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      Two years since the Klevians sent a message to Earth when they finally deign to answer, it's in the form of a human female in desperate need of Tacori's help. For his world, he will spend time with her. But under no circumstances will he fall to a bond with a mere human.

      

      Evelyn is on a mission to stall all-out war. But when the ship she is on is taken by alien pirates and she ends up on a Klevian vessel, her mission is thrown into chaos. Evelyn doesn't have room in her life for anything else, let alone a four-armed crimson-skinned Klevian warrior, but she will do anything in her power to save the crew and build bridges with the hostile alien race.

      

      It's not enough Tacori has to deal with a sarcastic AI for the new ship he's testing, but now a human female is in need of his help. Ordered by his king not to touch her under any circumstances, Tacori is horrified to find the very presence of Evelyn is seared into his consciousness. As they come closer to achieving their goal Tacori realises he has one chance to take a mate and if he lets her go, he'll regret it forever. But how can he, when it means betraying his king?

      

      If you like deadly enemies-to-lovers alien romance books where the stakes are high and the love is via touch and instant, then you'll love this entire series. Klevian Warriors are loyal to their people but dedicated to their fated mates.

      This book is a part of a series and best enjoyed that way. Each book features one fated couple and ends in a guaranteed HE
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        Please be aware that there is a brief attempt at sexual assault against the heroine during Chapter 11. For those of you looking to avoid triggers, please be careful during the second scene of this chapter.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        There is a prequel novella to this series, Varimar, which you can buy from Amazon here, or download a free version from Bookfunnel in exchange for a newsletter sign up here.
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      Coromos was small. Industry on the island revolved around the prime family and serving their needs. Even though this island was less than two square miles, it was one of a chain of over three thousand islands that ran from the small northern continent, and snowy far-north wastes that Korvalin ruled and the larger tropical continent Galidin was prime to the south.

      Tacori wondered how the thirty-odd people living here felt about serving Varimar, his human mate, and their half-breed son.

      Vadarin was over a year old now, and Tacori couldn’t help but wonder what kind of misshapen creature the child was.

      Tacori, along with the others, the rulers of Klevia, had received a short communique to let them know the child was born, and though he’d said the words, ‘in full health’, they’d heard nothing since. Tacori and his peers couldn't help but speculate that something had gone terribly wrong, and Varimar didn't want to face them.

      They would be sympathetic, of course, Tacori mused. It’s not like Varimar had asked to be bonded to the strange tiny pale human he’d brought home from his imprisonment amidst the Faradne, after all. No Klevian could help who they became bonded to. It was just how pleased he seemed to be about his circumstance. Like he’d gained something precious instead of the burden the human must inevitably be.

      Tacori snorted, and Viruk side-eyed him, the beast's almost luminous blue eyes squinting at him.

      ‘He’s a fool to not ask for our aid,’ Tacori couldn't help but say.

      Viruk huffed and rolled his eyes. Okay, maybe he’d been talking about this too much over the past few days. Viruk seemed to be talked out of the conversation.

      Not that he could have a conversation with a Lokarin. They were beasts, after all. Just that Lokarin were far more intelligent than the average beast on Klevia and had a way of making their thoughts and opinions known.

      Tacori looked at his six-legged friend as he lay on the seat of the umza Tacori was flying to Coromos. Lokarin were enormous, almost as big as Klevians when lying side by side. They were from the frozen north. Because of this, their coats seemed white, but the hairs were actually transparent. He had a long snout and stiff, arrow-like ears that twitched and moved with each sound. The only colour was the almost luminous blue eyes that looked up at him now with an expression clearly begging for mercy.

      ‘Fine. I’ll shut up.’

      Viruk nailed Tacori with a sceptical glare before relaxing on the seat, his eyes closing.

      Tacori itched to rant, but he managed to stay silent for the rest of the flight.

      Once he reached the island, he circled it, observing it from the air. The main house sat nestled on the top of a hill overlooking the entire island. It was surrounded by red and orange growth. It was summer, so the foliage was in full blood and bleeding across the hillside. As the front of the house came into view, Tacori frowned. Someone had taken flowers from across the region and planted them in an orderly, almost decorative fashion.

      ‘What is that about?’

      Tacori lined the umza up and lowered it to the front drive.

      Getting out, he watched Viruk shoot up to the door and slip inside as it opened automatically to a living creature it knew well.

      Tacori got to the door after it had closed, but the door didn't reopen for him. Frowning, Tacori knocked.

      Footsteps harried, quick and preceded by an annoyed voice approached and opened the door.

      ‘Ah, my lord.’ Shenoon bowed. He was an older Klevian who had served Varimar's family his whole life. As Tacori watched, an entire catalogue of questions burst across his mind. He stopped himself from enquiring.

      ‘Shenoon. I have come to see your master.’

      Shenoon stepped around Viruk, who was harassing him for a pet on the head.

      ‘My lord and lady are down at the market with the young lord,’ he said. ‘I am afraid I am under strict instructions not to let anyone in unless they are here and have explicitly permitted it.’

      ‘I understand,’ Tacori said. ‘We’ll walk down to the market.’

      Shenoon opened the door, quickly patting Viruk twice, then wiping his hand on his trouser leg, a look of distaste on the servant's face. 'Very well. I am sure I'll see you when they return.' As Shenoon spoke, he kicked his leg out to dislodge Viruk, who'd hooked a paw around his calf and was trying to drag the older male back into the house, towards the kitchen.

      ‘Viruk, come.’

      Viruk looked at him and continued on.

      ‘I am not going to feed you,’ Shenoon said.

      Viruk paused, then broke away, turning to Tacori but not leaving the house.

      'I will buy you Kuroch,' Tacori said, hearing the defeat in his voice.

      The Lokarin strode out of the house on all six legs with a smug expression.

      Tacori shook his head as he turned. ‘See you soon,’ he called to Shenoon as he walked past the umza and headed down the long winding path towards the market.

      The population of Coromos was small, yet the market was put on every few days for the prime family. People came from all over to attend, or they used to before Varimar brought the human here.

      It took several minutes to walk down the road. Viruk led the way but veered into the fields surrounding them every now and then to chase something. His hacked calls would echo across the hills before he’d reappear, his tail wagging as he trotted to Tacori before taking the lead yet again.

      Coromos was beautiful. Tacori had always enjoyed his visits here and hadn’t been since Varimar disappeared for several months before reappearing with his human, Cara, almost two years before.

      Varimar's reappearance had shocked them all. He’d gone missing while on patrol near Faradne space. Debris from his ship was found less than a lunar cycle before Varimar himself had shown up, and Kerrin had been in the process of finding a new prime for Varimar’s territory.

      It had been a relief to hear he was alive. The six of them, the primes of Klevia and their king, had grown up together. They were as close as brothers, like their fathers before them. They knew it was their destiny to rule, each with his own territory, Kerrin over all of them, and they’d taken on the mantle with responsibility and intent.

      The beat of Tacori’s feet on the hard-packed earth had a hypnotic effect. As he walked, his mind wandered back to his home.

      Tacori’s home territory was Kaufa, a continent on the opposite side of the world to Coromos. Kaura was the prime seat of the territory of Akai. The two territories couldn’t be any more unalike. Akai was tropical, hot, beautiful, and abundant with life. Kaufa was known for its mountains, plains, lakes, and forests covering thousands of square miles. It comprised protected lands and protected hunts.

      Tacori's capital was Midae. It was in the central plain of Dakorra, surrounded by mountains where the ancient, ruined cities of their ancestors sat.

      Sometimes, when Tacori was home—which wasn’t nearly often enough—he would walk through the long burnt orange grasses and let the seed pods at their apex brush over his hands. At other times, he would fly to one or another of the ruins and wander for hours around them, speculating about the lost peoples who lived there before the great catastrophe that had almost destroyed their world. The great war had nearly spelt the end of life on Klevia.

      Tacori stopped walking, wondering how his thoughts had gone from Varimar and his human to that ancient apocalypse.

      Several hundred feet in front of him, the entrance to the market sat open and unguarded for anyone to enter. Tacori forged on, Viruk appearing at his side.

      Market stalls appeared as he walked around the high walls. They were set up close to one another, and Tacori could see Klevians crushed together as they went through the massive site and hundreds of tables.

      Where had all these people come from? The last they had heard, no markets would come to the island in protest of the human’s presence.

      It would be next to impossible to find Varimar and his mate in this mess.

      Tacori stepped into the market and approached a female standing near the entrance. ‘Are you from this island?’

      The female gave him a shrewd look, her eyes narrowing. ‘I am.’

      ‘I am looking for Varimar, his mate, and child.’

      Something hardened in the woman's eyes. ‘I cannot help you,’ she said, then turned and walked off.

      Tacori frowned, watching the woman look over her shoulder at him as she disappeared into the crowd before shrugging it off. He supposed the people of the island really weren't happy to have Varimar and his mate there.

      Tacori continued to wade deeper into the market and asked several more people if they were Coromos natives. When he found them, rare as they were in a crowd this size, he asked the same question and got much the same response.

      Several more minutes passed in much the same fashion before Tacori gave up. If he walked back up to the house, he could sit in his umza and wait for them to return.

      Heading that way, he was halfway back to the entrance when the crowd parted in front of him. Varimar stood waiting for him, the first female Varimar had spoken to standing at his side. At first, his face was stern, angry, but when he saw Tacori, it softened in surprise before a resentful expression took over.

      ‘What are you doing here?’

      Tacori frowned. The human and their son were nowhere to be seen. He scanned the crowd as he walked over to Varimar, but still, he couldn’t see them.

      ‘I have come to speak to you on business.’

      Varimar gritted his teeth; Tacori thought he saw hurt in his eyes before he turned away. Varimar looked back at him, his features twisted into a snarl.

      ‘So, not here to visit? Not here to see how I am or inquire about my mate or wish me felicitations on the birth of a son?' Varimar shook his head. ‘Just business,’ he spat.

      Felicitations on a son? A half-breed thing?

      ‘Just business,’ Tacori confirmed.

      Varimar shook his head again. This time when he turned away, he took in a breath, and Tacori could see the hurt.

      ‘Cara. It’s safe.’

      To Tacori’s right, the crowd parted.

      Several islanders stood around the tiny human and child she held. The looks on their faces were scornful, angry, hostile. Tacori watched as the human, her skin still so pale, her long brown hair tied high on her crown, her brown eyes watching him warily as she walked towards Varimar. Around her, the crowd moved, males inserting themselves between her and Tacori.

      The islanders had accepted her? The people of Akai?

      As she reached his side, Varimar reached out for the child, and Tacori turned his attention to him.

      The boy had four arms, small horn nubs, and a tail. That surprised Tacori more than anything. His skin was paler, and he looked smaller than a child of his age, but other than that, he looked whole, complete.

      When Varimar turned him, Tacori got a look at the child’s face. He had brown eyes that seemed to glow with a hint of their father's orange behind them. His features were softer than a Klevian but sharper than a human. The small chevrons of hard skin Klevians developed had already started to form over his nose, even at his young age, which was a good sign they would form properly and be strong to protect his nose from damage.

      ‘My son, Vadarin.’

      There was a required response to this introduction in Klevian society. Tacori swallowed. ‘May he grow into a strong warrior,’ he chewed the words out.

      There was a ripple of approval from around them, and suddenly the crowd shifted and was moving. However, Tacori noticed several of the males who had protected the human were still observing him carefully.

      ‘What is this?’ Tacori nodded in their direction. ‘You do not trust me?’

      Varimar’s laugh was harsh. ‘Trust you? I don’t even know you.’

      Tacori bit his tongue. It was Varimar who had changed, not them. Varimar who had accepted a human as his mate instead of putting a knife in her heart as he should have.

      ‘What is this business?’

      ‘It concerns Hevethan,’ Tacori said.

      Varimar shook his head as the human turned to him, concern on her delicate features. ‘We should take this home,’ she said.

      Varimar looked down at her, his features softening as he smiled down at her. ‘Wise, my mate.’

      At his side, Viruk nudged him. ‘I promised Viruk Koruch.’

      Varimar let out an annoyed breath. ‘This way.’

      Tucking the human into his side, he led the way through the crowds who parted for them. Hands reached out to them as they passed, which was customary in Klevian society when a leader had taken a strong and favourable mate. They touched both Varimar and the human’s shoulders, then reached to the baby, who grinned and chuckled at them, obviously loving the attention and adoration. He reached out his pudgy hands and touched them back, getting one fist tangled in a young Klevian female’s dreadlocks. Everyone stopped as the human untangled them. The two females talked and laughed as the much larger Klevian bent over to allow the human to touch her.

      Tacori watched it all with a wary eye. Something had gone very wrong here.

      They reached the market stall a few minutes later and left with several packets of Koruch the holder had insisted on giving him when she decided that Tacori and Varimar were friends.

      Viruk trotted at his side, his nose nuzzling the Koruch in Tacori’s hand as they made their way to Varimar’s umza.

      ‘Don’t you open that Koruch in our umza,’ the human warned, her eyes glinting with menace. ‘I just got Vadarin’s first baby sick smell out.’

      Varimar chuckled as they all got inside.

      Tacori was shocked to watch the human take the driver's seat and even more shocked when the umza lifted into the air and smoothly turned towards the prime house.

      ‘What is your animal?’ the human asked, glancing back at Viruk, who turned to watch her with equal curiosity.

      ‘He is Lokarin,’ Tacori said.

      ‘Lokarin… I've heard of them but never seen one before today. He looks like a cross between a Japanese Akita and a polar bear.’

      ‘I do not know what those things are,’ Tacori said, shifting in his seat. He did not like the idea that there was anything that the humans might have in common with his world.

      It only took a couple of minutes before the human was setting down the umza in front of the house, next to Tacori’s. She sprang out of the car and reached for Vadarin. Varimar handed him over before joining her, leaving Tacori and Viruk to follow.

      They headed into the house, Viruk leaving Tacori's side and heading over to the human and half-breed. He moved around them, jumping on his hind legs to get a good look at Vadarin, who squealed and laughed at the Lokarin.

      ‘What did you say his name was?’ The human looked at him.

      The traitor? ‘Viruk,’ Tacori said, taking in the undignified heap of limbs and fur as they reached the door that opened automatically to admit them.

      'Shenoon, we're home,' the human called unnecessarily.

      Shenoon appeared in the doorway to his private rooms. ‘Shall I prepare refreshments, my lady?’

      The human shook her head. ‘I have it, thank you. It’s your day off. You should visit the market before it’s gone.’

      Day off?

      ‘I will, my lady. Thank you.’ Shenoon disappeared back into his rooms and walked out a moment later with a bag.

      ‘Have fun,’ the human called. ‘I know a certain douesh milk stall holder who was asking after you.’ The human closed one eye quickly, then opened it again. The bizarre gesture was followed by the cheeks of the elderly Shenoon going darker and a pleased smile, which he promptly smothered before disappearing through the front door.

      ‘Okay, you take this one. I’ll be back in a minute with caltra.’ Cara looked at Tacori, who nodded in response.

      Varimar took Vadarin from his tiny mate and watched as she too disappeared, this time to the kitchen. When she was gone, he turned and led the way to the main room.

      Tacori stood at the door, his jaw hanging. Gone were the traditional oranges and browns of Klevian colouring. Instead, the room was decorated in light warm pinks, dusky purples, human skin tone and shades of warm brown. The dusky purple was a floor covering which was soft underfoot.

      ‘Take your shoes off,’ Varimar said. ‘Cara gets angry if shoes are worn on her car pets.’

      ‘Car pets?’

      Varimar nodded. ‘She wanted a soft space for Vadarin to play in safety.’

      Tacori looked around before closing his eyes and shaking his head. How had his friend fallen so far?

      He kicked his boots off and followed Varimar into the room, sitting in one of the overstuffed soft seats. ‘No wonder humans are so soft if this is how they decorate their homes.’

      ‘Tacori.’ Varimar’s voice was at once stern and quiet. ‘You are in my home now. You are about to insult the mother of my child. Tread carefully.’

      Tacori took in a breath and nodded. ‘What was that about in the market?’

      ‘What?’

      ‘The way the people protected you and the hu… Cara.’

      Varimar sat back in his seat, placing Vadarin on his knee. Viruk trotted over to the boy, who reached out for him. The boy almost had some of Viruk’s fur in his hand when the Lokarin side-stepped out of his grasp, making sure to stay in reach. Vadarin reached again, and again the Lokarin stepped out of the way.

      Varimar watched a smile on his face. ‘I might have to see if there is a Lokarin that will bond to Vadarin.’

      ‘They are a gift,’ Tacori said, watching the animal and child play.

      ‘Males came to the island a few days after Cara gave birth,’ Varimar started after a few moments. ‘It was in between markets, so there was only us and the normal residents. We were down at the Twila caves baptising my son.’ There was a flash of anger in Varimar’s eyes as he spoke. Tacori knew it was because he should have been there. They all should have been. As soon as the message had come through that the child was born, they should have descended upon the island to hold a festival lasting several days and ending with his baptism.

      Instead, they had ignored it.

      ‘When none of you came, the males decided this meant that Kerrin wanted him taken care of.’ Varimar's laugh was humourless. ‘For all I know, Kerrin arranged it.’

      'Arranged what?’

      ‘They came to kill my mate and son.’

      Tacori felt the breath leave him.

      Varimar snarled. ‘Even my people didn’t come to the Twila. They shunned us. I expected it, but it didn't make it easier. The males tried to pay them for our location. My people realised how dishonourable, disrespectful they were being and refused. So the males took them hostage. When Cara found out,’ Varimar shook his head, a mix of fury and fierce pride on his face, ‘she came up with a plan. She would pretend to surrender to them. The island's holy man took Vadarin, and while they were distracted… I took care of it.’ Varimar looked up at him. ‘She risked her life to save them.’

      Tacori looked towards the kitchen. That would be enough to earn loyalty from any Klevian. Especially when the one risking their lives was smaller, more vulnerable.

      ‘Those were the longest, worst moments of my life, and my closest friends weren’t there to help.’

      Tacori turned back to see the scorn on Varimar’s face.

      ‘Why are you here?’

      Tacori took in a breath. ‘Kerrin has put me in charge of Hevethan.’

      Varimar’s face twisted into a silent snarl, and he shook his head, turning away. He’d expected this decision, Tacori realised, and it still stung.

      ‘The Esmeni shipyard is mine,’ Varimar said through clenched teeth. ‘He has no right—’

      ‘He has every right,’ Tacori raised his voice. On Varimar’s lap, Vadarin went suddenly stiff, a surprised look on his tiny face. ‘We’re talking about the defence of our home. He has every right to make a decision for the best of our people.’

      A movement to Tacori’s right caught him off guard as the human entered the room. There was a tray of drinks in her hands and a stern look on her face. It was almost comical that this human thought it would frighten grown Klevian males.

      Placing the drinks down, Cara walked over to Vadarin. ‘Time for your nap, buddy,’ she picked up the child. ‘If Daddy’s going to argue, I don’t want you to hear it.’ She gave Varimar and Tacori another stern look before leaving the room.

      ‘You think she is small and weak,’ Varimar said, watching the retreating back of the human. ‘Her spirit would surprise you.’

      Tacori watched Viruk keeping pace with the human and child and shook his head.

      ‘There is nothing I can do about Hevethan,’ Varimar said. ‘Kerrin has us here, treating us like traitors and parasites and leaving us as an open target for anyone to attack.’

      ‘I will tell him—’

      ‘Why bother?' Varimar stood. ‘I wouldn't put it past Kerrin to have sent those males.’

      ‘You know that's untrue—’

      ‘I know nothing about any of you anymore. I know I stood in a Faradne cell for several months while none of you did anything to save me. I know I found my mate, a blessing from Zerik and Eseni, and you treated us both like criminals. I know the birth of my son meant nothing to my oldest and closest friends. I know I can count on my people and no one else. Even those who pledged their lives, as well as I, to our homes, lands, and families.’ Varimar shook his head. ‘Get out of my house, Tacori. Get off my island and don’t come back.’

      Teeth clenched, Tacori headed to the door. ‘Viruk.’

      The Lokarin came running from the second floor. When he got to the door, the human had made her way downstairs, her arms empty of the child. Varimar came up beside her and took her in his arms as they watched him leave.

      As Tacori lifted his umza into the air, he felt a torrent of emotion raging through his body. The hurt in Varimar’s voice chased him back to the mainland.
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      Hevethan was gliding through faster-than-light.

      Having exceeded all expectations, the ship was three months ahead of schedule in testing. Everything Tacori ordered, every pace he put him through, Hevethan did the first time flawlessly. It really was a marvel of Klevian technology.

      Now that they had graduated from tests in the Klevian solar system, they were going into deep space, to an asteroid field, to test one of the most critical aspects of the ship.

      Tacori stood at the large arched panel, the only furniture on Hevethan’s sizeable bridge. There were no seats on Klevian bridges, and Tacori was the only crew.

      ‘We’ll be dropping out of FTL in thirty seconds,' the ship’s AI said.

      ‘Excellent. Do you think you can do it without crashing us into an asteroid?’

      ‘Do you think your Lokarin could use a tray for his toileting? I’ve just had to send another bot out.’

      Tacori gritted his teeth. The damn AI had an attitude. Granted, his remarks weren’t helping, but in Tacori’s defence, Hevethan started it.

      ‘Ten seconds,’ the AI said, his disembodied voice filling the large bridge. ‘Five.’

      The ship stopped without further warning, and a colossal asteroid field appeared on the viewscreen. There was a small star nearby, but it was too far for gravity to have exerted any force. This was a failed solar system, the sun too small and weak to catch the asteroids in its orbit and turn them, over long millennia, into worlds.

      ‘Well done. You managed to avoid destroying us.’

      ‘I can’t say the same will be true for the Lokarin,’ the AI answered.

      ‘If I were to put credits down on who would win that fight, I would bet on the Lokarin.’

      There was silence for a moment before Hevethan responded. ‘I have scanned the field. It has the remaining elements we need. Would you like to start the collection process?’

      ‘Start,’ Tacori confirmed.

      The ship banked as it approached the field, showing Tacori the full extent of it before the ship, shields cycling through various frequencies, dived inside the borders.

      Hevethan took a giant U-turn in the field and emerged a few minutes later.

      ‘The hold is full. Transferring the materials to manufacturing.’

      Tacori grinned. ‘I’m going down to watch. Don’t start until I’m down there.’

      ‘Better hurry then,’ the snarky voice of the AI said. ‘I might forget and start before you arrive.’

      Tacori growled as he rushed off the bridge.

      Hevethan was huge, but most of that was for manufacturing and storage. There was room for a crew, but a small one, and it was unnecessary for what the ship was and was capable of. There were also quarters for guests, though Tacori couldn't imagine the circumstances where they would be used.

      Running down the hall, Tacori took the stairs down two flights to the top manufacturing level. He walked down the corridor, Viruk joining him as he entered the observation deck.

      The room was filled with rocks of all sizes. As Tacori watched, they were loaded onto a conveyer belt and moved to processing. Here they would be scanned for mineral content, metals, chemicals and more. One crew member, an AI, and one of the new Hevethan-class ships with its manufacturing ability was enough for Klevians to secure their borders from all enemies. With enough Hevethan-class ships, they could destroy both the humans, Faradne and anyone else who turned their eye to Klevia.

      ‘How is it going?’

      ‘Very well. I’ve found seventy of the necessary minerals we need for weapons production so far, and I will be able to produce a further fourteen from the available elements,’ Hevethan said. ‘Though it will take several hours to process everything from this collection.’

      Tacori nodded. He would contact Kerrin when the first missile was produced, so he could see it for himself.

      Still, a part of him had wanted it to fail. This new ship would change the Klevians. Tacori had opposed the project when Varimar's scientists proposed it, as had Varimar himself. In fact, most of the primes had objected, including Kerrin. It was Kerrin’s ministers who pushed. Finally, they’d approved it simply to see if they could do it. ‘The technology was all there,’ the ministers argued. ‘Why not see how far we can push it?’

      A perverse part of Tacori also wanted it to fail because Varimar had been in charge of the project. At the same time, he was proud of what his friend had accomplished.

      Tacori’s mood soured; Varimar's words still rung in his ears from his visit a month earlier to tell him he was put in charge of the project.

      ‘I know nothing about any of you anymore. I know I stood in a Faradne cell for several months while none of you did anything to save me. I know I found my mate, a blessing from Zerik and Eseni, and you treated us both like criminals. I know the birth of my son meant nothing to my oldest and closest friends. I know I can count on my people and no one else. Even those who pledged their lives, as well as I, to our homes, lands, and families. Get out of my house, Tacori. Get off my island and don't come back.’

      Tacori had been so angry during the meeting that it wasn’t until later that the full extent of Varimar’s words penetrated, and when they did, he felt deeply ashamed. Tacori knew the other primes better than any males alive, including his family. He had played with Varimar as a child before they could speak or walk. Had fought him in training and by his side on the battlefield. He’d trusted him with his life and had that trust returned, along with all of the primes and First Prime himself.

      And they hadn’t even visited to celebrate the birth of his son.

      Pushing all thoughts of the meeting aside, Tacori left the processing plant.
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      The problem with being alone on a ship was there wasn’t much of a distraction from his thoughts. To combat that, Tacori had taken to spending time in the gym going through combat training.

      For Klevians, war in space was necessary because of the other races they shared this galaxy with, but it wasn’t ideal. To them, war should be on the battlefield with their enemy in front of them. He hated the remote nature of modern warfare.

      Standing in the middle of the floor, Tacori went through the shapes all Klevians were taught as children. Good Klevians practised every day, no matter how often they fought, all the time, or not at all.

      Centring himself on the mat, he took a deep breath, feeling his lungs fill and expand. He let the breath out slowly, then repeated the action, feeling the moment his breath transitioned from in to out.

      Tacori imagined he was on the training field where he, Kerrin, Korvalin, Teyr, Galidin, and Varimar had trained with Korvalin’s father as children. Every day they gathered with their siblings and went through their shapes. Every day they clashed in combat, male against female, brother against brother, friend against friend.

      To this day, Tacori knew the shapes that each of his friends preferred. The way they defended themselves. How they became focused and how to make them lose their focus.

      Letting out another breath, Tacori took on his first shape, right foot back, knees slightly bent, sword raised in his upper left, dominant hand, wrist level with his shoulder, elbow slightly bent with his upper right hand out, palm turned up towards his opponent while his lower arms held a defensive pose, close to his body, ready to act if needed. He held the pose for a few seconds before transitioning to the next one.

      Turning on the balls of his feet, he swung the sword in a slow, controlled arc before stopping and holding the new pose for a moment, his lower right arm coming up to meet the sword's pommel. Swinging the hilt of the sword in his arm, he grabbed the pommel with his lower right hand and moved the sword slowly by his left flank, taking out an imaginary enemy behind him, his upper right arm and lower left arm moving close to his body to protect it. He held the pose for a few seconds.

      It is important for Klevians to be proficient with the sword with all four arms. Tacori heard Korvalin's father, Korvash, drilling into them as he put them through their shapes so many years before. Kerrin stood at the front of the group, taught to lead from the youngest age. The rest of them, the five primes, stood at his back, side by side. Varimar to Tacori’s right. They’d learned to fight almost as one organism. Together, they were unstoppable.

      Shutting that train of thought down and where it would inevitably lead, Tacori turned once again on the balls of his feet, swinging his sword in a low arc to cut through imaginary enemies.

      ‘Processing is complete for the first missile. We’ll have several more in the next few minutes.’

      Tacori stopped, feeling his focus shatter at the interruption. He was four moves into a five-hundred-move set. He felt his frustration, always so close to the surface these days, rise before taking another breath to quell it.

      ‘Put a call into the palace—’

      ‘There is a call coming in from the palace,’ Hevethan interrupted. ‘Seems our king has anticipated you.’

      Accept the call. Tell Kerrin I will be there in a moment.

      ‘Shall I call him Kerrin?’

      Tacori growled. This AI was severely straining his calm. ‘You will do no such thing. Call him First Prime, or my lord or my king. Understand.’

      ‘Understood.’

      There was a current of humour in the AI’s voice that pissed Tacori off to his core. What the fuck was it with this thing? Why did it take such delight in tormenting him? Why did it take delight at all?

      Kerrin was on the main screen when Tacori reached the bridge and immediately stood to attention.

      ‘Relax, my friend.’

      Tacori breathed and went from attention to at ease, one foot stepping so that he was standing with them shoulder-width apart. He moved his arms behind his back, his hands interlinking.

      ‘Even talking to me, you can’t relax, friend?’

      Tacori smirked. ‘This is me relaxed.’

      Kerrin laughed. ‘I’ve never known anyone who feels such a need to be on duty all the time,’ he said. ‘I miss those moments when you’re off duty.’ Kerrin took in a breath and gave Tacori a knowing look.

      Tacori shook his head and tried not to laugh. ‘How can I help you, my king?’

      Kerrin let out a shout of frustration. ‘I will get you to relax, Tacori,’ he said. ‘Very well. To business. How is it going?’

      ‘Collection went very well. The scans showed almost all the minerals we required were present.’

      ‘And it was a completely random selection?’

      ‘Completely random. I chose the field myself.’

      ‘That is good. An excellent result. How soon for the first successful production?’

      ‘According to the AI, the first missile was completed a few moments before you called. Hevethan put the missile up.’

      Kerrin moved closer to the screen as the missile appeared. The processing plant was provided by Teyr, whose family was the major weapons manufacturer on Klevia. The missile that appeared was, for all intents and purposes, one of the missiles his company produced, yet not a single Klevian hand had touched it.

      ‘Any faults?’

      ‘Absolutely none,’ Hevethan said.

      ‘Full report,’ Kerrin ordered.

      Hevethan broke down the process of refinement and construction of the missile. Despite it taking several minutes, Tacori and Kerrin listened closely. The production of the missile had gone perfectly.

      ‘Now we need to see it in action, but that will have to wait,’ Kerrin said. ‘We got a report of a human ship near your location. I’m sending the coordinates now. I want you to approach the ship in stealth, board it, look around, and bring back any information you can find.’

      ‘I thought we were trying to enter negotiations with the humans.’ Tacori thought of Varimar’s mate, Cara, and the message she’d sent to Earth over a year ago telling the Earthers what crime they’d committed and calling for an answer. The way they’d treated Cara never sat well with Tacori; at the same time, humans were the enemy, and Kerrin’s hatred of them was absolute.

      ‘They haven't responded. We should continue as though we are about to go to war.’

      Tacori nodded. ‘As you say, my king.’

      Behind Kerrin, one of his ministers appeared and whispered in his ear. Tacori took the opportunity to study Kerrin. He looked older, angrier. There was something behind all of this—something that worried Tacori. He wasn't alone in feeling like their people were wandering off their true path.

      Kerrin nodded and turned back to the screen. ‘I must go. Infiltrate the human ship, Tacori. Bring back what you find.’

      ‘Yes, First Prime.’ Tacori bowed and didn’t raise his head until the screen had gone dark.

      It felt like the centre of their world, of their people, had shifted. Something was going wrong, and Tacori had no idea how to fix it.

    



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/tacori_title-page.jpg
TACORI

KLEVIAN WARRIORS

L. P.PEACE

G





OEBPS/images/prologue.jpg
PROIOGUE
@





OEBPS/images/image-1.jpg
CHAPTER ONE
@





OEBPS/images/image-277899707_1218928705306495_1020207829786315686_n.jpg
R el o
— N ——

KLEVIAN WARRIORS BOOK |





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg






OEBPS/images/small-logo-15-copy.jpg
—

- RS -

3





