CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
ENURRUA

DAY FORTY-FIVE

Isheeni looked up slowly as she felt Anja approach. The cave was silent, everyone getting the last bit of sleep they could before the battles began. The Spartans were confident and ready, waiting in their positions all around the mountain strong hold. The men and women rebels were less confident, most believing they would not live through the next day or so. Though Isheeni could not see the first fingers of dawn stretching across the sky, she could feel it as the sun rose. She glanced down quickly to where Aricia was curled up next to her, Isheeni’s now healed wing draped gently over her sleeping form.

Isheeni… how do you feel? Anja asked as she settled silently to the cave floor in front of her.


Isheeni nodded gently. For a healer Queen Anja, you move with the grace and skill of a shadow. Anja smiled and reached up to touch Isheeni’s head. She glanced down at Aricia quickly, her face showing her concern. It is the first deep sleep she has had in several days. Her heart is so heavy Milady. The word that the King headed deeper into High Coven territory and not here to get her struck her hard.


Anja nodded. He loved her most of all of us Isheeni.

You knew this? Isheeni spoke genuinely curious. And still you love him?


Anja nodded. Dysea and I both knew it the moment she came into our lives. It never stopped us from loving him as much as we do. And it never stopped Martin or Little Wolf from loving us in return. It’s very hard to explain. You might understand better if you ever meet him.

Emotions of destiny and the heart usually are. Isheeni replied nodding her head. My mother taught me that. She said it was an emotion of destiny when Torma came to her and asked for her permission to take me as his mate, knowing that I could not bear him children for so many years. And I will only meet the king if he returns for her. I will not leave her side Anja. I am bound to her now, and our bond is growing stronger. It’s almost as if sometimes we can see each others thoughts.


Aricia was always the more powerful. She may be the youngest of us, but only she can compare to the power that Martin wields. I think that is why their connection is so strong. Anja spoke.


Then why does he not come for her Anja? Isheeni asked. If he loved her so much… he must be just as sick at heart as she is? She will never be whole without him, and the longer they remain apart the harder it will be for her to go on.

I know Isheeni. And he will never be whole without her. Anja said softly. I don’t know what goes through his head Isheeni. He is a very complex man.


He either loves her or he does not. Isheeni snorted in very un-dragon like fashion. There is no complexity to that.


I can feel nothing from him Isheeni. It’s almost as if Martin… really everyone has suddenly stopped talking. I can hear no one Mindvoicing. Anja said.

Isheeni nodded in agreement. I felt this as well. What do you think it means?


Anja shook her head. I don’t know. Can any of Chetak’s men Mindvoice on our level Isheeni?


I have seen none in my almost five hundred years with the exception of Isra. They do not advance this skill past the first few levels. Isheeni spoke. Only you and Aricia have greater Mindvoice skills than the normal dragon, and we are far more advanced in this skill than Chetak’s men. I can not even hear my own kind.

Could they sense that the battle is coming and they are hiding somewhere? Anja asked.


They would go into the wastes, to my mother’s caverns. Isheeni answered. Even still I should feel them… hear them… and I do not.


I don’t know if that is a good thing or a bad thing. Anja spoke. You can’t fly Isheeni, not with you wing. You need to remain on the ground or you risk damaging your wing more before it fully heals.


I will remain here with Aricia. Isheeni spoke. The entrance is only a few meters away if we need to leave quickly.


Anja turned and looked at the wide ledge she was referring too and she nodded. We’ll be set up there as well.


Thank… thank you for what you have done Milady. Isheeni asked.


Anja smiled. I did nothing. You have been her life line Isheeni and for that I thank you. I don’t think I could have dealt with losing both of them, even with Seanna in my life now.


Isheeni turned and looked at where the dark haired Hadarian female was just beginning to stir. The connection you have with her is even deeper than what you share with Aricia. It is because she is your kind.


Anja nodded. Yes.


And still you came for Aricia?


Anja smiled. I will always come for Aricia. She is as much a part of my life as Seanna now is. As Martin has always been.


She has many that care for her. Isheeni spoke. Perhaps this can sustain her.


We’ll give it our best shot Isheeni. Anja spoke. I have to check our positions with Atropos. Remember what I told you. No flying or you risk further injury and you could possibly hurt your eggs.


Isheeni nodded. I will not fly just yet. I can feel them now Queen Anja. My hatchlings grow inside me. I should not be able to carry eggs for another thirty years, yet I can feel them growing inside me! It is wondrous! She spoke with what amounted to a twinkle in her eye and a smile on her dragon face.


Now you must protect them as well.


I will Milady. I will.


Anja chuckled and patted her head before moving back to where Seanna was rolling up their sleeping mats. Isheeni watched them share a soft kiss before the hulking Spartan that was Aricia’s brother moved quietly into view. It still stunned Isheeni how the Spartans of his size could move with such softness and grace. She watched as they exchanged words and then Anja nodded and she and Seanna followed him toward the entrance of the caves.


Martin also watched the first fingers of dawn as they stretched across the horizon. He was sitting on the boulder, Torma resting on the ground next to him, his eyes watching the scene as well. Martin’s left hand rested on the huge obsidian colored head and he absently scratched Torma’s scales. Helen watched as at times he would nod, or Torma would look at him, as if they were talking to one another. Helen knew this to be true, for while she could not hear their thoughts, she could feel the tremors of their Mindvoice powers.

Walter stepped up next to where Helen stood watching him. “Can you see his thoughts Helen?” He asked.

Helen shook her head slowly. “No Dymas. I may have the First Oracle’s memories and knowledge and even some of his power, but the only one who could crack those shields resides not a hundred kilometers from here.”


“He has grown more than you first thought hasn’t he?”


“It is this connection with Torma.” Helen replied softly. “With all of them really. They took the best from each other. Dragons by their nature are benevolent, our people wild and untamed. They have shared the best parts of each other, and they are better for it.”


“You know why he chose three hundred?” Walter said.


“To honor his father.” Helen replied with a nod. “I saw that coming when he first discovered these skills with Torma. He is going to make them an honor guard of sorts. A unit of Spartans and Dragons. Never in my life have I seen such a thing. And the way he intends to utilize them? If they succeed today Dymas, their very name will strike fear into those who would harm the Union.”

Walter nodded. “I believe that is what he intends them to do.” He said. “He surpasses his father in military genius by so wide a margin I can’t begin to compare them. You know what he intends to call them don’t you?” Helen looked at him, shaking her head. “Mjolnir’s Hand.” He said softly. 


Helen smiled. “After the mythical hammer of the Norse god Thor.” She spoke. She nodded. “It is appropriate Dymas. They will help when they can and smash if they must. You realize there is not an ounce of arrogance in his body.” Helen spoke. “And that is what makes him so very dangerous.”


Walter nodded. “What does he plan to do with this Chetak and his son Joric Helen?” Walter asked.


Helen turned and looked at him. “Chetak… I do not know what he intends for Chetak. I will tell you that this Joric, his death will be neither painless nor quick for what he has done to Aricia.”

“Spartan justice.” Walter whispered nodding his head. “As it should be.”


Martin looked at the timepiece on his wrist and then back to the brightening sky. 

It is almost time Torma my friend. He spoke.


Will we teach Isheeni and Aricia what we have learned sire?


Martin nodded. We must. Their bond is nearly as strong as ours, and as ours grows so does theirs.


I touched her last night Milord if only briefly. I was able to block her like you taught me Martin. She was injured yesterday. Martin turned to look at him.


Badly?


Queen Anja and another Hadarian healed her quickly. She was shot by one of Chetak’s men. One of his leaders. Queen Anja chased him away. Torma looked at Martin with his golden eyes and Martin could see the simmering anger. I now feel what you do my King. The anger at what they have done to my mate. I want to…

If he lives Torma… he is yours. Martin spoke. 


Torma nodded slowly. When I saw… when I saw her flying that first day sire. I knew I had to have her. To my eyes she was the most beautiful creature that the gods have ever created. I did not care that she could not give me children for so many years. I knew when we had hatchlings they would be strong and proud because of her. Is… is that what you feel for Aricia sire?


Martin nodded slowly. From the moment she first touched my thoughts Torma. I love them all… but Aricia… when we became soulmates Torma… it was the best day of my life. I intend to get that back my friend. Joric will suffer pain for every touch upon her body that she did not want. And if I am what she still desires, I will make love to her for as long as she needs me too. As long as I need to, to show her that I have always loved her. If… if she allows me.

That could be a long time Milord. You and she will have the endurance of my kind now, bonded as we are, as she is with Isheeni. Isheeni and I can couple for days without tiring.


Martin chuckled and looked at him, putting his hand on Torma’s head. I don’t find that prospect bad at all Torma. 


Martin turned when he heard the shuffling behind him and he saw the three hundred Spartans and dragons moving slowly to where he sat. It’s time Torma.


Martin stood up as Torma gathered his powerful body under him and they both turned to face those moving closer to them.

Remember what the Oracle has taught you! What Torma and I have showed you!  Martin reached out touching all of them by Mindvoice, dragons included. You are strongest when you are together, so when you land; do not stray far from each other. Your dragons can fly, and drawing off of you, they can shield you both. Let them fly and use whatever other tools they have while you fight from their backs. They will protect you without question and you must honor them in this way as well. We are not just three hundred Spartans and three hundred dragons… but six hundred minds! You will not be invincible… so watch your brother next to you and in front of you and behind you. The weapons they have will not penetrate our shields, but do not grow overconfident and sloppy. Use what you have been trained to use, Nehtes, Shi Viskas, your 190s. You will be broken into three groups of one hundred. Andreus will command one, I will command one and Isra will command one. 

Isra looked at Martin on the rock from the second rank of men and dragons with wide eyes. That he was even standing here right now was a feeling he had never experienced before. So many years of being alone and not fitting in with his father and brothers, and all those around him. Now… now Isra felt like he belonged. He could hear the minds of these men and dragons easily now, a skill he had never had before meeting Aelnala. Their connection had grown stronger by the hour and after losing Tarifa and Aihola, he threw himself into his moments with her. This was what he was meant for.

Sire… I am… I am not a Spartan. I do not have the right to lead these men.


Martin looked at Andreus and nodded. Andreus turned and took the bundle from the Spartan next to him and tossed it to Isra. 


You stand among Spartans by order of King Leonidas Isra, son of Chetak. Therefore you are now a Spartan. We will see to your training when the battle is over, but I doubt much will be needed. Andreus spoke. Wear the uniform with pride and never dishonor it, for you will face us if you do. We are Mjolnir’s Hand now, and we will be far more an enemy to those who wish to do us harm than any seen before!

We use only Mindvoice from here on out! Martin continued. You were chosen because of your strength with this skill, and with your dragon at your side it doubles. It allows us to be much sneakier as well!

This brought laughter from the Spartans, and even the dragons, that were rapidly picking up on the mannerisms and emotions of their flying partners.


Martin smiled and climbed onto Torma’s back as the roar of dragons and men filled the plains around them. He lifted his matte black helmet, the four colored crest waving gracefully. He touched the raven color in the front, running his fingers back through all of them before he lowered the helmet onto his head. Eight minutes Mjolnir’s hand. In eight minutes they will know that we have come. No retreat! No surrender! No Mercy! Do not stop until our enemies are all dead or cowed before us! That is my order!


Ben stood on the ramp of the AUTUMN MOON Frigate two hundred meters away and smiled. “Oh man this is about to get good!” He spoke to Endith and For’mya. “Get to your ship ladies… the shit is about to come a crashing down!”


For’mya looked across the plains until her keen elf eyes fell on Martin. He was looking at her she could see that.


Retrieve your soul Martin Leonidas. Retrieve our soul. She reached out with her mind. It was so easy now, so natural. The Oracle Helen had told her she had grown stronger than all but Martin and the Queens, and she now joined the very few who could communicate on this level. I belong to both of you now, and I do not fear that arrangement in the least.

As we belong to you For’mya. He answered warmly. Do not die on us For’mya, for we have much to explore.


Do not die Martin Leonidas, for I look forward to that exploration. Every wonderful portion of it.


For’mya turned then to Endith as they began walking to the STRIKER that was already starting to warm up with Tina in the engineer’s seat. “Endith… what does Benjamin mean… the shit is about to come crashing down. It is a clear sky Endith.”


Endith looked at her and laughed as she took her arm. “Tina and I need to educate you For’mya.” She said.

CHETAK’S RESIDENCE

Chetak climbed from the shower in his bathing room and began to towel off his naked body as he walked into the main portion of his bedroom. The large monitor on his wall, always attuned to the single Net Channel he allowed to set up in Republic space, was showing nothing but white fuzz. His eyes narrowed and he moved to the screen, adjusting the controls to no avail. He banged on the table panel activating the Com channel.


“I have lost the Net Channel signal!” He exclaimed. “I had to wait a full day for this delayed transmission from the Union Senate meeting and now I am missing it!”


“Milord… transmissions are down.” The voice replied. “There is nothing getting through! We are checking the transmission towers… but it appears all communications planet wide is down as well!”


Chetak looked at the monitor. “How is that possible? We have dedicated systems for all military traffic! Are you telling me I can’t communicate with my son in the south?”


“All communications is down sir! It just started. It’s almost as if someone is jamming us! Jamming everything we have!”


“No one would dare jam us!” Chetak barked. “Find out what is going on anse you! I’ll be down in a few moments!” Chetak caught the faint scent of cinnamon and sweet apples mixed in with nutmeg and he turned slowly, his survival instincts kicking in. He froze when he saw the barrel of the Spartan P190 exactly three centimeters from his nose. Behind the sights of the weapon was a huge black skinned Spartan with dark eyes, and his hands were rock steady.


“Hi there motherfucker.” Dan spoke softly.


Chetak had faced many men in his life, men even bigger than himself, he didn’t fear Danny’s size, but he didn’t like what he saw in those dark eyes. “You are well trained to get into my home Spartan.” Chetak spoke confidently. “You are alone and you will not leave here alive. You must be a young wolf to be brave enough to think you can best me by yourself. I have nearly fourteen thousand years of experience.”


Dan smiled. “That just goes to show how fucking stupid you really are old man.” Dan spoke. “Look out the corner of your eyes Chetak.”

Chetak moved his head slightly and saw the point of the Nehtes only a few centimeters from the side of his neck. Holding that seven and a half foot spear was a female elf with rust colored red hair and stunning cerulean blue eyes. He watched as her eyes changed becoming outlined in black and her wolf fangs slowly extended to three quarters of an inch. He turned his head slowly the other way and saw the dark skinned female elf with shimmering white hair on his other side, the blade of the razor sharp knife pressing to his exposed skin. Her amber eyes were gleaming points of cold beauty. Behind the hulking Spartan he saw two other shadows move into view. He smelled the vampire blood in her before he even saw Yuriko’s cobalt blue eyes, and the Hadarian male looked extremely capable.

Slowly Chetak turned back to look at Danny. “You need elf females and vampires to do your work for you Spartan?” He growled.


Danny chuckled. “They are my mates Chetak… and they are Spartans too. Yuriko is Marty’s adopted daughter, and she ain’t real happy with you for what you have done. King Leonidas wanted me to make sure nothing happened to your wrinkled ass before he had a chance to properly say hello.”


Anuk leaned forward, her right forearm never wavering as the Nehtes maintained its killing position. She only needed to push it forwards an inch and Chetak’s head would be impaled. Anuk snorted when she glanced between his legs and saw his limp cock dangling.
She looked back up and her eyes went to where Nayeca stood. 


“There doesn’t seem to be much there to work with Mistress,” Anuk spoke calmly. “Perhaps that is why they have to force themselves on the females of their kind. Who would want that? It is so small.”


Nayeca smiled and looked at her. “We are simply spoiled Anuk.” She said.


Chetak growled and started to make a move forward. Dan pressed the barrel of the P190 against his forehead, while both the Nehtes and Nayeca’s blades touched his skin, the tip of Anuk’s Nehtes drawing a drop of blood from his ear lobe as the razor edge cut it lightly.


“The King wanted us to keep you company while he destroys all that you have amassed here old man!” Nayeca spoke in a low menacing voice. “He did not say what your condition had to be. If you wish to test us… please do.”

Danny grinned, his eyes never leaving Chetak’s. “You think you can beat all five of us old man?” He asked softly. “Go ahead, give it a whirl.”


Anuk smiled and tapped the COM unit built into her body armor. “Father… we have him.” She spoke.


“Insure Daniel and Yuriko do not hurt him too badly Anuk.” Vengal’s voice filled the room. “The King has plans for him.”


“I will make sure father.” Anuk answered.


“We are in position.” Vengal spoke. “As soon as Komirri gives the signal, we will strike. Vistr is impatient to bring this foul regime to an end, as am I. Tell this fool Chetak I will enjoy destroying his lone spaceport. He will no longer have use for it.”


Anuk saw Chetak’s eyes go a little wider. “I’ll make sure he knows papa.” She replied. “We will see you when this over.”


Yuriko stepped up next to Daniel, her cobalt blue vampire eyes simmering with barely controlled anger. “We disposed of the guards Daniel.” She spoke. “It was a simple matter. They are no better trained than this fat fool with no cock.”


Filrian couldn’t help but laugh from where he stood.


Danny lowered the P190 several inches and looked at Chetak with a smile. “Don’t worry Chetak. In about three minutes… the jamming will stop… and you can watch your wannabe violent empire come to a rather inglorious end.” Dan stepped close to him, close enough to smell Chetak’s blossoming fear. “You made one mistake old man.” Dan growled. “You didn’t kill him.”


Yuriko laughed heartily. “This fool kill father?” She said. “What a joke that is.”


Filrian pulled over the chair and grabbed Chetak none too kindly by his long graying hair, yanking him over and slamming him down into the chair. “Take a seat. I don’t want to have to exercise my healing skills on you because you fall down over what you will see.” He said. “I might suddenly forget what I have learned over the years.”


Chetak glared at Danny with evil in his eyes as his mind raced with scenarios on how to get out of here and warn his men and Joric that there were Spartans and elves on the planet and preparing to attack.


It wouldn’t be in time. Not by a long shot.

LEONIDAS I


“Give me a channel Fleet Wide!” Komirri barked as he came onto the bridge, walking briskly to his command chair.


“Channel is open Captain.”


“This is Captain Komirri of the LEONIDAS I. We have ninety seconds before we initiate our attack! Listen to me now, all of you. We have seen the type of man our King is. We have fought with him, suffered with him these last weeks over something he thought was his fault. These scum… people of his own race… they took his Queen from him in the most disgusting of ways. You all know what has happened while we have been showing the High Coven we have bigger teeth by smashing Ukwav! We are many species in the Union, many species within this fleet, but we are all here because we are the very best at what we do. We are the King’s fleet.” Komirri walked slowly around the bridge. “What has occurred is vile to all of us, but more so to our Lycavorian brothers. They consider rape to be the most heinous of crimes because of the roots of their past that they left behind. And these fools committed that act on our Queen! Do we let that go unpunished?

“They commit it even now on the women of this world below us, and those others in the sector. Every day, every night! I am not Lycavorian… many of us are not… but this day we are all the same species. This day we are our King’s species… this day we are all Lycavorian. We will leave nothing undone! We outnumber them, yes. We outgun them, yes. I do not care! For what they have done, what they continue to do, they will suffer the wrath of the Lycavorian Union! Leave no ship, no fighter, and no transport, leave nothing! All ships will prepare their heavy transports, whether it is one or ten. Once our fighters and STRIKERs have launched, these ships will then launch and move to designated points on the surface of Enurrua. All of you remember we are the best at what we do. And we are here for a reason! Good luck to you all!”

Komirri moved to his command chair. “Time?”


“Twenty-seven seconds Captain!”


He nodded. “Lock all targets within our radius! Four missiles per ship, I don’t care what size they are. What the missiles do not destroy take apart with the plasma arrays! Our fighters?”


“All squadrons report green across the board! All STRIKERs are ready for launch! Star Commander For’mya is already airborne and maintaining a low orbit! Our jamming has blinded them completely Captain. They won’t know what hit them until we attack.”


Komirri nodded with an evil grin on his reptilian features. “Once we begin the attack, stop the jamming and contact Commander Rajon on the ground. The King was clear. Chetak is to watch the fall of his empire.”

“Captain! Admiral Riall and the 3rd Group have entered the system firing!” The sensor operator barked out with a smile, the excitement in his voice infectious. “They are blasting the Republic ships to atoms!”


Komirri came to his feet. “Good… what is a few more seconds anyway?” He stabbed the button on the arm of his chair. “Komirri to 1st Spartan Attack Group! De-shroud and begin our attack! Now! Execute! Execute!”


As if guided by a single mind, two hundred and thirty-nine ships phased back into visual existence and with blinding flashes of light, missiles launches and plasma beam arrays turned the star filled space into a fireworks display.

Arzoal heard the gasps among the dozens of dragons that were crowding onto the ledge of the main cavern. She moved to quickly to see what was causing the stir and she followed their gaze skyward. Brilliant points of light were exploding in the brightening sky above them, lances of multicolored lines crisscrossing in a myriad of patterns.

You will know the road he has chosen when you see the burning of the path he lights across the stars.

Arzoal remembered Val’istar’s words to her well and she felt millennia of anguish and heartache slipping away.


Elder mother what is it? The young dragon asked from next to her. What is happening among the stars?

Arzoal looked down at the dragon. Her flame colored eyes shone in the morning light and if a dragon could cry and smile at the same time Arzoal would be doing both. 


A King is keeping his promise to me little one. Arzoal answered softly. We will be free this day. Go now… spread the word little one. All those who do not carry eggs, young and old, gather here as fast as their wings will carry them! 


Elder mother why?


Arzoal took a deep breath. We are going to war little one.


Commander Rajon was running through the caverns as fast as his two legs would carry him, two fingers pressed against the ear piece he wore connecting him to his Frigate and their sensors. He could see dozens of people moving for the many entrances and openings in the tunnels and caves, but he had only one destination.


He burst onto the wide expanse of ledge that was only thirty meters from the top of this ridgeline. They had decided to use it as their observation post, at least until the artillery began to rain down on them. The ledge, plateau really was wide and flat, and a natural rock wall formed along the edge to keep others from falling down the steep mountain side below. They had thought it would be happening already, but only minutes before the stars above them had begun lighting up. Golna, Tarifa, the Drow, Anja, Atropos, they were all gathered here, and his eyes detected the large azure blue dragon and Queen Aricia as well. All of them were looking skyward as if mesmerized.


Anja turned when he burst onto the plateau. “Rajon what is going on? Something is going on in orbit.” Anja snapped.


Rajon’s face was animated and his eyes wide. “He’s here!” He said.


“What? Who’s here?” Golna demanded.


“The King is here! The 1st Spartan Attack Group appeared out of nowhere only two minutes ago! They are in orbit right now blowing the sibfla out of Chetak’s fleet! That is what we are seeing! Admiral Riall’s 3rd Group is destroying Chetak’s shipyards and his measly force of cruisers and corvettes!” Rajon spoke.


Anja’s eyes were wide. “Martin is here!” She gasped.


Aricia stepped closer to him, her eyes wide and her heart racing uncontrollably. Her beloved was here. “You… you said he went deeper into High Coven territory!”


Rajon nodded. “Those were the reports we got Milady Aricia! It was a ruse! The moment they went dark, they altered course and headed here! I’m getting reports directly from the LEONIDAS I now! We are engaging ground targets all over the planet. Every planet! They are telling me the King has been on the surface for two days! They said he would be contacting us soon!”


Aricia looked at him wide eyed. “Two days!” She gasped as Anja stepped up to her quickly, her eyes moist. “He has… he has been here for two days! Here… on this planet? How? Why?”


Rajon nodded. “That’s what they are telling me Milady! They…”


His voice was drowned out by the inescapable roar of powerful engines, and they looked skyward once more as the STRIKER ATs began appearing above them, only a hundred meters above the mountain. Not one or two, but by the dozen.
Spartan 01

“STRIKER Flight from Spartan 01.” For’mya spoke from the right seat as Endith eased them forward slowly. Her helmeted head looked back up from peering out the window and seeing the dozen or so individuals and one dragon on the plateau below them. “Lock up your targets people! Artillery pieces are radiating as green! You will follow Commander Endith and I in, and I don’t want one stinking piece of artillery left standing when we pull up! We are weapons free per the King! The primary targets are the artillery batteries but if it does not wear the black and crimson of a Spartan… kill it anyway! With extreme prejudice!”

Endith looked at her from the pilot’s seat, a gleam in her blue eyes and a smile on her face. “I think you and I are going to get along just fine For’mya.”


For’mya looked at her and there was a twinkle in her own eyes. She turned her head and looked at Tina quickly, then back to Endith. “The King’s Flight Crew should get along Endith, since I imagine we will spend quite a bit of time together if I know Martin Leonidas.”


“Now that’s the best news I’ve heard in months.” Tina interjected. “It’s always busy where Marty goes, and I’m tired of just sitting around.”

Endith smiled and nodded her head. “Give the order For’mya, and let’s get this party started.”


For’mya turned back to the front. “STRIKER Flight from Spartan 01! Launch and follow us in!”

Endith let out a whoop of pleasure and shoved her throttles to full attack power, dipping her nose down as all forty-four STRIKER ATs launched at the same time and the morning sky on Enurrua filled with retribution.

 If Joric thought he knew warfare, that misconception became readily apparent the moment he lost all communication with his father and anyone else on the planet. He shouted at the communications operator for a full four minutes before they heard the engines. He and Wilgar rushed from the command Runecutter and looked towards the mountain they were to begin assaulting in only a few more minutes.

“By all the gods!” Wilgar muttered as they saw the wall of missiles speeding towards them, followed closely by the several dozen STRIKER Attack Transports. Wilgar was not a fool. He had lived for several thousand years because he knew where the power was. He had raped and taken females against their will, he had killed on a command from Chetak and others. He was bigger and better than everyone he had faced up until today.


As his wide eyes followed the missiles as they streaked overhead above Joric and himself, he came to the realization that they were not going to win this battle. They had angered someone much bigger, and considerably more powerful. And they had angered him in a way that left them only one option.


Death.


Wilgar grabbed Joric’s arm as the first missiles began to impact the artillery batteries two kilometers behind them, massive explosions and flame blossoming into the morning air. Wilgar even swore he could see the body parts of hundreds of wolves as they were tossed casually into the air in their death throes.


“Joric… we need to go!” He spoke.

Joric looked at him wide eyed. “Go! Go where?”


“The Spartans are taking away our artillery Joric!” Wilgar snapped. “We can not call for reinforcements, and even if we could none would be here in time!”


“We have two hundred thousand troops!” Joric barked. “That is more than enough to take those mountains!”


“Don’t be a fool Joric!” Wilgar screamed as the ground shuddered violently. “Did you truly believe he would not come for her? This is not a military attack! His fleet is in the stars even now destroying everything! He intends to destroy and kill everything for what you and your father have done!”


“We fulfilled my father’s Blood Oath!” Joric snapped.


Wilgar nodded. “Yes… and now you will suffer under the Spartan King’s Blood Oath.” He spoke. “And you will do so alone! I have no desire to die!”


“You will run?” Joric shouted.


“Better to run than to die!”


Joric pulled the small hand blaster out in a blink, leveled it at Wilgar’s chest and pulled the trigger. At such close range the bolt blasted a huge hole in Wilgar’s chest and sent him flying back several meters to land twitching on the ground, his blood rapidly pooling around him.


“I made the wench mine! I made her mine and I will take her back!” Joric screamed his eyes bright crazy. “Bring on this Spartan King! I will crush him like the bug he is!”

Tarifa stood next to Aihola, their hands gripping each others tightly as they watched in the distance as flames and explosions announced the obliteration of the artillery arrayed against them. They could hear the cheering of the Spartans below, as well as the few thousand rebels that dotted the mountainside in defensive positions.
“Where?” Anja screamed at Rajon, Aricia holding her hand as they stood next to Isheeni. “Where is he Rajon? He…”

Tarifa’s wide sapphire eyes caught the movement below and she turned, her face showing her shocked surprise. “The Spartans! They’re leaving their positions!” She barked out.


All of them looked down the side of the mountain and they could see the black and crimson clad Spartans high tailing it up the side of the mountain as fast as they could go, many of them shifting to wolf form with flashes of light as they ran.


“What are they doing?” Golna screamed. “Who gave them orders to abandon their positions? They are leaving us defenseless! Lady Aricia? Lady Anja? Who ordered this! We will die up here without them! Who ordered this?”

Anja staggered slightly as the presence of the mind she hadn’t felt in over a month swept through her with a rush, bringing with it love, commitment and completeness. She grabbed Aricia’s arm for support, causing Aricia to look at her worry in her eyes, Seanna taking her other arm.

“Anja?” Seanna asked quickly, slipping her arm around Anja’s waist.

“Little Wolf… he is here!” Anja spoke, her eyes filling with tears. “He is… he is so close.”

“Martin?” Aricia gasped unable to feel anything from him. Isheeni moved closer to her as well, sensing the sudden despair in Aricia immediately.

Anja nodded quickly. “He’s… he’s different.” Anja said her eyebrows furrowing in confusion. “So… so much more powerful! So… controlled.”

Golna was scrambling around at the edge looking down and seeing the Spartans moving. “Who ordered this? They are sentencing us to death! Who…”

Tarifa was also more concerned with the departing Spartan Centurions as she could not feel Martin’s aura. “Rajon! What’s going on?” Tarifa barked. “Why are they leaving? Who ordered them to…?”

The roar that drowned out Tarifa’s next words was unlike anything any of them had ever heard. It was a long, deep throated roar and it drew everyone’s heads around to look up above and behind them. They all saw the massive black dragon, perched on the top of the ridge thirty meters above them, its savage teeth exposed for all to see as it trumpeted its defiance to the thousands of soldiers lining the valley floor. Isheeni’s eyes opened wide as she instantly recognized her beloved Torma.
Torma! She gasped Aricia looking at her in shock.

The dragon’s roar continued once more, bellowing out the warning of the fury the men below had roused, and a call to all those who hated them. As the dragon moved closer to the edge, the gasps were unmistakable as Martin’s form came into view perched on Torma’s back. The black body armor and helmet, the multicolored crested blowing lightly in the wind, the Nehtes extended to its full nine foot length, one end propped on his thigh. He sat in some sort of saddle, his legs secured behind metal armor of some sort.
They saw him reach up and tap the COM unit on his armor and his voice burst from Anja’s and Rajon’s body armor.

“Anja… why don’t you and the others sit this one out.” Martin spoke calmly.

Torma turned his head and looked down at his azure blue dragon mate. I told you I would return with the King my mate!

“Martin… there has to be two hundred thousand men down there!” Anja proclaimed.

“You can’t fight them alone Martin!” Tarifa shouted after touching the COM unit on her borrowed armor.

They all heard him laugh at Tarifa’s words. “Alone?” He spoke. “Who said anything about doing this alone?”

They saw him lean close to Torma’s head, and without hesitation Torma let loose with another unearthly roar that caused prickles to race across everyone’s scalps and down their spines. Almost on cue, more dragons began appearing on the edge of the ridge, dragons bearing Spartans perched between their shoulders. There was nothing but wide eyes as they scanned the ridgeline and saw dragons and Spartans. Dragons of every color and size, Heavyhorns and Firespitters mostly, though there were hybrids like Torma among the three hundred. Off spring of both a Firespitter and a Heavyhorn. There were several dozen Spiketailed Longwing dragons among them with glittering ruby like scales, and though very rare, their different breed of dragon was making a comeback. Even still, none were as dominating as Torma when it came to sheer size and strength. 

Torma unleashed another chilling roar, and this time three hundred other dragons joined in and the sound echoed across the valley below them, rolling over where the Lycavorians were massed to begin their assault. It was so deafening that no one went without cringing at the sound.
Aihola clutched Tarifa’s arms as her amber eyes scanned the row of Dragons and men stretching for over a hundred meters on either side of Martin. It was a sight she never in her wildest imagination ever dreamed she would see. She saw the single rider slightly in front of the others on Martin’s right side and noticed the wild dirty blond hair sticking out from under the helmet. She gripped Tarifa’s hand tighter.

“Tarifa!” She gasped pointing. “Tarifa… there! Is that…”

Tarifa followed Aihola’s motioned and her eyes settled on the dirty yellow dragon, a Heavyhorn as she now knew them to be called. The rider sat tall in that saddle and his head turned to look at her. Even from this distance Tarifa saw those violet eyes easily and her hands went to her mouth in stunned surprise.

“Isra.” Tarifa gasped softly.

Martin looked out over the valley and reached out to his now much loved elf concubine. For’mya… if you would clear the air space please!
Anja looked down when the unknown female voice echoed on the open COM channel.

“Spartan 01 to all STRIKERs! You are ordered to clear the valley and take up holding positions at designated points! Execute now!”

Martin watched as the STRIKERs screamed for altitude, leaving nothing but shattered metal and bodies in their wake. Not a single piece of Joric’s artillery had survived the extremely lethal and concentrated assault. Joric, with no real military training to speak of, had foolishly placed his guns only meters from each other, and what the missiles did not destroy, the kinetic cannons of the STRIKERs did as they swept low and sometimes, as Endith did, even hovered as their pilots methodically butchered the enemy with their cannons.

Aricia’s eyes had never left him as he sat on Torma. She didn’t bother to look at the hundreds of other dragons and men that lined the ridge. The only one that truly mattered to her had not even looked at her once. All of her fears were coming true. Anja could feel him once more in her mind, yet he had not included her within his aura. He had returned for Anja and Tarifa, not for her. She didn’t stop the tears that came to her eyes as reality began to sink in. 

Martin waited for the last STRIKER to lift into the sky and he looked down the line of men and dragons on either side of him and then turned in his saddle and smiled. Torma… look behind us my friend.

Torma tore his eyes away from Isheeni and turned, his golden orbs growing wide at what he saw. Stretching as far as the eye could see, against the still rising sun behind them, the sky was filled with dragons.

Arzoal… what are you doing? Martin reached out to her. You don’t have riders to augment your abilities.

I will not allow my King to go into battle without at least supporting him sire! Arzoal’s voice echoed in his head. You and Mjolnir’s Hand will do battle with dragons circling the field and burning any who attempt to escape. I am done running Milord, it is time we fought for our freedom.

Martin smiled. Then so be it. Eurin’s Healers should even now be entering the tunnels and caves below us. Two thousand in all. They will tend to the wounded Arzoal. Make sure your riderless dragons know where they are. 

I will sire. May you slaughter them all!

Martin turned back to face the valley. He glanced down once more and this time his yellow/gold eyes found Aricia, and for an instant gazing into those azure blue orbs that took his breath away, the urge to sweep her into his arms and love her until she filled every pore of his being was all consuming. The wind shifted ever so slightly, and her sweet lavender/coco scent drifted up to him, and Martin inhaled deeply. Her scent charged him, filled him with love and power. He couldn’t lower his shields… for if he did he would forsake everything else to lose himself within her scent and her arms, but… when this day was done, and if it was Aricia’s wish, she would be his once more. And this time it would be for all eternity.

For what they have done Arzoal… I intend to do just that. Torma… let them know we are coming!
Torma leaped into sky while unleashing another savage roar. One by one Mjolnir’s Hand followed their King with similar battle cries, and in seconds, Anja and the others could only watch in awe as three hundred dragons, their wings fully extended for maximum lift, rocketed by their position in a suicidal dive straight for the valley floor below.

Background Music; ERA, The Mass

Martin rode bent low on Torma’s back as he propelled them forward with powerful sweeps of his wings. The small orange tinted clear plates had dropped down over his eyes and Martin was seeing everything that was taking place with his forces planet wide. He would not interfere, they all had their orders and they would carry them out. The psychic shield that Torma generated around them protected him from the skin peeling speed at which they were traveling over the terrain. He didn’t question Torma’s skill, nor did he try to direct him. He and Torma had joined with each other’s minds to an extent now that they could almost think and act as one entity. It was utterly amazing Martin thought to be joined so closely with another mind like they were. They could feel the love both carried for their mates, all powerful and without question. They could feel each other’s strengths and weaknesses, and they complimented each other in a way nothing ever could.

Martin could see the others of Mjolnir’s Hand speeding along slightly behind him and Torma, Andreus and Isra slightly in front of their sections as leaders should be.

Andreus left flank! Isra right flank! Break now!

In that instant three hundred broke ranks with hair splitting speed and maneuverability, sweeping out to become three different attack waves. They had only a full day and part of a night to train together, to bond with the dragons that Arzoal brought forward. They were the bravest of her kind, and some would say the most foolish, yet she had to agree, the bonds were formed with amazing clarity with the Spartan riders. All of them, to include Isra, were obviously skilled Mindvoicers, and when that power was added to that of the dragons, Arzoal had been stunned to watch them execute flying maneuvers and stunts that made her dizzy. In the few hours watching them train on the ground, seeing two minds move as one, Arzoal had no doubts her decision had been the right one.

Torma?

Torma didn’t turn his head. Almost sire.
Torma we are almost on top of them!

Patience my lord!

Martin saw the front rank of Joric’s men rise to their feet and lift up their Rail weapons. Torma… I know we are shielded… but now would be a good time!

NOW! Torma’s mind screamed out.

That single word sent two hundred streams of flame and molten breath reaching across the divide to slam into the front ranks of Joric’s troops without mercy or hesitation. Entire platoons of men were engulfed by the ravenous flame and molten breath, cooking them where they stood and turning their bodies into charred or melted remains. As one half of the line of two hundred thousand men began screaming in agony, Isra and his section were landing among the Lycavorian hunters and troops, bellows of rage and hatred sounding as the dragons crushed handfuls of men beneath them when they landed. As jets of flame and molten breath erupted outward, flashes of Shi Viskas filled the air and the clear sunny sky turned red with blood. 

These Dragons and Spartans were now of one mind. The Spartans could see all that their bonded dragon brothers had endured; the death at the hands of Chetak and his monsters. The destruction of dragon hatchlings and even unborn eggs. The dragons could see the horror in the Spartans at what their Queen had endured. The shame and dishonor that she had been forced to endure; that shame and dishonor transferring to the Spartans themselves. They could see and feel the shame that coursed through them at what their women had endured for thousands of years. The endless cycle of violence and death, while they had lived ignorant of all that happened. It fueled them both, Spartan and dragon brother and instantly they all knew, no quarter would be given this day, and none would be accepted.
Regardless of their King’s order.

Chetak’s men were not cowards. No man who has ever faced a dragon in battle could be called a coward, yet these men were hunters for the most part, part time soldiers really. They had never been involved in such a battle action as this before. They had never fought highly motivated and extremely pissed off men and women trained as the Spartans were. Many had seen their heavy Rail weapons bounce harmlessly away from psychic shielded pairs of dragons and Spartans as they landed all around them, dragon tails taking out entire squads of men with single, powerful and crushing blows. Bones could be heard splintering, the screaming of broken bodies of both men and wolves being flung through the air. The wisest among them knew that their reign was over. They knew they would die this day on this field, and they somehow knew no prisoners would be taken.

Torma banked hard over, heedless of the Rail slugs that bounced harmlessly away. With Martin’s awesome Mindvoice power merged with his own, their psychic shield was practically impregnable. It allowed Torma to control his turns and loops to a greater degree than any other time in his life, and it also allowed him to use the blossoming psychokinetic power that being bonded with Martin allowed. Three times already he had used his mind to scoop up the body of a Lycavorian soldier and use him to batter more to the ground like a hammer. He could hear the King’s Shi Viska launching and returning every few seconds. He could feel the drops of warm Lycavorian blood as they struck his cool skin.

Torma down! Martin screamed into his mind. 

Torma didn’t blink and dove for the earth as another dragon and Spartan team passed above them, missing by only centimeters.

Martin spun in his saddle and watched as the second rider gripped his saddle tightly and his dragon banked over, allowing them both time to settle from the near miss before plunging back into the battle below.

Torma bellowed another long line of near invisible molten breath, scorching a line of Lycavorian troops into charred bone and cloth before turning sharply once more.

Torma we need to…

On the ground! Yes Martin… my thought exactly! Hold on!

Torma flipped to his right and dove for the ground below in a maneuver that Isheeni would be proud of, Martin holding tightly to the two bone spikes protruding from his shoulders. Fifty meters above the ground Torma flared his wings, blotting out the sun for the dozen Lycavorian troops he was dropping on. They had a moment of sunless sky before Torma’s near three metric tons crushed them to the ground like so much dust.
Martin leaped from Torma’s back, extending his Nehtes as he executed the flip and landed on his feet facing twenty Lycavorian troops within ten meters. His eyes had changed to yellow/gold, his fangs fully extended now. Martin lifted his left arm; his red stained Shi Viska already anticipating more blood as it pulsated on his arm, waiting to be released once more.

“This is for my Queen motherfuckers!” Martin screamed out his rage and launched his Shi Viska.


Golna and many of those that stood on the plateau were speechless at what was taking place before them. The three hundred Spartans and Dragons had slammed into the ranks of Chetak’s troops like a tidal wave of death, mowing down hundreds, thousands of Chetak’s men in the first minute alone. Now they had all descended to the ground, and they were slashing through the ranks like voracious predators, which in reality they were.

Aricia stepped up next to Isheeni and put her hand on her blue scaled side. Isheeni turned to look at her tear filled eyes. Isheeni… I need to go to him. Can you get me to the bottom of the mountain at least?


The dragon roar cut off Isheeni’s reply as Arzoal flared and landed beside her daughter. She turned her flame red eyes on Aricia. No Aricia blue eyes. I will carry you.


Mother… Isheeni began to speak. I can fly.

Not with Aricia’s added weight. Arzoal spoke. Your wing would not be able to fully support her, it needs to heal fully before you strain it with your flying daughter.

I will not have my hatchlings born into this world only to tell them I watched their father die fighting for their freedom! Isheeni barked angrily.


Hatchlings? Arzoal asked stunned, looking at her daughter. You… Isheeni you can not carry eggs yet?


I carry three eggs mother. Torma’s children… and if I am to die… I will die beside my mate! Isheeni spoke stubbornly.

Arzoal gazed at her youngest child with awe in her eyes. She should not be able to carry eggs for at least another thirty years, yet Arzoal could feel the spark of life within her. It was her connection to Aricia, Arzoal knew then, as with Torma, they were bonded so completely with Aricia and Martin that their abilities had developed far faster. It was really nothing short of a miracle and Arzoal took a deep breath and nodded. I will carry Aricia Isheeni. If… if she will allow me.


Aricia stepped up to Arzoal and reached up to touch her massive head. I… I have forgiven myself Arzoal. In time I will forgive you as well. Even if my beloved no longer wants me I will…

Wants you? Arzoal exclaimed, her flame eyes wide. Child why do you think the King is here? He rains fire on this world to get you back. To take vengeance on Joric and his vile father for what they took from him. What they did to you. He is here for you Aricia Blue Eyes! No one else!

Aricia looked at her confused. He… he hasn’t touched me Arzoal. He… he touched Anja earlier, but he won’t open himself to me.


Aricia… he is afraid you don’t want him. He has… he has burned a path across the stars because he hated himself for betraying you!


Me? He… he never….


He told me if he had followed his instincts instead of trying to be King… if he had followed what his soul was telling him to do… he would never have pushed you away. Never denied you. Never lost you. He has blamed himself this whole time because he feels he betrayed you! He has always loved you Aricia Blue Eyes. He has never stopped loving you Aricia. He wears two Dragon Heart pendants under his armor. His heart and yours. You are his soul child… and he is here to get you back. If you will have him. Arzoal’s words were spoken with firm resolve and Aricia knew without even asking that she spoke the truth. 


Aricia stared at her flame colored eyes for a long moment, the reality of what Arzoal had just spoken spreading across her mind like someone opening a dark set of curtains. She turned to see Anja staring at her with a bright smile and moist eyes.

“Go to him Little Wolf.” Anja spoke pulling her Nehtes from the sheath on her leg and tossing it to her. “I want that back though.”


Aricia caught the Nehtes easily and looked at it in her hand. She turned her head slowly to look at Arzoal. Take me to him Arzoal.

And me. Isheeni spoke. I may not be strong enough to fly again just yet, but I can still spit fire farther than any other, and my talons ache for revenge.

Arzoal nodded. Quickly then Aricia.

Anja watched her young lover climb up onto the back of the reddish colored dragon, and then she and Isheeni leaped into the sky. She turned to speak with Tarifa but she was gone. Her eyes fell to Rajon. “Where is Tarifa?”

“She and the Drow left with Boreal.” Rajon replied. “They were heading out there.” He said pointing to the battle.


Anja swore under her breath. She was a small unit operator, not a large commander. She looked down the side of the mountain at the nearly fifty thousand Spartans that waited impatiently for someone to give them orders.


“Fuck it!” She swore her jade green eyes examining the terrain around them. “Rajon… order them to stop standing around and go attack something. Use the tree line and move up on their far left flank. Roll them up from there!”


Rajon’s smile was huge. “Yes Milady! I’ll give the order…” He turned his head as they saw the Spartans begin shifting and sprinting off to the northeast. It was an amazing sight to watch actually, and Rajon shrugged. “I must have left my COM open Milady.”


Anja smiled. “Yeah right! How soon before Eurin and the others get here?”

“They are within the tunnels now Milady. Seanna is leading them through the shortest tunnels. The Divine One will be joining you here in minutes.” Rajon replied.


“Have the civilians begin to make ready to receive wounded.” Anja ordered. “They’ll be plenty I can guarantee that.”


“Do we treat the wounded troops who are not Spartans?” Rajon asked.


Anja looked at him. It went against everything she had been trained for as a doctor to deny treatment to injured men and women. 


“Sure… we’ll treat them.” She spoke. “As soon as all of our people are treated first.”


Rajon looked at her. “And if they die?”


Anja met his eyes. “Fuck them! They started this dance not us!”


Isra sat astride Aelnala’s back, the P190 sending out burst after burst of death every time he pulled the trigger. Her tail whipped back and forth with powerful slashes, the weighted end crushing bone and bodies wherever it struck. Aelnala was a pure Heavyhorn, and did not have molten breath to spray at the enemy, but she had practiced endlessly through the previous night, using the telekinesis power. Her bond with Isra had grown stronger by the hour after their initial meeting, and both of them had found reserves of Mindvoice abilities and power they hadn’t had before. Drawing from Isra, Aelnala was picking up Lycavorian hunters and using them to smash others to the ground, or throw them towards her so she could shred them with her massive talons. Twice Isra had gun downed two hunters who had shifted into wolf form and made to leap onto her back, and three times Aelnala had crushed a hunter who attempted to fire on Isra. She had seen his entire life within his mind, the pain and shame he had endured, the brilliant love he felt for the she-elf wolf with sapphire eyes, and the growing love for the white haired she-elf wolf/vampire hybrid. She felt the sorrow in him because he feared he would never have them again, and this fueled her anger, made her want to protect him more, shield him more.


Isra, for his part, now knew everything Aelnala had experienced as well. And the single thing that fueled his anger and abilities was the fact no dragon would take her as a mate because of the injuries she sustained when younger because of his people. Aelnala could not bear eggs due to a Rail rifle bullet that had destroyed her ability to carry the eggs, and for that no male dragon would mate with her. It wasn’t done out of disgust or malice, it was simply instinctual in her kind to reproduce.


Isra spun in his saddle lifting the 190 and pulling the trigger.


The weapon chugged out two rounds and went dry just as the hunter below him shifted to wolf form and leaped at Isra in the saddle. The Hunter slammed into Isra’s chest, his jaws snapping shut, trying to close around flesh, but Isra was too quick. He leaned back, allowing the forward motion of the Hunter to knock him from the saddle. As they fell to the earth below them, Aelnala spun in a blink.


Isra! Her voice carried to him.


Isra shifted to wolf form instantly as he was falling, and as he landed on his back, he ignored the brief pain and thud of impact, his armor absorbing most of the force, and he raked his talons along the Hunter’s belly, opening him up with the grace of a surgeon. As the Hunter rolled off him to the side, Isra got his four legs under him and then shifted back to human form instantly.


I am fine! Isra spoke turning to look at her. His head tilted upwards among the death and gore all around him as he caught the familiar scent mixed in with the death and scents of so many thousands of bodies. His violet eyes grew wide. “Tarifa!” He gasped. The fact that he had detected her scent in the midst of so many only served to confirm for him that they were meant for each other.


Spartan! The strange voice sounded in his head causing Isra to turn. Use it well Spartan!

Isra caught the Nehtes that was thrown to him by the older Spartan soldier, and he watched him as he turned back to the battle, his Shi Viska leaping off his arm once more, the 190 dealing out death all around. Isra extended the Nehtes to its full length of nearly nine feet and he smiled.


Aelnala had seen his thoughts, felt what he was feeling and she stepped closer to him among the maelstrom and sounds of combat and death. She swatted three Hunters away with her powerful tail before turning to him. Isra! She watched his violet eyes turn to her. You are a Spartan now! A leader among Spartans!


Aelnala… she is still a young wolf… she will not stand long in this type of combat. She has not fully reached her potential, no matter what she believes! She will die out here, even with Aihola next to her. Isra told her.


Then we will fight like true Spartans until we reach her Isra my Bond Brother. Which direction?


Isra smiled and pointed. Remember… we stay as close together as we can. He spoke. We are stronger the closer we are to one another.

Then let us kill more of our enemies!


And once more they plunged into the fires of combat.

It had begun like any battle they had ever fought, these Spartans from Earth. Controlled and precise. They had hit the far left flank of the ranks of Lycavorian troops loyal to Chetak as one body of black and crimson with Shi Viska and Nehtes. Many had chosen to leave their 190s strapped to their backs in the only display of honor they would show this day.


The battle quickly descended to not man against man, but wolf against wolf, as flashes began to pop all across the field and wolves met wolves with fangs and claws. Chetak’s men were close to the savage and feral nature of their species, much closer than any Lycavorian within the Union. To fight in wolf form was not something uncommon to them. They thought it would be their only advantage.

They were wrong.


The Spartans from Earth were not like those in the Union. Thanks to the actions of their King’s father, they still maintained closeness to their past and their history. They still kept in touch with their feral natures; they had simply learned to harness that nature. They were not simply wild and untamed in wolf form like Chetak’s men. They were cold, calculating and superbly trained killers. As Chetak’s men attacked, thinking they were going to find flesh and bone for their claws and teeth to rend, they found claws and teeth instead. Claws and teeth that was much more methodic and ultimately… much crueler.


Soon the cries of wolves echoed among the cries of men, flashes of shifting filling the area all around, the sounds of Shi Viskas and P190s replaced by the sound of the snapping of jaws and the tearing of flesh. Wolves of every color and size came together, blood and fur arcing through the air now as bodies of wolves flipped and spun, smashing against one another. Black and crimson armor encased many wolves, and in this instance, Chetak’s men soon discovered these Spartans did not die easily and for every Spartan that fell, twenty bloody bodies of men and wolves were stacked around him or her where they fell.


Chetak’s men also did not take into account that Spartans, whether from Earth or the Union itself never fought alone. 

Spartan 01

Endith had the STRIKER in a slow lazy turn over the battle field below them, her hands gently caressing the controls. Her helmeted head gazed out of the side window, Tina’s head next to hers as For’mya watched the monitors between her legs and on the HUD in front of her. What they were witnessing was unlike anything they had ever seen, and For’mya had seen more combat in more places than Tina and Endith combined.


“By all that I hold holy…” Endith whispered to herself as her blue eyes took in the battlefield below her. 
This was no longer a battle of victory, if it ever had been. This was now a personal battle. A battle of young versus old, future versus past, and ideals that Endith and Tina could not even begin to understand. 


“They’re reforming on the west!” For’mya declared adjusting her scopes. “Arzoal’s dragons are burning any who attempt to escape!”
“Martin?” Tina asked quickly. “Where is Marty?”

For’mya looked up. “Martin Leonidas is capable of handling himself, especially now that he has Torma! Endith… we must keep this group in the west from hitting the Spartans from the flank. It will break their line!”

“What line!” Endith snapped. “All I see is wolves and dragons!”

“They may be in wolf form, but they are still Spartans!” For’mya declared loudly. “Their training is perfect and they think like Spartans even in the shape of wolves! We must keep this group of Chetak’s men from hitting them!”

Endith looked at her. “How For’mya? We can’t use missiles… we’ll hurt our people as well!”

For’mya looked at her. “Do you remember the maneuver you performed in Eden City?”

“If I recall… you said I was insane for doing something so stupid.” Endith told her.

For’mya smiled. “Perhaps then… because you had no weapons. But now… now we still have three quarters of a load of Kinetic rounds for the cannon.”

Endith’s blue eyes turned decidedly evil when she realized what For’mya was saying and the smile slowly moved across her lips. “Oh you are so bad!” Endith exclaimed as her hands moved across the control consoles for the STRIKER.
For’mya smiled as well as she turned to power up the cannon. “It must be the company I’m keeping these days.” She spoke.

Tina laughed as she moved quickly back to the engineering council. “Oh Endith we are going to have some good times with For’mya, I can see that. She’s nearly as crazy as the Skipper.”

Endith smiled as she banked Spartan 01 over hard. “That works for me!”


It was a sight that not many would never forget.


The obsidian black Heavyhorn, the twelfth born of a Heavyhorn Dragon father and Firespitter Dragon mother, unleashing great gouts of molten breath that engulfed entire squads of Chetak’s men, leaving nothing but ash and charred bone. His massive claws cleaving bodies with blood drenched talons, or his vicious fangs which had torn the heads from a dozen soldiers so far. His tail was soaked with the blood of those he had pounded into the hard ground beneath him. Beside him the tall, heavily muscle Spartan King, his silver Shi Viska continuously circling the pair, loping off heads and arms of those too stupid to get close to them. The red stained Nehtes in his right hand, the psychic diamond forming and reforming in the palm of his left hand as he sent the psychic energy weapon slinging out to punch gaping holes in bodies. His yellow/gold eyes were wide in feral frenzy, his fangs extended to full length. He would rush forward, the Nehtes swinging with power and speed no one soldier could match. The long shaft had impaled a hundred already this day, his aim perfect, his form impeccably superb.


They moved as one mind, one soul and no one could stand against them.


When Chetak’s men began shifting and attacking as wolves, Torma simply snatched one up in the grips of his telekinetic grip and began tossing the wolf through the air, bashing him against others that attempted to leap at him and attack with claws and teeth. Torma didn’t hesitate or stop when two were able to land on his back, for the massive black wolf leaped up and swatted both away with huge paws of black razor like claws.


Martin shifted back in a blink.


Joric! He yelled. I want Joric! Can you see him?

Torma’s eyes swept through the mass of men and dragons and he saw not who his King was seeking, but the azure blue dragon unleashing a blast of fiery breath engulfing half a dozen of Chetak’s men while the raven haired female spun the Nehtes above her head at her side, the Shi Viska leaping from her arm to claim another.

Isheeni!


Martin’s head snapped around. What? Where? Is Aricia with her?

Yes!

Go Torma! Go! I will not lose her again! And you will not lose Isheeni!

Hold on!


Torma leaped into the air, smashing aside two wolves as Martin grabbed the spiked hand hold on his shoulder. He could no longer hold back; he could no longer deny himself her aura. He would not lose her again. Martin dropped all his psychic shields and reached for the one who held his soul.

They had massed on the western edge, watching as the Spartans and Dragons swept through their ranks from the south and the mass of Spartans attack from the north. Lucvaun had screamed and shouted and pummeled to get them all gathered for the push against the flank of the Spartans. He knew if they could roll up that side, they could break the Spartan advance and then they would have the upper hand.


That was until the heated blast of a STRIKER AT’s engines swept over them and dropped to hover only ten meters off the ground. Lucvaun’s eyes went wide when he actually saw the faces of the two elf females behind the cockpit windshield.


“Too late!” Lucvaun screamed.


He saw the red haired elf mouthed the words he could not hear and then the nose of that craft became that of a flame spewing dragon as the devastating cannon erupted with a noise of a buzz saw. Lucvaun threw himself to the side at the rear of the formation of men, desperately scrambling behind the three large rocks as the men he had formed died.


“Perhaps this was not such a good idea Tarifa!” Aihola exclaimed loudly as she spun around, her P190 sending out death with every pull of the trigger.


At the moment Tarifa was inclined to agree with her. With Boreal leading them, they had raced across the distance to where Isra had landed among Chetak’s men. Tarifa didn’t know why she had done it, only that she had, and Aihola had agreed without question. Perhaps she too felt drawn to Isra in a way that Dekton had never drawn them. All that Tarifa knew was that she craved his arms around her, holding her just as intensely as she craved Aihola’s arms around her. Dekton had been right about one thing anyway… she and Aihola were no longer single individuals. They had grown so close in body and mind that for all intents and purposes they were one person. The moment Tarifa had turned to her after seeing Isra descend on his dragon into the melee of combat, Aihola had only nodded and said yes.


This was death and destruction on a scale that Tarifa and Aihola had never seen up close and personal like this before. Both of them were experienced soldiers, and both of them had seen death in many ways and forms, but this battle, this battle had descended into a savage war of the strongest would survive.


Tarifa lowered her 190 as Boreal shifted into wolf form and threw himself into battle against two opponents trying to draw them away from the two female elves, leaving Tarifa and Aihola alone near the fallen tree to fend for themselves.

“I think you may be right Nya Istel!” Tarifa yelled back. “I’m… I’m sorry my love!” Tarifa turned to look at her. “I should have known we would never find him in all this!”


Aihola’s amber eyes went wide. “Tarifa look out!” She screamed bringing up the P190 as fast as she could. She was able to chop out three rounds before the large brown wolf leaped over the fallen tree, one paw swatting Tarifa’s own 190 away as it leaped, and then landing upon her with its jaws snapping madly. Aihola’s hands dug into the wolf’s thick neck, trying to hold it away from her neck and face. The beast’s foul breath bathed her face, making her fight back the bile that rose in her throat. She heard a low pitched growl and the beast howled as the black haired female wolf ripped her claws down its exposed side with enough force to knock him off Aihola. Tarifa shifted back quickly, pulling Aihola closer to her, away from the beast as it too shifted back to human form.


Tarifa recognized the beast immediately. “Rommna!” She gasped.


Rommna laughed as he rose to his full height and looked at her, his eyes wild and cruel. “I will have you after all she-elf! And I will take great pleasure in taking my brother’s mate from him. I…” Rommna’s face twisted into a visage of intense pain and agony, and then the spear head of the Nehtes burst through the cavity that had been his chest.

Isra’s helmeted face appeared next to his and he twisted the Nehtes within Rommna’s chest. “No brother!” Isra snarled. “You will never have my mate! Either of them!”


Isra tore the Nehtes free and shoved Rommna’s body to the side just as Aelnala roared from behind him and brought her weighted tail smashing down. The blow crushed any life from him instantly and pulverized Rommna’s body into a mass of pulp.


Aelnala can you carry two! Isra asked.


They are elf females and light! Yes!


Isra rushed forward and grabbed Tarifa and Aihola by their hands. “It was foolish to come out here!” He snapped. “You should have remained where it was safe!”


“We can fight!” Tarifa snapped.


“Not like this you can’t.” He spoke pulling them over next to Aelnala. “This is no longer about right and wrong Tarifa. This is about the past and the future. This is about our people and their very nature. Savagery and instincts against compassion and reason. The King knows this… and it is why you can not stay here.”


Isra scooped Aihola up into his arms like a feather and placed her in the saddle upon Aelnala’s back. He turned back to Tarifa and took her face in his hands. “You are my mate Tarifa of the elves. I love you! I will always love you! Remember that always!” Isra kissed her hard on the lips, drawing her close to him for the briefest of moments before lifting her and placing her behind Aihola in the saddle. He put his hand on her thigh and looked up at her. “You and Aihola… you must seek out the King and what he has to show you when this is over. Only then will you be able to let go of the past and go into the future. Only then will there be any hope for us. If there ever was.”


“Isra…”   


He turned his violet eyes on Aihola. “I would have enjoyed winning your heart as well Aihola of the Drow. It may be too late for that now. Take care of her.” Isra stepped back. Aelnala go! I will find Boreal and meet you on the field!


Do nothing foolish until I return Isra! She barked at him.


Isra nodded. Go!


Aelnala roared as she leaped into the sky.


Tarifa didn’t know how far they flew as she clutched Aihola’s waist, only that it was not as long a trip as she thought until Aelnala was landing among hundreds of Spartans in a small clearing, Hadarian Healers moving among the wounded. Aelnala waited until they had climbed from her back before turning to face them. Tarifa’s eyes were teary, and she could tell Aihola was holding back her own emotions.

Never do this again!


They both gasped as Aelnala used her new Mindvoice abilities to reach out and touch them gently. 


I have seen Isra’s heart of hearts. The bond we now share does not allow us to hide much from each other. He loves you Tarifa of the elves… with all that he is. And given time Aihola of the Drow… he would have loved you just as intensely. Aelnala spoke softly, seeing both of them staring at her honey colored eyes. You can not do this again. You can not distract him like this for it puts both of us in danger. This bond is new to us, and it grows stronger as time passes, but we need to develop it slowly and his love for both you is not a distraction we can afford. Not now. Not until he is stronger. We have chosen this path willingly and we must learn all that we can. He is wise for one so young, and he is right. You need to defeat the demon that plagues both of you before you can be whole once more. The past is the past… and no matter what… we are leaving the past behind us this day.


“Will… will we ever see him again?” Tarifa asked softly. “He is… he is my mate.” 


Aelnala looked at her. He is the mate your blood calls for, but he has told you Tarifa, he does not want only your blood to call for him. Nor yours Aihola of the Drow. His blood will sing for no others, of that you can be assured. He is like the King in that regard. When you and Aihola come to terms with what haunts you… and if it is meant to be… your paths may cross once again. When that time comes… if it does… you must be sure of what you want. As sure as Isra is of what he wants. Her head canted upwards. I must go! He calls to me! Remember my words to you Tarifa and Aihola. Leave the past behind and reach for the future, for you can not have one if you cling to the other.

Aelnala turned and leaped into the sky once more, and with three beats of her wings she was gone from view.


As with Torma and Martin, it was hard to determine who slew more enemies that day, Isheeni or Aricia. They moved as one mind like never before, opening themselves to each other in a way they hadn’t before until this day. Though her wing was not fully healed enough to carry Aricia in flight, Arzoal had left them together on the edge of the battle so she could rally the others that were flying high above. And on the ground, Isheeni was almost as devastating as her mate. 

Every time she belched flame from her maw, handfuls of Chetak’s men were cooked alive. Her tail was in constant motion, smashing bodies and whipping back and forth. Aricia was never more than four meters from her, the shield Isheeni used to protect them when flying, now even active on the ground as closely joined as they had become. Aricia’s Shi Viska smelt out death every time she launched it from her arm, Anja’s Nehtes gripped tightly in her hand, impaling those who came close, leaving tufts of fur from wolves or pieces of flesh from men as they swept across the battlefield moving towards the two who meant most to them.


Aricia suddenly staggered and dropped to one knee as she felt the power of the aura she had so longed for sweep through her and envelope her like a blanket. She gasped out in delight as Martin’s essence filled her; showered her with strength and love so powerful it caused every nerve in her body to ignite and come alive. Isheeni saw this and moved to her quickly.


Aricia what is wrong? Isheeni gasped.

Aricia couldn’t answer as she felt everything from him fill her. His desire, his passion, his lust, his need. All of it for her. Without a conscious thought Aricia let go of everything she had been holding in, and she dropped every shield she had built over the past weeks. She smashed them aside, and reached out for the man who had claimed her so completely.

MARTIN!

Isheeni felt the shield they had dropped away, leaving them defenseless as Aricia was no longer concentrating. Aricia our shield! She cried.

Isheeni spun around as they were suddenly surrounded by Chetak’s men, all of them holding weapons on her and Aricia. And in the middle of them was a very bloody Joric.


“Go ahead Firespitter!” Joric shouted. “Burn away! Your shield is gone… and the moment you open that mouth of yours I will put a Rail slug right through her pretty face.”


Aricia’s head came up, her eyes changed and her wolf teeth extended. She got slowly to her feet, her eyes on Joric. “Joric.” She stated calmly.


“Well Aricia my mate!” Joric spoke. “You’ve been quite the bad girl these past weeks. Have you missed me? I have missed you. I’ve missed your tight body beneath me, whimpering in delight as I was nubous you in every orifice you have!”

“I said I would kill you Joric.” Aricia spoke in a low voice. “I was mistaken in that.”


Joric laughed. “Of course you were you stupid wench!”


“I won’t need to kill you!” Aricia stated as a smile swept across her face. “My mate will have that pleasure.”


THUD


Joric’s face changed then and he spun around, his eyes going wide as he saw the huge black wolf leaping from the back of the equally massive dragon that was dropping right on top of them. 

Martin slammed into his chest at the exact moment that Torma’s weight crushed four of the men with Joric into the ground beneath him. With a roar of rage, Torma unleashed a blast of molten breath at the exact instant Isheeni released a jet of fire from her maw and the combined streams of death melted five more men before their brains had the opportunity to pull the triggers on their weapons. Aricia’s Shi Viska leaped off her arm, curved through the air and decapitated the remaining two men in that same blink before returning to her arm.


Joric scrambled to his feet, his chest screaming in pain from being driven to the ground under Martin’s three hundred pounds of muscle and teeth.  As he shifted to face the huge black wolf in front of him it flashed across his mind that Martin was larger than even his father by a good margin, and his yellow/gold eyes held not an ounce of compassion in them now. Joric was a large wolf, but he did not compare to the raven black wolf in front of him. His only chance was to get Martin angry and have him do something stupid.

You should have heard her squeal when I took her! Joric shouted with his mind as he circled Martin. Even in the midst of the fever she loved it when I had her mida! She begged me to do it more! She…

Martin leaped forward faster than Joric could follow and his huge paw smashed into the side of his muzzle, tearing skin and flesh away as easily as ripping through paper. She is my mate! She has always been my mate! She will always be my mate! And now you will die for what you have done to her!

Joric knew he was outclassed in the first five seconds as Martin hit him three times in quick succession. So fast that Joric was unable to even stagger backwards as Martin’s claws tore great gouges out of his side and neck. Even for his immense size, he was faster than any wolf Joric had ever fought. When Joric snapped out with a front paw riposte, Martin simply snatched it between his jaws and bit down, crunching through bone and flesh. Joric brought his rear legs up in agony and dragged them across Martin’s side, his claws raking through the body armor and tearing through flesh right down to Martin’s ribcage. As he howled in pain and released Joric’s leg, the smaller raven black wolf that was Aricia darted in, raking her talons across Joric’s muzzle, nearly tearing his ear from its roots. She spun away as Joric scrambled to his feet, balancing on three legs as he dragged the one Martin’s jaws had shattered and lashed out at her.

This action caused Martin to become incensed even more and he drove forward, smashing his head into Joric’s side, knocking him back to the ground as he brought up his huge paw and slashed it downward across Joric’s face, his talons cleaving through Joric’s right eye. He howled in agony unlike any he had felt before; kicking his three good legs around in a circle, blood pouring from his eye socket.


Martin stepped back and shifted back to human form, holding his arm over his side where blood seeped out. He stepped forward to finish Joric as he too shifted back to human form, stemming the bleeding of his wounds. Aricia imposed herself in front of Martin protectively, this time her back to him, pressing up against him, her hands on his hips and facing Joric as he wheezed in pain on the ground before them.

She saw him lift his hand and call a diamond of psychic energy and Aricia quickly reached up and took his arm, covering his palm with hers and causing the energy to dissipate as she turned to look up into his face.

“No my Beloved.” She spoke softly gazing into those yellow/gold orbs she so adored. She could feel his aura pulsing through her, filling her, wrapping it self around her. Aricia closed her eyes as she returned the sensations with all that she was, stepping closer to him, inhaling his mint scent deeply. 


The sounds of battle were moving further and further away from them, the Spartans and dragons winning handily now, despite being outnumbered.


Aricia opened her eyes and stared at him, tears coming now as she reached up to touch his lips under the helmet. Her hands were shaking as she lifted the helmet from his head, revealing to her the most handsome face in the entire universe. His eyes never left hers as she did this, tracing her fingers back down his face, watching his eyes close slowly as she caressed his cheeks and his lips, letting his helmet drop to the ground.

You… you came for me. She stammered even using Mindvoice. You came for me… even after I betrayed you Martin.


I betrayed you Aricia. Martin replied his eyes quickly returning to normal. I did not follow what my instincts burned for me to do. I will… I will never do that again Little Wolf. Please… please tell me you still love me. Please tell me you will still… still be mine.

I… I was always yours Martin Leonidas. Aricia spoke. I was always yours my love. I will always be yours. I could never love anyone as I love you.


Martin lifted her into his arms, burying his face into the crook of her neck and shoulder and inhaling deeply, her lavender/coco scent burning once more into his mind as it did the first night they were together. Aricia let the tears come freely, all the pain and shame she had felt for what seemed like forever, quickly washed away in the embrace she had dreamed of for so long. She pulled his head from her neck and covered his lips with her own, heedless of the blood and sweat that she tasted. All that mattered to her were the feelings of passion, love and desire she felt emanating from Martin, all of them focused entirely on her alone. She felt the veil of nothingness she had become lifting rapidly as every moment in his arms, breathing of his scent caused the light to return to her soul.


“She is… she is my mate!” Joric’s voice screamed from the ground in front of them.


Martin broke their kiss quickly, putting Aricia down, his anger returning and he lifted his hand once more. Aricia stopped him again and shook her head as Torma stepped up to Joric and flicked him in the head with a talon, effectively knocking him into unconsciousness.
 “No Beloved. Not yet.” She said turning to look at Joric. “I want him to live to see you have me Martin. In every way he forced himself upon me. I want him to hear me scream your name to the stars as you do to me what he never could. I want him to smell you in every pore of my body, and I want him to know that you do not need a fever clouding my mind for me to surrender to you all that I am. Once… once he has seen that… he will know he is nothing.” Aricia looked at him. “Then you can kill him for what he has done.”

Martin pulled her to him again and kissed her hard, pure passion and desire now, his tongue plundering and exploring. Aricia surrendered to his kiss, his need and met his tongue with her own, her hands gripping his face.

It was Andreus who finally brought an end to that as he landed on his brownish red dragon, a Firespitter male called Doranthe. The smile he wore as he saw his sister once more in the arms of his King you couldn’t have removed with an anti-ship missile.
Andreus quickly climbed from Doranthe who moved to stand next to Torma and Isheeni. He snorted at them, seeing Isheeni leaning heavily against her mate in a very loving fashion.

“My King!” Andreus announced, going to one knee in front of them.

Martin and Aricia broke their kiss, but their eyes never left one another, and Martin pulled her closer to him. “Captain?”

“Sire… we have routed them!” Andreus spoke. “For’mya and Endith broke their only attempt at a counterattack, and Arzoal and her flyers are burning those who attempt to escape into the mountains. Our men are sweeping this field again to look for wounded.”

Martin looked at him quickly. “Did we…?”

Andreus shook his head. “Aside from a few bruises and bumps sire, Mjolnir’s Hand is intact.”

Martin reached down and lifted Aricia into his arms. “Andreus… make sure this scum still lives when I return.” He spoke indicating Joric.

Andreus got to his feet as well. “Sire… where are you going?”

Martin looked at Aricia. “I’m going to reclaim what I should never have lost to begin with.” He spoke. “Have everyone assemble in the valley by Arzoal’s lair in… three days. We will finish what we came here to do then.”
“Three days sire?” Andreus asked with a knowing grin. 

Martin smiled. “Yes Captain… I plan on taking my time.”

“I will make it so sire.” Andreus spoke looking at the happiness on his sister’s face and knowing all he needed to know.

Torma! Martin turned. Can you carry both of us? I don’t want Isheeni injuring her wing.

Easily sire. Torma spoke gathering his feet under him.

Martin reached up as Torma lowered himself to the ground next to him and placed Aricia in the saddle. He turned quickly to look at Andreus’s dragon. His mate is an elf Doranthe, guard him well. He will soon be a father.

The Firespitter nodded his head. I just recently became a father myself sire. I will watch out for him. My King… is it true? Are you taking us… are you taking us off this vile world?

Martin smiled as he climbed into the saddle behind Aricia, pulling her close to him and feeling her push back against him. He inhaled deeply of her scent, burying his face into the back of her neck. All of you Doranthe. All of you.
Torma roared loudly and leaped into the air, Isheeni beside him. Andreus watched for a moment before the sun became too bright and then he looked at Doranthe. The dawn of a new age my dragon brother? 
Doranthe moved up to him, brushing his large head against Andreus’s shoulder. For us my Spartan brother yes. For all of us.

Andreus patted his head with a smile and then turned to look at where Joric lay on the ground. “Let’s wrap up this piece of sibfla then. We have much to do.”

