindvoicer, she had never delved into the capabilities that skill afforded her. She tried to avoid using it at all costs because she did not believe she actually had this skill or that she could actively use it in any way. 

However, Sheva could not deny it now. She could not deny what Dorian made her feel and it terrified her that he could elicit these emotions in her so easily. She watched as he stepped closer to her, causing her to inch back until she was against the bulkhead. She could almost taste the blood running through his veins. Mixed blood yes, but blood that was purer than anything she had ever smelled and her mouth almost watered at the desire to taste it.

“I think you know what I mean.” Dorian spoke in a voice that now openly held passion in it. Passion and desire and confidence. All traits of a man who had many more years of life than Dorian Leonidas, yet traits that exuded from him now. And it was utterly maddening to Sheva.
Sheva looked at him with wide eyes hearing the voice and feeling his pulse pounding in the tiny space between them. His brown eye had shrunk and was now surrounded by the thick black ring that gave away his wolf blood, while his cobalt blue eye had become even brighter than normal. “You… back up please!” She rasped out the words. “This isn’t… I…”
Dorian moved closer to her now, reaching up with his left hand to run his fingers along the edge of her jaw and seeing her body react to his touch. His blood was on fire and he could no longer hold back the emotions. “Leave!” He hissed softly. “Leave Sheva! Before I can’t… before I can’t stop my desire for you!” He husked the words to her forehead. “Go! I will… I will tell Jomann and my brother to reassign you! I will…”
Sheva could not deny it any longer. She did not want to deny it. The scent of his blood was so staggering. The heat of his desire for her was unlike anything she had ever felt from any man. Dorian Leonidas didn’t want to bed her as a conquest… Dorian wanted to possess her. He wanted to have every bit of her. She reached up with a shaking hand and covered his larger hand with her fingers feeling the heat of his skin and body. Her mind told her not to look up, but her body and her heart were wining this battle and she lifted her now cobalt blue vampire eyes into his face and saw his unique eyes once more.

“Dor… Dorian I… you…” He did not give her the opportunity to finish her words and Sheva was so very happy he didn’t. He leaned over and covered her trembling lips with his own and then he was lifting her petite form into his arms, the towel falling away from around his waist and he was pinning her to the bulkhead as he kissed her with a ferocity Sheva had never known. Sheva let go of everything then, all of her doubts and the misgivings that Dorian would never know. She simply surrendered to what was racing through her because it was the most divine thing she had ever felt in her life. Her whimper of delight was very audible as she wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and surrendered to that fearsome kiss with ardent fervor.

Sheva could feel his hands working, pulling at her uniform urgently, and nearly tearing her fatigue top off with his combined wolf and vampire strength. He didn’t even attempt to lift her t-shirt from over her head; he simply shredded that with his strength from the front and then pulled her even closer. Then Sheva’s bare breasts, firm mounds of flesh topped with small but hard nipples were pressing into his bare chest and setting her body on fire. She began helping him then, her hands tearing at her pants, trying to get them off her body. He somehow managed to unlace her boots in their movements and soon they were flying across the main living area as she pushed her pants below her hips. His powerful hands took control then and he pulled them down her legs until she was suddenly very naked in his arms. His large hands filled with her small, but incredibly firm asscheeks and Sheva tore her lips from his when she felt it. Her center was drenched, more wet than she had ever been in her life and she burned with need.
“Dor… Dorian wait!” She gasped with wide eyes at feeling the scorching hot organ press against her opening. “You… it’s too…”

Sheva Juconi tossed her head back and screamed in utter, cataclysmic bliss as Dorian Leonidas pulled her hips down and speared her fully in one, soul robbing, eleven and a half inch plunge that seemed to last forever. When their groins smashed together at the end of her plunge, Sheva erupted in the most mind numbing orgasm she had experienced in over three hundred years of life. Her body shuddered almost violently and she wrapped her arms and legs around his powerful body, locking her ankles around Dorian’s waist at the small of his back as her sweet juices coated their groins. She held on for dear life as Dorian pulled her away from the bulkhead and began to stomp across his quarters towards the bedroom. Each step drove Sheva deeper and deeper into orgasmic frenzy and she was crying out again even before he was through the doorway into his bedroom.

Dorian would not be joining his brother for breakfast, but through his pleasure clouded mind and the feel of Sheva’s incredible body wrapped in his arms, Dorian sensed his brother’s happiness for him at what he would experience. Deep in his mind he felt Andro close a door and then Dorian was all alone with Sheva. 
Dorian Leonidas was not about to waste that time.

USU OZEIB 7 
YDARE

VENTASH’MA PROVISIONAL GOVERNMENT CHAMBERS

There were twelve Ventash’ma now, three of them newly elected to go along with the thirty-two Sector Governors from all of High Coven space that was free of Kavalian control. The table in the room was massive, able to seat all of them in an oval shape and insuring they had equal line of sight to where Narice sat on one end of the table at the head. Computer monitors and control consoles were in front of every man and women, data pads and discs stacked to the sides or simply strewn across the table in some areas. Cooled pictures of cloned blood resides all over the table, half empty glasses near everyone. They had arrived early this morning to discuss and vote on several items of importance, the first vote just finishing up as each individual man and women typed on their monitors. 

Ventash’ma Datarik glanced over to the head of the table and watched as Narice’s aide Felisa sat just behind her to the right and was whispering into her ear. He had to admit to himself that since Narice’s return, their future had become so much brighter as a people. Datarik was a loyal and committed member of the vampire species, but he was also very intelligent and knew when they had to change as a people in order to survive. Aikiro and Veldruk never knew that, or they never tried to know it, and they had brought the High Coven to the brink of destruction. He wondered for a moment what they would think of their youngest daughter being in charge now and the radical changes that she was making in how they did things. The ten Ventash’ma oversaw the thirty-two sector governors and those governors had been very hastily elected by the people they represented in the first weeks of Narice coming to power. Some of the sectors were larger than others, but for the moment everyone within the High Coven had a voice in the direction of their people now, and for the first time in their history, three members of the Ventash’ma were under the age of ten thousand years. 
Datarik knew there would be dissent among them, but now they no longer had to worry about a visit by the secret police in the middle of the night for voicing their opinion on what to do. Unlike most of the other Ventash’ma however, Datarik knew Narice was not her mother or sister. She would not tolerate the back room deals or proposals. Her values and morals were solid and immovable. She would not be swayed in another direction if it did not benefit the people of the High Coven. He was going to enjoy being part of Narice’s rule.
Datarik saw Narice nod to Felisa and she got to her feet. “Very well everyone… the final vote is unanimous.” She spoke. “Forty-four to zero. We will reopen the Vorellian Ruby Mines on Hongar. The Hongar will mine the rubies and will receive seventy-five percent of the profit from these mines to improve the state of their planet and surrounding colonies, as well as upgrade their mining equipment. The Coven will use our twenty-five percent to refund and balance the use of the Coven Dakar.”

Narice saw the governor of the sector Hongar was in nod his head enthusiastically. “This will go a long way to helping insure stability and long term currency value Empress.” He spoke. “And the Hongar will have more than enough to fund the projects for their people. Most of that material will be bought from our companies anyway.”

Narice nodded. “As long as we trade with them on a fair level Governor.” She spoke. “I do not want to hear that our companies are inflating their prices to make a profit. The Hongar have been part of the Coven since the very beginning and I will not repeat the mistakes of my father by treating them as he did.”

The man nodded. “I will see to it personally.” He said in reply.
Narice nodded and looked around the table. “Very well. It’s been a long day I know… but I think we have accomplished more than we thought we could. Let’s…”

“Excuse me Empress?” The Governor spoke from halfway down the table.

Narice looked at him and glanced down at her data pad. “Yes… Governor Torlen is it?”

The man nodded and rose to his feet. “Yes Empress… Governor to Sector twenty-Three.” He replied. “There is another issue that we have not yet brought up. Some of my colleagues do not deem it important… but those in my region do.”

Narice tilted her head. “Really?” She spoke. “What issue would that be?”
Datarik looked at the man. “I told you this was not the time or place to broach this subject

Torlen!”

“I disagree.” Torlen spoke. “Respectfully of course Ventash’ma Datarik.”

Narice looked between the two men and then back to Torlen. “What am I missing?” She asked.

Torlen returned his gaze to her. “The citizens of the High Coven that I represent are… more traditional than most.” He spoke smoothly. 

Narice nodded. “Yes I know that.” She spoke. “What are you getting at Governor?”

“Several dozen of the older, more influential families have come to me and asked when they will be allowed to present their sons to you for inspection.” Torlen said.

Narice shook her head. “Excuse me… inspection? Why on earth would I need to inspect them?” She asked.

Torlen nodded his head. “So that you may chose a pureblood husband to rule beside you of course. It is the custom for the Empress to do this when she is not joined, according to our laws. This is how your mother chose your father.”

“I know how my mother chose my father Governor.” Narice spoke. “I am not my mother however, and I already have a Du'ased M'ranndii Governor. A man who I love beyond words of expression. And I have a lover who I love beyond words. This is not going to change.”
“Your husband is a Prince of the Lycavorian Union.” Torlen pressed. “He is a half breed himself and much younger than you. Since the beginning of the Coven, our Empress and or Emperor has always been pure of blood. The more influential families in my sector are expecting you to follow this birthright as well.”

“Are they?” Narice spoke.

Torlen nodded his head. “It would not be unusual for you to have a consort. Arrarn Leonidas could fill this role if you wish. The woman Toria as well. But it does insures that a pureblood vampire is always ready to rule and any heirs are pureblood as well.”

Narice sat back in her chair slowly, her dark eyes boring into Torlen as he stood there with no idea of the arrogance he was portraying. “Let me get this straight…” She began to speak. “You want me to tell Arrarn Leonidas, who I love more than my own life and whose name I carry proudly, that out of political necessity I need to share a bed with another man and produce a child from that relationship? All while he watched and endured his wife sleeping with another man?” Narice leaned forward at the table. “That is what you are saying Governor?”
“That is how things have been done for millennia Empress.” Torlen said.

“Oh… then I suppose you won’t mind if I tell you that I need your wife of three thousand four hundred and two years needs to bed an Immortal or two in order to keep relations between our two people calm.” Narice spat. 

Felisa couldn’t help but chuckle softly beside Narice and she looked over to the side and saw her Immortal husband Ki'nuq and Colonel Co'kal standing along the wall with wide eyes at Narice’s words.
Torlen looked at Narice with equally wide eyes. “Certainly not!” He hissed dramatically.

“But you expect me to do this?” Narice demanded. 

“I… I am only explaining to you how… how things have worked for millennia.” Torlen spoke. “And what those within my sector expect.”

Narice nodded her head. “Then you go back to them and tell them this.” She spoke getting to her feet. “I am Narice Leonidas! Arrarn Leonidas is my Du'ased M'ranndii and that will not change! Not now! Not in the future! Any children I bear will be his children and no one else’s! I would never betray the man I love in such a way! Never! Nor would I betray Toria in such a way!”

“Empress you…” Torlen began.


“NO!” Narice barked silencing him. “I will not cling to archaic rules of law that have no right to even exist! I have tasted Arrarn’s blood and no man’s blood will ever compare to his! I don’t care if he is a thousand years younger than me! He is who has claimed my heart and my soul! Arrarn Leonidas is part of why I am who I am! I would never… could never debased or dishonor him by doing such a thing willingly! I am setting the Coven on a new path and if that means dismissing traditions that are vile to me and to so many others, so be it! The families will just have to tolerate it!” Narice snarled. “Part of the reason we came so close to death is because we cling to these out of date and often times vile traditions. I will not!”


“What… what should I tell those families who have asked me this?” Torlen spoke.


“Tell them the only man who will ever have me in or out of his bed is Arrarn Leonidas!” Narice snarled at him. “The only children I will ever bear will be Arrarn Leonidas’s children! Period! Outside of that… if they don’t like that answer… they can always go live within the Kavalian Federation! Phraktos… I can’t believe we are even discussing this after all that has happened!”


Datarik rose to his feet now. “Please… everyone… it has been a long day for all of us!” He began. “Why don’t we end these sessions for now and take a break? We have much to accomplish over the next few days with everyone here and exhausting ourselves on the first day will do none of us any good. There are still many things we need to discuss and decide.”


Datarik saw the nods of many heads around the table.


“I second this.” Riara spoke from his chair. 


“As do I.” Anebal echoed. “There is too much to do.”


Datarik nodded his own head. “Please… Colonel Co'kal will show you to your escorts and insure you are directed to the proper facilities.”


Co'kal stepped forward and bowed his head. “I have teams standing by for the Governors and all their aides.” He spoke. “We would be honored to escort them.”


Datarik nodded. “Good. We will adjourn until tomorrow morning then.”

Everyone nodded and began to head for the exits while Datarik, Riara and Anebal moved closer to Narice at the end of the table. She watched as they settled into the now vacant chairs and then looked at Datarik. 


“What was that?” Narice asked softly.


“I told Torlen it was not the subject he wanted to bring up.” Datarik answered. “He did not listen obviously.”


“Datarik… there is no way I will ever submit to that no matter what he says or what these so called influential families want!” Narice exclaimed. “Arrarn and Toria… they are… they are my life! They are part of what makes me… who I am!”


Datarik nodded his head. “I tried to explain this to him but it seems the families have quite a bit of sway over him.”


“A different agenda as well perhaps.” Anebal spoke from her chair. “They are not going to let this go Empress.”


Narice nodded her head. “I know. My mother did it. Yuri did it. They expect me to do it.” She said. “Which I have no intention of doing no matter what.”


“There are some…” Riara spoke. “There are some who are miffed that Arrarn is acting as Defense Minister even though Admiral Pontal and others think he is doing an amazing job. Not many… but they do have some influence. They don’t trust the Lycavorian Union or the motives of Androcles Leonidas. They see your union with Arrarn as too convenient.”


“Convenient?” Narice hissed loudly. “I almost lost him in the beginning because of my own arrogance and exactly that kind of thinking!”


Riara nodded. “I’m only relaying to you what they think.”


“They’ll need to get over it!” Narice exclaimed. “Andro could have wiped the Coven out if he wanted for what was done to Zarah! If they are foolish enough to underestimate him too bad!” She looked at Datarik. “What about the other Ventash'ma?”


Datarik shook his head. “All twelve of us are behind you one hundred percent.” He said. “You need not worry about us. It’s the different governors that will bring these things forth based on who is pulling their strings.”


“We only have to tolerate them for a year until new elections are held and then properly supervised.” Anebal said.


Narice sat back and shook her head. “I can’t believe they would even entertain that train of thought anymore.” She said.

“Torlen shut up quick when you said that about his wife.” Felisa said with a smile. “I don’t think he liked that idea.”


Datarik nodded with a grin. “Felisa is right. This might be something that you take to the people.” He spoke. “You have their unwavering support Narice and if need be you can go to them.”


“God… I hope no one makes the mistake of approaching Arrarn about this.” Narice spoke. “He… he would not take it well. He is viciously protective of Toria and I.”


Datarik nodded. “Yes… that is something we noticed when he nearly killed the media reporter who suggested your relationship with Toria was unnatural.”


Anebal reached out and took her hand. “Go home and tonight make sure he knows that this is a non issue with you.” She said with a smile. “That young man worships you Narice. And he has no reason to doubt you.”

Narice nodded. “Yes.” She said softly. She rose to her feet and looked at them. “If you will excuse me.” She said.

Datarik was silent as he watched her exit with Felisa at her side. He turned back to Anebal and Riara as he motioned his own Immortal guard to his side. Va'gek had been here that first day and was a senior Captain in the Immortal ranks. He had eagerly agreed to become Datarik’s security officer when the units were being formed. Datarik waited until the six foot six Immortal stood just behind him. 


“This is troubling.” He spoke.


Anebal nodded. “It’s being driven Datarik. And not by those who wish to go into the future on the path Narice is setting us on.”


Datarik nodded. “Do either of you believe Arrarn Leonidas being her Blessed husband to be some sort of ploy by Androcles Leonidas to destroy us from within?” He asked.

“Please… if he wanted to destroy us he would not have stopped with Research Station One.” Riara spoke. “He could have killed us all that day. If Narice had not succeeded in making us see what we were becoming I fully believe he would have turned her loose on us. I for one do not wish to see her lose her temper.”

“Nor do I.” Anebal spoke.

Datarik leaned back in his chair. “I agree.” He said. He looked at the towering Immortal that was his shadow now. “Va'gek…” He said looking at him. “Can you have a discrete word with Co'kal and perhaps find out where this is coming from? Anyone behind this will to speak with us nearby… but they might let it slip if they felt secure.”


Va'gek nodded quickly. “I believe the colonel would do so happily Ventash'ma Datarik.” He said.


Datarik nodded his head. “Narice is our best and brightest hope for a future. Others may think different… but I believe Androcles when he says that we were meant to be friends and allies and in many cases family. Anything that is a threat to Narice… threatens her… we need to be aware of it. We all agree on that yes?” He said.


Riara nodded his head. “Without question. And we need to make sure Arrarn Leonidas remains unaware of it as well. At least as much as we are able.” He said. “Half elf he may be… but he is a Leonidas and they do not react well to others trying to hurt their wives and mates in any way. We all have seen this.”


“Indeed.” Datarik said. He turned and looked at Va'gek once more. “Have Co'kal see what he can do and then inform me Va'gek.”


The Immortal nodded. “Right away.”


Anebal got to her feet. “Let’s hope Torlen does not push the issue. I have a feeling we would not like to see Narice’s response if she were to truly unleash on him.”


Datarik nodded. “Nor would I… but I believe we can not control that. And I for one have no desire to try.”

SCIMITAR

ORBITING SOLMAR

They sat at the same table in the mess lounge, against the back wall, but with other crew filled tables all around them. This was Sa’sur and Andro’s will at work. There was no special seating for officers or enlisted, and though all of them held a rank of some sort, you could not tell it from the way they interacted with one another. Five Crown Princesses sat at the same table, the Lycavorians among those in the mess lounge detecting immediately that Sehri was now a wife and mate to Androcles Leonidas. It was easy enough to determine just by his scent which lingered powerfully within her blood as it did all of his mates. Even to those who were not Lycavorian it was equally obvious just by the way she acted with the others. Laughter, small kisses between lovers, and almost always in physical contact with each other in some fashion. At least for those on the SCIMITAR it was an easy item to pick out. 
For Shaman Master Harira it was not so easy.

She sat with Ibani and Osbela at another table, their eyes watching as Sehri laughed out loud with Carisia over something that Lu'ria had said. Harira turned back and looked at Osbela. “You are certain that is what he said Osbela?” Harira asked her.

Osbela nodded. “Yes. I’m surprised he is not here already. I thought he was coming right here after he left me.”

“Shaman Master… this cannot be allowed to stand.” Ibani spoke. “Our father meant for Osbela or myself to become his wife. Not Sehri!”

“Did she not take a vow Shaman Master?” Osbela asked looking at her. “A vow to the Circle?”

“Yes she did.” Harira hissed. “I cannot tolerate this.”
“What can we do?” Osbela asked. 

Harira got to her feet. “I will remind her of her duty to the Circle and what her father intends for her. Your mother is not here to do that, so I must in her place.”

Osbela and Ibani watched as Harira turned and began walking towards their table. They hadn’t expected her to react in such a manner but they were both eager to see what would happen. 
Sadi was the first to look up when Harira approached and she came to her feet with a smile. “Shaman Master Harira… join us please.” Sadi spoke as she motioned to the empty chair at the table.

Sehri nodded quickly. “Yes… please.”

Harira was briefly taken aback by the good natured invitation but she recovered quickly and shook her head. “No thank you.” She answered. “I did need to speak with Sehri however.” She said looking at her. “Privately.”

Sadi looked at Sehri who got to her feet slowly. “Certainly.” Sehri spoke. “I’ll be right back.” She told Sadi.
Sadi smiled and they shared a brief kiss before Sehri moved around her and Harira took her hand and began to lead her out of the Mess Lounge. Once out of the Mess Lounge Harira turned quickly and led Sehri a short way down the corridor to an adjoining walkway that was empty of anyone. She pulled her into the area and turned to look at her. Sehri met her eyes with confusion and looked at her. 

“Shaman Master Harira… what is this about?” Sehri asked.

“What do you think you are doing?” Harira hissed at her.

Sehri shook her head in puzzlement. “I’m sorry… what I’m doing?” She asked. “I don’t understand the question.”

“You know full well what I am talking about!” Harira snapped. “You have broken your vow to the Circle haven’t you?”

“What?” Sehri asked.

“You… you laid with Androcles Leonidas!” Harira snapped once more. “You shared his bed! Did you allow him to claim you in the fashion of his people?”

Sehri’s eyes grew a little wider and she pulled her hand out of Harira’s grasp. “I’m sorry Shaman Master… but I don’t see how that is any of your business.” She spoke.
“It is my business because you swore a vow to… to the Circle!” Harira snarled angrily. “You swore a vow of celibacy to the Circle of Shamans and you have violated that vow! And you have done so with the man your father intended one of your sisters become wife and mate too!”

Sehri looked shocked at Harira’s reaction, clearly not understanding why she was so angry. Shaman master Harira had always seemed more uptight and too strict in her mannerisms than the other Shaman Masters within the Circle and Sehri had expected her to be upset, but not like this. She was a task master when it came to schooling and while this was not a bad thing by any means, it seemed she always was pushing the students harder than needed. Almost as if she was testing them. 

“I… I followed my heart Shaman Master. Androcles followed his heart. Isn’t that… isn’t that what the Circle says we should do?” Sehri asked.
“You have betrayed the Circle with your actions Sehri!” Harira hissed.

Sehri’s glaucous blue eyes narrowed. In the past she would have been chastised and shameful if a Shaman Master suggested she had betrayed the Circle in any manner. Sehri was no longer the same woman however. Discovering Androcles, Sadi and the others; discovering what she could be, all of this had changed her and made her much more confident and decisive in herself and who she was.

“I have betrayed no one!” Sehri snapped at her angrily, surprising Harira. “I followed my heart and it led me here! This is where I belong!”

“You are too young and foolish to know where you belong or what your place in this world is!” Harira growled at her causing Sehri’s eyes to grow even wider at this obvious insult to her intelligence. “Why do you think your father gave you to us?”

“My father gave me to the Circle so that I would not have to suffer the Rothryn Science Academy and how they treat those like me!” Sehri snarled. 

Harira shook her head. “Sometimes I wonder if the Academy is not correct in some of its teachings.” She quipped. 

“How could you say that?” Sehri gasped.

Harira ignored her and shook her head. “You… you will disavow this… this thing you have started with the Lycavorian Prince and the others. His wives.” She stated as if Sehri was not standing in front of her. “Yes… you will disavow any relationship with them. Tell them it was a mistake. That you were only exploring your womanhood because of your fever. You will be punished of course… but you can remain within the Circle. One of your sisters is better suited for the Lycavorian Prince. You…”

“I will do no such thing!” Sehri snarled angrily now. “Andro is my husband! Sadi and Ne'Veha and the others belong to me as I belong to them!”

“Nonsense! You will end this before it goes further!” Harira demanded. 

Sehri looked at her wide eyed in disbelief. “Do not presume to tell me what I will and will not do Shaman Master! You would not care for the reaction you would receive!”

Harira glared at her. “Are… are you threatening me young lady?” She gasped. “I am a Shaman Master and you will do as I tell you! This is part of the vow you took when you entered the Circle! You will do as I tell you! This… this Androcles and the others are not for you! They warp… they warp your thinking!”

Sehri met her eyes with no back down in her whatsoever. “What rubbish!” She barked. “You do not know Andro! You do not know Sadi and the others! Who are you to say that they warp my thinking? You know nothing about them! You do not even know me!”

“Have I have no desire to learn about them! And I know all there is to know about you as an apprentice to the Circle.” Harira snapped.

“You are so wrong Shaman Master Harira! Cleric Mother Ilossa would not say these things to me!” Sehri snapped right back. “Nor would she make these demands from me!”
“I act with her authority as a Shaman Master! She favors you too much!” Harira spat. “Now you will do as I say or I will…”

“Or you will what?” The new voice snapped from behind them, causing both of them to whirl around and watch as Sadi step closer to them from out of the main corridor.

“This does not concern you!” Harira hissed softly.

“Doesn’t it?” Sadi spoke as she stopped beside Sehri and looked at her keenly. “Sehri… we felt your anxiousness and we wanted to find out what was wrong?”
“Shaman Master Harira is demanding I disavow what I have discovered.” Sehri said taking Sadi’s hand within hers without hesitating and looking at Harira. “To just dismiss that Androcles has claimed me. That all of you have claimed me as I have claimed you. She expects me to just dismiss that because of some silly vow I took when I was younger and did not fully know or understand who and what I was.”

Sadi looked at Harira. “Andro followed the letter of your law Shaman Master Harira.” She said. “And he followed the letter of our law as well, which I dare say is more strict than yours. Lady Aleatia was well aware of Andro’s intentions and ours. And she knew how her daughter felt in return. She was very supportive and happy about what Andro was prepared to do!”
“Lady Aleatia does not have any say over what the Circle of Shamans does.” Harira snapped. “Or what we expect of our apprentices!”

Sadi nodded her head. “Perhaps not… but the same can be said of the Circle of Shamans and you. You have no authority over a Crown Princess of the Lycavorian Union… which is what Sehri is now. She is a Leonidas now.”

“She took a vow!” Harira almost shouted.

“I am not the first apprentice to have a change of heart and want to move in a different life direction!” Sehri snapped at her. “Those who made this same decision were not looked down upon or demanded to disavow their husbands and mates! Why do you do this of me?”

“You are different!” Harira snapped back.

“Why?” Sehri snarled.

Sadi looked at Harira and smiled knowingly. “Because you are the daughter of the leader of the Rothryn people.” She spoke matter-of-factly. “Isn’t that right Shaman Master?”

Harira met her gaze. “You know nothing of what you speak!” She snapped.

Sadi continued to smile. “Don’t I?” She said evenly. “The Circle of Shamans may be the underground equivalent to the Rothryn Science Academy, teaching those with advanced Etheric abilities, but you act in a strangely similar fashion to them if what I have heard about them is accurate.”

“How dare you compare us to… to them?” Harira snarled. “Do not toy with me girl! I will…” Harira’s hands suddenly wrapped with a light blue field of Etheric power as if she intended to use it.
Sadi stepped right up to Harira when she saw this, her fangs extending and her jungle green eyes shifting to her wolf persona. Sehri was surprised at this reaction but seeing Sadi defend her was oddly exciting. And then she saw the light blue Etheric field surround her entire body, not just her hands.
“What will you do Shaman Master Harira?” Sadi prodded her menacingly. “Do not think for an instant that you could possibly stand against me!” Sadi growled at her the soft blue Etheric light suddenly grew a little brighter around her entire body. The dormant Paladin gene within Sadi, like it was with Aricia, afforded her abilities that most did not have. While Aricia could use her psychic knives and mild Etheric power to toss things about, Sadi had long been practicing how to control her ability to use her Etheric Power in a similar physical manner. To move things with force of her will alone. These past months studying the skill sets given to her by the Feravomir, Sadi had become quite proficient at using this power. Sadi had a strong will before she met Androcles, but after meeting him and finally accepting her complete love for him, her will began like iron. It only doubled when she bonded with Caydren. 

“Your Etheric skills are pitiful when held against what I can do Shaman Master Harira.” Sadi snarled at the woman as any pureblood female would when she was protecting what was hers. “And my skills are miniscule in comparison to our mate and husband Androcles. Or did you think I would not notice your pathetic attempts to probe my mind ever since I came to Sehri’s side.” Sadi saw Harira’s eyes grow a little wider and she smiled. “Yes… I have felt it… and I have ignored it. Luckily for you. What you have been doing is forbidden within the Union no matter where you go.”

“You have been trying to touch her mind?” Sehri gasped in disbelief stepping closer.

“Ever since she came on board the SCIMITAR.” Sadi answered her “Most have not detected it… but Andro, Carisia and I did right away. Lu'ria and Ne'Veha shortly after. You hide it well Shaman Master… but not from those who know what to look for and are far stronger than you could hope to become.”

“How dare you!” Sehri snarled now. “You had no right!”
“Be thankful that Androcles is not here Shaman Master.” Sadi continued. “For what you have just suggested Sehri do he would have vented you out the nearest airlock. He’s very protective of us. It is a trait he inherited from his father.” She told her seeing her eyes grow wider. “I suggest you return to your breakfast table and I will forget this conversation ever took place.”

“I will communicate directly with the Cleric Mother!” Harira hissed angrily.

Sadi nodded her head. “Please do so.” She said. “It will be interesting to see her reaction to the news.”

“This… this could cause severe political fallout!” Harira snapped.

Sadi shook her head. “I do not share your misgivings Shaman Master Harira…” She said. “But I do know threatening a Crown Princess of the Union in any way is a death sentence.  Is that what you wish to do?”
“You cannot protect her!” Harira hissed angrily.

Sadi chuckled softly. “You think I am protecting her? Sehri does not need me or anyone to protect her.” She said proudly. “She is far more capable than you know. Especially now with Andro’s blood swirling in her veins.”

Harira looked at Sehri with wide eyes. “You let him… you let him bite you?” She gasped in shock.

Sehri crossed her arms over her chest. “Yes.” She replied tartly. “And it was glorious!”
“Perhaps you should go now Shaman Master Harira.” Sadi said. “When we get back to Earth we can take this up with Lady Aleatia and get her point of view.”

“This will not be allowed to remain in place!” Harira snapped.

Sadi chuckled and took Sehri’s hand, drawing her close. “Really? Try convincing our husband and mate of that fact Shaman Master. You will find he is not as understanding as I am.” Her eyes returned to normal and her fangs disappeared slowly. “If you will excuse us… we have a breakfast to finish. Our husband and mate is on his way as we speak… and he is inquiring why our heart rates and emotions are elevated. Should I tell him?”

Harira met Sadi’s eyes. She had no desire to get into a situation with Androcles Leonidas at this time. There were better places to have this battle. “Then I will wait until we have a chance to speak with Sehri’s father and mother and the Cleric Mother of the Circle.”

Sadi smiled. “An intelligent move to be sure.” She said. “Come Sehri… Ne'Veha and Carisia and Lu'ria have been running interference for us, but Andro’s inquiries are becoming more insistent.”

Sehri didn’t resist when Sadi began to draw her away from Harira. She only glared at the Shaman Master for a moment before turning and moving with Sadi.

[Sadi she…] Sehri began.

Sadi nodded her head slightly. [Yes… she made an awful big deal about this. Much more than I would have suspected. There is more to this than some silly vow you made years ago.] 

[But what?] Sehri asked her.
[Something tells me we will find out soon enough.] Sadi looked at her as they headed back towards the Mess Lounge. [Tell me of this woman and this Circle of Shamans Sehri. My instincts are shouting for me to be careful and I want to know why.]
