CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
ENURRUA

DAY FORTY-EIGHT

The valley below Arzoal’s lair was, for the most part, made up of plains and small stands and patches of towering trees. That land in the valley was now taken up by hundreds of portable buildings used by the Spartans.
They had turned it quickly into a major command post, the 1st Elf Engineering Corp assigned to Martin’s fleet throwing up dozens of portable buildings in only a few hours. There was a large ringed area on the edge of this encampment that held several hundred prisoners, among them Chetak and a now at least partially recovered Joric. It was surrounded by blazing lights and several strands of high strung and unbreakable steel cable. The prisoners had their own separate portable quarters, but they were prisoners after all and were afforded little other comforts. There had been some discussion on whether to give those quarters at all, but Anja and Riall had settled that quickly. Chetak and the others may have been hated for what they had done, but the Spartans were better than they were and would not treat them any different than they would other prisoners. Dozens of Spartans walked among the groups of prisoners, always in pairs, and usually under the watchful eyes of at least three dragons at any given time. The ringed outer area was guarded night and day by Spartans with huge spotlights and heavy weapons. Any attempt to escape by one and they all would be slaughtered. That had been made very clear to all of them.
Several larger portable buildings were set up along the back of the massive camp, just before the huge airfield where four dozen STRIKER ATs were parked. Along the back of that airfield was a massive domed transport that no one had ever seen before. It were ringed by three dozen Spartans, and the only ones to have gone anywhere near the ship were For’mya, Endith and Ben. No one else was allowed close to it. The sun was coming up on the third day after their victory, and Riall stood next to Gorgo outside one of the command buildings sipping tea. Gorgo, Dysea and Isabella had all arrived the day before with Deia and three dozen other Lycavorian Union Senators, many of them not even Lycavorian. L’tian and the entire elfin delegation had accompanied them as well, if only to show their support and to see the dragons that flew and walked among the encampment freely. The members of Mjolnir’s Hand kept to themselves for the most part, only so that the new Spartan and Dragon Bond Brothers could further their connections with each other. Some of them had even already left the planet to return to Apo Prime and establish a training area on one of the more desolate islands among the huge oceans.
Riall and Komirri had totally obliterated the Lycavorian People’s Republic, as Chetak called it, its single fleet group and all of its ship building capabilities. Every data core had been copied and then wiped. Everything taken from the many shipyard command facilities, every scrap of information and anything that could be used, before the facilities themselves were blown into atoms. Nothing remained of Chetak’s six hundred ship fleet, many of the ships being destroyed in the first hour of the attack beginning. The 1st Spartan Attack Group and Riall’s 3rd Fleet Group were among the finest fleets in the entire Union, and they bestowed no mercy upon the enemy, especially after they discovered the treachery and horrors Chetak and his men had submitted not only on their Queen, but the Lycavorian people and dragons that inhabited this world and others. 
Across the nine other worlds of the Republic, military installations of any kind were razed to the ground, and if the forces chose to fight they were slaughtered. After the first day, many decided it would be better to surrender and take their chances, for all the good it would ultimately do them. Word had already begun spreading that any soldier captured and held would be placed on trial for any crimes they may have committed, and if they were found guilty they would face Union justice. Hundreds of heavy transport ships were continuously moving back and forth between the planets and the fleets orbiting them bringing supplies and food and medicines to all those oppressed by Chetak and his family heads. Thousands of men and women were greeting the Spartans as heroes, and many of the younger Spartans were discovering just how beautiful some of the young females were.

Deia and many of the other Senators had set up in their own building and were rapidly putting plans together to direct any refugees to any number of planets where they would be welcomed and helped to fit in. Most had already chosen to go to Apo Prime where there was room for all due to the size of the planet, and it was the main planet that the majority of Lycavorians now called home.

Riall and Gorgo looked up towards the face of the massive mountain their camp was based around when the soft screams echoed down from four thousand meters above them. No non Lycavorian could hear the cries as dissipated by the wind as they were when they finally reached the valley floor, but they caused Riall to grin.

“When he told Andreus three days… he meant it.” Riall spoke softly.

Gorgo chuckled and moved closer to her mate of over two thousand years. “Would you not do the same thing Riall?” She asked sweetly.

Riall looked at her. “Gorgo… I would take a week to reacquaint myself with your body my mate.”

Gorgo grinned. “Perhaps we could arrange that in the future then.” She said pressing herself up against him, his arm snaking around her waist. “You know how cranky I get without your attentions.”

“I think we should.” Riall spoke.

“They are young… and if what Torma told us is true when he came to retrieve their uniforms and such, they will have considerably more endurance due to their Mindvoice bonds with their dragons.” Gorgo spoke.

Riall nodded slowly. “Never in all my years did I imagine something like this Gorgo. Lycavorians and Spartans fighting beside dragons. We knew they existed yes… but never in the numbers seen so far. And we never considered that they could be so intelligent. We should be ashamed of ourselves for not seeing what he was doing here earlier. Ashamed for ignoring it for so long.”

Gorgo nodded. “We should Riall… but now we must move forward and make things right.”

“We will.” Deia’s voice spoke from the side as she walked up slowly, holding her own mug of tea. “We have started already… and we will continue forward.”

Gorgo looked at her. “They are here I take it?” She asked.

Deia smiled. “Oh yes… and they are quite happy at what they have accomplished on the King’s orders. So happy with the profits they made in fact, that they built what the King asked them too for nothing. And they have already agreed to maintain and establish similar items as needed.”

“Good.” Gorgo spoke. “I had a feeling they would come around in the end. They may be businessmen and women but they are loyal to the Union.” 

Deia smiled and looked up towards the mountain. “When he and his Queen have finally rediscovered each other to their satisfaction… we’ll deal with Chetak and his ilk. Deal with them for all time.”

“Deia… you know what he is going to do don’t you?” Riall asked.

Deia nodded slowly. “He told me before coming here.” She answered. “I have already filed all the proper documents and the Senate has processed all of it in record time. There will be no discussion anymore… it has been agreed upon by unanimous vote already. In this instance only… the King has been granted emergency powers and his will shall be done. He didn’t want emergency powers, but I convinced him that it was the best way. And once he saw that the entire Senate supported what he wanted to do, he acquiesced.”

“What will he do Deia?” Gorgo asked.

Deia smiled. “You will see soon enough.”


Andreus squatted in front of Joric as he sat next to his father on the ground with several other family leaders. His eye was destroyed, and now was nothing but an empty socket. The Hadarian healer Andreus had dragged him too had refused to treat him at first, until she was ordered to by Eurin in a gentle but firm way, but he still bore the scars of his fight with Martin in their wolf forms. Atropos stood behind his younger brother, a stern look of pure hatred on his face.

Andreus smiled when Joric looked at him with his remaining good eye. “Do you hear that Joric?” Andreus asked in a mocking tone. “My sister singing out her pleasure as she has for three days now. Does it burn your blood to know that you could not do to her what the King does to her? Does it burn your blood to know that she will never be yours? Was never yours to begin with?”


“She is my mate! She begged me to claim her. You saw it yourself” Joric hissed. “Your scum King breaks his own laws!”

Andreus laughed in his face and stood back up looking at his brother. “He has no idea Atropos.” He said. He turned back to Joric. “What I saw you fool… what I saw is you signing your own death order the moment you placed your hands upon my sister. Did you know that they are Soulmates Joric? Martin claimed my sister under the Centennial of the Moon, which they later consecrated by sharing blood. You do remember that sacred ritual of our people don’t you? Oh… but that is right… you do not know what love is.” Andreus saw Joric’s single eye look at him quickly. Atropos saw this and grinned. 

“Now you are beginning to see what you have done.” Atropos spoke softly. “Now you are beginning to realize the crime you have committed. And I for one will be supremely happy to watch you reap the rewards for your actions.”

“You lie!” Chetak barked.

“Careful old man…” Atropos spoke. “You will get yours soon enough.”

Andreus turned as another soft whispering cry of rapture drifted down to them on the wind and he smiled. He turned back to Joric.

“That sound is something you will never hear.” He spoke. “How many times has she called out his name now? Thirty… forty… fifty… remember that sound as you die Joric.” Andreus laughed at Joric as he and Atropos turned to walk away.


At that particular moment, how many times she had screamed out Martin’s name in blissful abandon was completely lost to Aricia. She neither remembered nor cared due to the shivers of indescribable pleasure that were lancing through her right now. 

They had returned to this small cave off of the massive main cavern where the hatchlings learned to fly, only to discover that For’mya had been here before them. In her wake she had left what amounted to a complete bedroom, with dozens of large soft blankets and pillows, several large bowls of fruit and dozens of candles. A small fire burned in the pit, casting a soft glow across the cave, shadows dancing against the wall. There was a large hole in the cave wall that allowed the sunlight to penetrate from the outside adding to the seductive nature of the small cave. 

It was here that, for the first time since falling in love with Martin and having him claim her that night in Eden City, Aricia felt the full, unshielded power of his aura radiate over her. It had literally set her entire body aflame with passion and desire. This is what he had meant when he told her he should have followed his instincts during the Lunmai. This is what he should have done. What she felt racing through her had ignited fires within her veins that would have turned someone without her Mindvoice abilities and love for Martin, to a whimpering pile of flesh before him. As her Soulmate, Martin’s aura made every nerve ending in her body cry out for him, desiring him in every way, and her aura had much the same effect on him. This was what Aricia had wanted to feel for so long, even in the grips of the Lunmai as she had been, his was the only aura she wanted to taste, and unshielded as it was now, her blood burned for him ten times more than it ever had during the Lunmai fever. The serum given to her by Joric may have contorted her mind, but her body still sang for only one man. And he stood before her.

He had taken forever to undress her, his lips and tongue rediscovering every centimeter of her flesh as he uncovered it. Her own aura wrapped around him, signaling to him that she was his, all of her was his and no others’. When his lips found her center and his tongue tasted her once more, Aricia cried out his name to the heavens, beginning what had only stopped for them to fuel themselves with the fruit For’mya had left. Aricia had forgotten his enormous size, and the first time he plunged into her, she descended into a world of rapture she had not yet climbed out of. He had taken her in every way imaginable the past three days, feasted on her more times than she could remember. His hands, his fingers, his lips and his tongue, they never ceased or stopped dancing across her skin, touching her, caressing her in ways that made her shiver in unabashed delight.


Aricia had not been idle either. 
Aricia burned in Martin’s blood just as brightly as Martin burned in hers, and she had spent hours rediscovering every portion of his chiseled, muscular body with only her tongue and lips. How many times had she swallowed him completely in her throat, his fingers wrapped tightly in her silky raven black hair as she drank his essence eagerly, tears in her eyes from his size and thickness as she held him this way. Aricia didn’t care, for he tasted sweeter than any fruit she had ever had. Her pleasure tripled when they were mutually joined in this fashion, his lips and tongue licking and nibbling, plunging into her, until their muffled cries of release were all that filled the small cave. 

Aricia had become more demanding in his arms, wilder in nature, surer of what she wanted from him. It was due in part to his natural instincts bringing out her wilder, base nature and both of them were covered in spots where they had nibbled each other too hard or too long with their extended fangs, but Aricia also knew what Martin now knew. They could no more deny the animal inside them then they could deny the sun rising in the sky. Their lovemaking had not been gentle all of the time because of this. They had taken each other furiously as well, slamming into each other, demanding forcible sometime, reaching for the pinnacle of their love making with all the strength their wolf genes gave them, both of them howling out their pleasure as they came together. Aricia could feel every wonderfully thick inch of his massive cock inside her, stretching her as only he could. Loving her as only he was able to love her.

They had joined their minds almost from the start, shedding any pretense of psychic shielding from each other and becoming almost one person. Martin had resisted what she wanted from him for three days. He could feel what she desired from him, what he knew would finally make her feel purged of all the vile things Joric had done to her. He resisted because he had not wanted to hurt her with his size.

You will never hurt me Beloved. Her soft musical voice had filled his mind then. Her back was too him as they lay together, his arms wrapped tightly around her, his hands filled with her firm breasts. Nothing you do to me could ever hurt me. I want this Martin my love. It is the only way I will ever be free of the vile memories of his touch upon me. 

Little Wolf I…


No my love. She had wrapped her small hand around his thickening cock then. You must have me in every way that pig did! Even… even as small as he was… it was pleasant Martin. I am ashamed of that… but it was. With you my love I know it will be glorious.

Martin took her face in his hand then, turning her head to look into her azure blue eyes. You have nothing to be ashamed of Aricia!

Then do as I ask you Martin. Aricia placed the engorged head of his cock at the entrance she wanted and waited. Now my love! She demanded.


Martin was not one to refuse a demand of his mate and he pushed slowly and firmly. As the heat and friction lanced throughout his already heated cock, they both howled in agonizing pleasure as he slowly sank completely into Aricia’s most private of places until his large balls pressed against her firm ass cheeks. Their eyes were wide, part of the blanket clenched tightly in her teeth, as an odd pleasure unlike anything either of them had ever experienced ripped through them. It was so different from being inside her velvet like depths, so new and thrilling. And the pleasure had rapidly built, faster than they had expected, hitting them like an exploding volcano at the same time, dropping them into an abyss neither wanted to recover from.


Now as Aricia sat astride him, her back to his chest, his hands gripping her breasts tightly as his lips and tongue nibbled her shoulders and spine, that pleasure was surging through them once again. Joric may have been the first to ever take her in this way, but as the kaleidoscope of pleasure danced across her eyes now, Aricia knew no one could ever compare to what her Beloved now did to her, had done to her more time than Joric ever had. She would always prefer to have him filling her naturally, as nothing could compare to that, but this way felt so very good as well. As the pleasure built quickly, Aricia felt his hand drop from her breast and slide down her firm muscular abdomen. Her azure blue eyes grew wider when she felt his strong fingers caress the thin line of dark hair above her center, her breathing now coming in gasps. The moment his finger brushed her engorged clit Aricia lost control. Her head flew back and she screamed louder than she had ever screamed before. She felt him swell inside her and just as his warmth blasted into her depths, Aricia’s own orgasm nearly caused her to black out with the sheer power of the ecstasy that shattered her lithe young body.

It was then… at the very peak of their moment of pleasure when they both felt it. 

They would never know exactly when it came to be, as often as they had coupled in the last three days, but tears clouded Aricia’s eyes as their minds felt it, and she whimpered in joy as Martin’s arms crushed her to him, his mind singing out in happiness within her thoughts as he rolled to his side, pulling her with him and holding her as tightly as he could. His hand moved away from her slick center and spread flat across her lower abdomen, her hands coming to rest on top of his as they wrapped their auras around the first flickers of life within in her womb. So tightly bound to Torma and Isheeni as they were, they could hear the Mindvoice trumpets of joy from both of their dragon family in their minds. 
 


It was a flicker of life that would bind them together for all time as Soulmates, something that Aricia and Martin vibrated with pleasure from.

It would also bind them as parents.

Martin stood looking at her as she fastened the crimson cloak on her shoulders. Her raven hair was shiny and soft, and she allowed it to flow around her face and cascade past her shoulders as she knew Martin preferred it. She looked up at him then and saw him staring at her with adoration and love in those dark brown orbs. She had changed in Martin’s eyes, becoming more feral and more prone to follow her instincts. It also made her that much more beautiful to him. Her hair was longer and he would always relish running his fingers through its thickness and silky strands. Her body had become firmer and more muscular, and that only added to his desire for her. Her lavender/coco scent now filled every portion of his mind and his body, and he could smell himself just as deeply imprinted on her.

“What?” She asked with a gentle smile.


“I’m just wondering how I ever got so lucky.” Martin spoke.

Aricia grinned and stepped up to him, wrapping her arms around his waist. “You mean having five beautiful women who fawn over you?” She asked.


Martin reached up and brushed some hair behind her ear, looking down into her azure blue eyes. “Right now the only one who matters to me, the only one who fills my senses and my soul is you.” He told her softly.


“As you will fill my senses and my soul Martin Leonidas. You have two other beautiful Queens however Beloved.” Aricia said gently. “And while Isabella may never wish that title… she will be a queen in our hearts and yours.”


“Aricia… For’mya is…” Martin asked.


Aricia smiled warmly and placed a finger to his lips. “For’mya and I have much to talk about and experience together. I look forward to that with relish. I have seen what you have experienced with her. What she has experienced. We were meant for each other Martin. I know that now and I do not fear the future my love. She and I will become very close.”


“What about Anja?” Martin asked.


“Anja and I will always love each other Martin.” Aricia spoke easily. She had grown much these last weeks, experienced more than she should have at such a young age, but she was better for it and Aricia knew it. She had her life back, her Beloved, and nothing would ever take him from her again. She spoke with the intelligence and confidence of a woman twice her age, in part because of Isheeni’s influence, but more because she had finally become a complete woman now, and she had come to terms with all that had happened. “Yet as our hearts call for you, they call for others as well. Anja’s heart calls for Seanna now, as mine calls for For’mya. You already know that Dysea and Isabella grow closer by the hour. You will always be the center of our lives Beloved, the one who owns us all body and mind, and perhaps we will not always be together in body, but our minds and our hearts will always be one. Always together, and we will never deny each other attention of any form.”

“You will always be first in my heart Aricia, by the pureness of our blood and by my love for you.” Martin said. 

Aricia flushed all over at his words pressing her body closer against his as she nodded. “I know Martin.” She said softly. “You will always be first in mine. I saw it in your mind Beloved. We follow the path of your grandparents so closely you and I. It is uncanny.”


Martin nodded. “I know… and we need to complete what they started.”


“Can we complete it?” Aricia asked.


Martin drew her into his arms further and hugged her tightly. “We’re damn sure gonna give it our best shot.” He said.


And we will be beside you always. Isheeni’s voice filled their heads.


They turned and saw her head in the opening of the cave, followed quickly by Torma’s larger one. I told her to wait until you came out sire, but she never listens to me. Torma spoke.


Isheeni nudged her dragon mate with her head. Perhaps you should take lessons from the King husband. We never coupled for three days straight. Your stamina is sorely lacking.


Torma’s gold eyes grew wider and her snorted at Isheeni. I will show you stamina when you birth our eggs Isheeni. You will trumpet my name to the heavens.


Isheeni’s azure blue eyes did an excellent impression of rolling in her head. I already do that husband. Perhaps something more creative is now called for. She teased him; running her snout under his sensitive jaw and seeing his wings twitch in response.

Martin and Aricia laughed from where they stood. Careful Isheeni… Martin said. I can give him some secret tips.


Isheeni laughed within their connection. He needs no tips sire. He already makes me sing louder than any other female of my kind. They are so jealous of me that I have him and they do not. Isheeni looked at Torma. Something I bless the winds for every day.


Torma butted her gently with his head in a show of affection. As do I. He turned to look at Martin. Everyone is gathered sire, as you ordered.

Aricia looked at him quickly. “What is happening Martin? Why is everyone gathered?”


Martin bent down and picked up the two helmets. “They are gathered because now I have to act as King.” He spoke lowering his helmet to his head. “And you my Queen… you have to act as Queen.” Aricia let him lower her helmet onto her head, the raven crest soft and shiny in the light of the cave. “We have a few things to do before all this is over with and we can begin our future with our child.”

You should ride down together sire. Torma spoke turning so they could climb into the saddle. Isheeni will trumpet your coming.


It was a majestic sight really.

Isheeni stood on the edge of the ledge and let loose with a deafening roar, followed by two long blasts of fire from her maw, each extending out nearly a hundred meters. This was enough to draw the attention of every dragon on the ground nearly four thousand meters below, and they all looked skyward and bellowed out their answer to her call. As all other eyes looked up, only the Lycavorians and elves had keen enough eyesight to see the next two blasts of fire erupt from the ledge just before Torma’s enormous obsidian colored body burst out of the cavern like a shot, his massive wings fully extended, and a roar coming from his own throat. Isheeni’s azure blue body burst from the ledge far overhead following her mate and roaring into the clear sky. The roaring continued from the dragons on the ground and soon was joined by the Spartans of Mjolnir’s Hand as the message was passed among their minds. 

Gorgo and Deia stood with Helen and Riall and several others as Anja, Dysea and Isabella walked up to them quickly, their faces beaming. Arzoal trailed along behind them, feeling younger than she had in centuries and loving every moment of it. 


Gorgo took Dysea’s hand as they came up beside her. “Dysea… what is going on?” She had to shout over the roaring of the dragons and Spartans. “Why are they roaring like this?” She saw For’mya come running around the corner of a portable building practically dragging Aricia’s mother with her.


“They are celebrating Gorgo.” Helen spoke as she looked at Arzoal, both Gorgo and Deia turning to look at her. “Celebrating a wonderful moment to say the least. Torma and Isheeni have told them the news and they have passed it to their Spartan brothers. That is why they are screaming. They have just found out their King is going to be a father.”


Gorgo’s eyes grew wide and she looked at Anja and Dysea. “Aricia?” She gasped her face animated.


Anja smiled and nodded her head. “It will be a boy.” She said squeezing Dysea’s hand tightly. 


Dysea nodded. “And he will have his mother’s eyes.” She said her face just as joyful as Anja’s.


Dasha came up next to Gorgo, For’mya holding her hand. “Gorgo… what is going on? I did not want to be here for this. To see the man who defiled my daughter is not someone I…”


Gorgo took her hand from For’mya as she stepped back to stand beside Isabella. “You should be present to see what his punishment will be for what he has done to your daughter Dasha. To our Queen… and Aricia should tell you first of all of us.”


Dasha looked at her with a twinkle in her eye. “Tell me that she carries the King’s son?” Dasha said. “Gorgo… she is my daughter. Who do you think knew minutes after she and the King? Did not your Jora tell you first?”


Gorgo laughed and hugged her tightly. “Yes she did.” She said. “Yes she did.”


Dasha caught sight of Joric and Chetak kneeling with a dozen others apart from where they stood. “I already know what the King intends. He made me that promise soon after he claimed my daughter.” She spoke softly. “He is his father’s son, and he will act as a Spartan.”


Gorgo looked at her evenly. “Yes… yes he will.”


The cheering and bellows from the dragons grew louder as Torma’s bulk cruised lower in a wide looping, lazy circle, Isheeni just off his right wing, matching his every maneuver. They could see Martin and Aricia in the saddle, the crests on their helmets blowing in the wind.


A spot had been cleared for Torma to land and he flared his huge wings a hundred meters from the surface, bellowing out a roar that caused the Spartans to drop to one knee and lower their heads, their Dragon brothers lowering their heads as well. He touched down with barely any effort and waited for Isheeni to land beside him before he began walking forward. Gorgo watched her son, his arm wrapped protectively around Aricia’s waist, his hand spread out over her abdomen, both her hands on top of his and Gorgo smiled, small tears coming to her eyes.

Arzoal leaned close to Anja, knowing that only she, Dysea, Isabella and Helen could hear her Mindvoice words as she directed them. Now she looks like a Queen. So alive… so vibrant… so beautiful. It… it shames me to think of what I put her through.


What we put her through. Tablina’s voice entered the connection as she walked up to stand next to Arzoal. You will not bear that shame alone.

Helen looked at the both of them. You will find your actions over the last few days will go a long way to earning forgiveness. Do not dwell on what you can not change… what you both have dreamed of is only minutes from reality. It is time to move into the future now, a future you will have in building.


Arzoal nodded her massive head. You are right Val’istar.


Anja reached up and touched her long neck. You will find Arzoal neither Martin nor Aricia have a vindictive bone in their bodies. It is not in their nature. And Martin has never broken a promise.

They all turned to watch as Torma settled to the ground in front of where Vengal stood with Daniel and his team. Martin slid from Torma’s back first, turning to Aricia as she brought her leg forward. He put his hands on her waist and leaned forward, kissing her abdomen. Aricia squeezed his shoulders with a loving smile as he lowered her off of Torma’s back and to the ground. They placed their foreheads together briefly, Aricia touching his lips with her hand.


For eternity my Beloved.


For more than eternity Aricia. Now go… your mother is waiting and so are quite a few ladies who wish to congratulate you as well.


I have something I want to do first my love. Aricia said. My… my final cleansing if you will.


Martin nodded slowly, leaning forward to kiss her softly.


Aricia turned and looked at where Joric knelt. She took a deep breath and began walking towards him as Martin removed his helmet. He saw the looks of shock on Dasha’s face and many of the others. Andreus and Atropos began moving towards their sister.


“No!” Martin barked freezing them in their spots. “Let her be!”


The only one to ignore that order was Isheeni, who moved closer to where Aricia stopped in front of Joric, until she was directly behind her. She gazed at Joric’s battered face for a long moment before reaching up and removing her helmet slowly, shaking her head to allow her exceptionally long black hair to fall back into place all around her face and shoulders.

“Tell me Joric… what do you smell?” Aricia spoke calmly as she began walking around where he knelt. “Nothing to say Joric…” Aricia spoke lifting her hand and running her index finger over Joric’s shoulders. “You were so talkative the other day before Martin beat you into the ground. Nothing to say today?”

Chetak opened his mouth to answer but suddenly found he was staring into Isheeni’s glaring azure blue eyes. Aricia let out a small laugh.


“Speak one word Chetak and she will burn your face from your body.” Aricia spoke coldly as she finished walking around Joric and returned in front of him and squatted down.

“So Joric… tell me… what do you smell all over me? It’s a musky mint scent isn’t it Joric? That Joric… that is the scent of my mate. Something you never were… something you will never be.” Aricia held up her hand, her index finger and thumb a few inches apart. “This is you Joric…” Watching as his good eye glared at her. Aricia then held the palms of her hand inward about twelve inches apart. “This is my mate Joric. As you can see… there is no comparison.”


Aricia’s words caused those within hearing distance to snicker and laugh; the eyes of her mother, Gorgo and Deia wide in shock.


“In every way you forced yourself upon me Joric, my mate has had me. Many more times than you ever did.” Aricia continued. “Did you not hear me screaming his name in bliss Joric? Did you count them in your head as he took back what was always his? I lost count after the first time… but I was too pleasurably busy to count after that. Can you smell him Joric? He permeates my very soul.” Aricia stood back up and looked down at him. She lifted her right hand and formed a fist, the psychic knife projection bursting into existence, drawing gasps from many who saw it. “I told you once Joric that Martin Leonidas needed no fever to have my blood burn for him. I told you Martin Leonidas was the fever in my blood.” Aricia’s eyes changed then and her fangs extended to their full length. “Let me show you little man, what that fever feels like, and you will know that you are nothing compared to him!”

Aricia snatched the back of Joric’s head and grabbed his long hair tightly, holding his head firmly while stabbing forward with the psychic knife. This psychic knife did not damage his body externally, but the moment it sank into his head Joric’s good eye burst open and he began to scream. He felt the agonizing burning sensation ripping through his veins, his limbs beginning to twitch and convulse as Aricia held her knuckles to his forehead.

“This is the power you will never wield Joric!” Aricia hissed at him. “This is the love you will never feel. His love for me, and mine for him. It burns like a sun doesn’t it little man?” 

Aricia held her knuckles to his forehead for a few seconds longer before pulling her hand back quickly and watching him fall to the ground. His body still shuddered and twitched in minor convulsions, his eye tightly shut as he tried to fight the pain in his veins. He had bitten his tongue brutally and blood leaked from his mouth. Aricia willed away the psychic knife and as quickly as it had appeared it was gone. 

“Poor Joric… you can’t deal with a little pain.” Aricia spoke. “More is coming little man. Prepare yourself… for what I have shown you is nothing compared to what you will feel this day.” Aricia let out a snarl and spat on Joric’s face, the spittle striking his cheek and rolling slowly down his face as he lay on the ground.


Aricia felt him come up behind her and she turned to look into his handsome face. Martin pulled her tightly to him and kissed her hard on the lips, Aricia melting into his arms and returning the kiss with all the passion and desire in her. It was a kiss that anyone who was in the immediate vicinity could feel. After a long moment they parted and he motioned with his head for her to go to the others. Aricia squeezed his hand, moved past Joric and saw her mother. Her face lit up and she broke into a run, Dasha wrapping her arms around her as Anja, Dysea and Isabella crowded around them.

Martin watched her for a long moment before turning his eyes on Chetak. “Chetak my friend… how you doing old man!” Martin barked.


“You violate your own laws with your actions!” Chetak screamed. “The wench is my son’s mate and…”


Martin’s fist snapped out and smashed into Chetak’s face, splitting his lips viciously and rocking his head back enough to knock him over onto the ground. Martin quickly snatched him by his graying hair and yanked him back up. “Watch your mouth when you speak of my Queen old man… or I will rip out your tongue.”


Torma came up behind Martin, his golden eyes focused on Lucvaun. Martin turned when he sensed Torma’s anger and he looked at his dragon brother.


Which one?


Third one back Martin, behind Chetak. With the red sash.


Martin turned back around, his eyes now changed and his fangs extended. All those in the area around them could feel his anger, and Isheeni and Aricia turned from where they were feeling his emotions. Martin stepped past Chetak and another family leader and grabbed Lucvaun by his collar, dragging the man into the front of the group. “You are Lucvaun?” Martin asked him as he knelt and stared up at Martin defiantly.


“I am Lucvaun, the head of my family! The family of Lucvaun!” He replied with venom in his words. “I do not recognize you as King!”


Martin shrugged. “I don’t really care if you do or you don’t.” Martin spoke. “What I do care about is the fact that you shot Isheeni through the wing. Not only was she carrying my Queen, but she is carrying three eggs Lucvaun. So not only did you piss me off, you pissed off her mate.” Martin reached up and patted Torma’s front foreleg. “Who just happens to be this rather pissed off looking dragon right here next to me.” Martin saw Lucvaun’s eyes go wide. “See… Torma and I have bonded in a way your little mind couldn’t understand. Hell… I don’t understand it most of the time. Basically… we’ve taken on a little of each other’s personalities. In this case… the Spartan fashion of dealing with someone who hurts a Spartan mate.” Martin stepped to the side. “Torma… he’s yours.”


Torma let out a roar of vengeance and as Lucvaun began to scream and everyone watched with wide eyes, Torma snatched Lucvaun up in his massive jaws, engulfing his entire upper body in the ravenous maw. He smashed Lucvaun’s legs upon the hard ground three times in quick succession, the sound of bones cracking and shattering very audible in the morning air. Finally Torma reached up with both his forelegs, sank his talons into Lucvaun’s torso and ripped him in half, flinging the bloody portions of the body in two different directions. Before the pieces of Lucvaun had even touched the ground Torma unleashed two quick blasts of molten breath, turning both pieces of Lucvaun’s shredded body to charred remains.

Torma snapped his head back to glare at Chetak, his nostrils flaring, heat still filtering off his muzzle. Slowly he turned to look at Martin and brushed his massive snout against Martin’s shoulder. Thank you Martin my brother.

Martin nodded and watched as Torma guided his massive body through the throngs of men and women and moved next to where Isheeni rested. He was almost as large as Arzoal who made room for him next to her daughter and he settled to the ground beside Isheeni, his head reaching out to stroke the scales on top of her neck. Isheeni’s wings twitched in delight, and she gazed at him with eyes of dragon love and devotion.


“Is this how the supposed King of the Lycavorian Union acts?” Chetak snapped out. “By conquering a lesser member of the Union. Butchering its men at arms, all over some woman? I will lodge a protest among the Senate for your actions! I will…”


“Shut up Chetak!” Deia barked out as she stepped forward now. She saw Martin nod to her and she moved closer to stand beside him and look at Chetak. She held several data pads in her hand. “For someone even older than me Chetak, you are the epitome of a fool. You should have been more careful in your actions. Instead you let your hatred of Resumar blind you to all but revenge!”


“Resumar took my mate!” Chetak screamed.


“Eliana was never your mate!” Deia shouted back. “As Aricia was never your son’s mate! She loved Resumar with all that she was. She told you to leave her be! She told you not to touch her! You took her against her will Chetak! That is why Resumar used the Lunmai to get her back! They were Soulmates you fool, just as Martin and Aricia are!” Deia lashed out with all her strength and slapped him hard across the face, once more the impact rocking his head back. “You swore a Blood Oath against the line of Resumar… against Martin Leonidas… his grandson. And now you will pay for your folly, as you paid then.”


Deia held up the data pad and tossed it in the dirt in front of him with a flick of her wrist. “That is the First Oracle’s Declaration Chetak! The law by which the Lycavorian Union was founded! A law you and your son, and everyone who supports you, broke when you raped Queen Aricia seven hours after signing the Union Acceptance Petition!”


“She was in the grips of the Lunmai!” Chetak screamed. “She was…”


“She would never have surrendered to your foul son Joric you fool! She and the King are Soulmates… they were Soulmates before they ever left Earth to come here!” Deia screamed at him. Macin Gravinolfgrek, hador Vada Assirina Cormunn fand hote dissa.” She spoke in the ancient Lycavorian language. “Anomes, magar un tur shahlekke son raanath jossas.” 


Chetak’s eyes grew wide at this and Deia smiled.


“Once consecrated in blood, honor The Centennial of the Moon above all others.” Deia spoke. “Soulmates, never to be parted by worldly means.” Deia nodded. “You remember the old language and the old ways so much Chetak, and you violated the oldest law of all. Aricia may have been in the grips of the Lunmai, but her blood called for only one male… and it wasn’t your son. You used a serum,” Deia held up the second data pad before throwing it at his feet. “A serum made from the inner lining of a dragon egg to increase the potency of the Lunmai to a point that Aricia had no control of her mind or her emotions. You drugged her because you knew she would not willingly submit to your son. Joric raped her… while you stood there and watched and recorded it all. That’s two laws you broke within hours of joining the Union!” Deia hit him again, harder this time. “My Union you dog! The Union I swore to see grow into what Resumar wanted for all of our people!”

Martin reached out and took Deia’s arm gently. Her fiery eyes turned to him and she immediately regained control of her emotions and handed him the rest of the data pads. “King Leonidas… I believe you should be the one to relate to Chetak everything else. If I stand here much longer I will gut him where he kneels.”


Martin stepped closer to her. “Thank you Deia.” He said softly. “Thank you for all you have done.” Deia nodded with a small smile and moved back to stand next to Gorgo. Martin squatted in front of Chetak and held up the data pad. “This is a list of every agent you had within the Union. They are all in our custody now. They will be tried for espionage and then executed.” Martin tossed the pad down. “This is a list of the companies you had your people purchase on Apo Prime. Because you were using a High Coven front company in the Wilds to move your funds, the purchases have been negated, and the sales of these companies have gone to the five major engineering Corporations within the Union, purchased with my holdings in these companies. I didn’t realize this until only a little while ago, but I’m one rich bastard!” Martin spoke with a grin. “So rich in fact, that I have bought major controlling portions in every industry you have on Enurrua and the other nine planets in the Republic. Actually… I bought all ten planets!”

Chetak’s eyes were wide at this. “Impossible! You can not do that! I am the President of this Republic!”


Martin shook his head. “No… the moment you broke our law… you became a criminal, and by Union law... whatever you held became public property. And everything you have built here… in this dark evil empire… it now belongs to me!” Martin said with a smile. “I own it Chetak! It’s mine… all of it!”


“You lie!” Chetak screamed. “You can not do that!”


“I already have.” Martin spoke tossing the data pads down in front of him. “All done according to Union law of Trade and Commerce. As of this very moment… every Lycavorian female is now free. They are free of your brutal regime. Any of them claimed by you and your cohorts by force are now free to seek new lives. All of your children will be removed from the Republic with their mothers and new homes will be found for them. New mates hopefully… men who will treat them with the respect and honor that they deserve as the ones who bear Spartan children. Any children. All of the younger females… and those who are reaching their Coming of Age will be free to choose or not choose a mate; all the while they are being educated and cared for as the future mates and mothers they will become… if they choose it.” Martin got to his feet. 
“Any you held as slaves are now free… free to return to their homes and families at my expense, or make new homes for themselves within the Union, again at my expense. I will undo all you have done Chetak. I’ve already sold the rights to all ten planets of the Republic. Made a tidy profit in doing that too. They will be used for strip mining, every city you have built razed to the ground. I have ships coming even now from every corner of the Union to load every citizen of the Republic and transport them wherever they choose to go within the Union. I believe most have already expressed an interest in coming to Apo Prime since that is where the majority of our people now call home. And they will be welcome… given jobs and a means to make new lives for themselves. A means to become what my grandfather meant for all our people. And in time perhaps they will come to forgive him… and forgive me… for allowing you to live and spread your vile filth and oppress them for so long.” Martin looked at him before allowing his eyes to fall on Joric. “As for you Joric…?” Martin’s voice became dark and cold as he moved back close to Joric, his eyes changing and his fangs extending. 

“Now you will break your own laws!” Chetak barked. “By killing my son you will violate the Union’s own laws of murder and revenge.”

“Actually no he won’t.” Deia spoke. “As of three minutes ago emergency powers have been granted to the King and the Lycavorian Union is now under complete Spartan law.”

Chetak looked at her quickly and then back to Martin. “What is this Spartan law? What does it mean?”

Martin’s eyes never left Joric as he began speaking. “It means Chetak… I already beat your son in wolf form, according to the old ways of our people. Now I’m going to follow my father’s law… Spartan law… and for what he has done to my Queen… I’m going to beat him to death as a Spartan!”

It happened more quickly than anyone could follow.

Joric gave out a yelp of surprise as Martin grabbed him by his shirt and lifted him into the air, body slamming him to the ground with all the power he had at his command. Joric’s ribs could be heard snapping as Martin reached down and grabbed him once more.
“That was for my Queen!” He shouted as he hauled a stunned Joric to his feet. Holding his arm straight out, Martin executed a front side kick into Joric’s face that crushed his nose and cheekbone, flipping him three hundred and sixty degrees around and smashing him to the ground again. “That was for my Queen!”

Martin kicked him savagely in the side, more ribs breaking from the force of the blow. The kick lifted him to his knees and Martin snatched him by his hair, dragging him to his feet. “This is for my Queen!” Martin raged as he hit Joric with a ridge hand directly in the throat, crushing his larynx and windpipe in the same blow. Joric gagged as he tried to draw in a breath.

Aricia stood looking on with satisfaction, Anja and Dysea pressed close to her on either side, Isabella behind her and For’mya standing in front of her. All of them had looks of satisfaction on their faces and when Riall stepped forward to attempt to stop the beating Martin was giving to Joric, For’mya was the one who spoke.
“Do nothing!” For’mya snapped at him. “No one will interfere! No one!”
It wouldn’t have mattered in the least anyway. Joric was already choking on his own blood as Martin grabbed him by his clothes once more and with his face locked in a rage he heaved Joric up above his head.

“And this is for me you sorry sack of shit! No one touches my mates! No one! Ever!” Martin screamed, bringing Joric down with all of his strength and dropping to one knee. Joric’s body impacted on that extended knee, covered in body armor, and the sound of his spine snapping echoed like a gunshot through the air.

Martin shoved his body away from him, stood up and extended his hand, a diamond of psychic energy forming quickly. Martin sent it rocketing out and it blew open Joric’s chest like an explosive’s charge would a door. Joric’s body went flying several meters to land near where Torma had landed, his one eye open in death as they were never open in life, leaving Martin standing there alone.

Danny was the only one brave enough to move forward, even with the rage and power they all felt rolling off of Martin in waves. He moved up to him quickly and gripped his arm. Only Danny had seen him in such a rage before, and the moment he gripped his arm, Martin looked at him.

It is done brother. Danny spoke to him. Let it go now. It is done.
Martin nodded slowly and gripped Dan’s arm tightly as he took two deep breaths and let the anger leave him. “Deia?” He called out.

Deia stepped forward hesitantly. “My… my King.”

“You may rescind the Emergency Powers now.” Martin spoke evenly.

Deia nodded. “As you order sire.” She spoke.

Martin turned back to Chetak, who wore a stunned expression on his face, his eyes on the mangled body of his oldest son. When he turned back to look at Martin, he was staring into yellow/gold eyes and extended fangs.

“This is my Blood Oath to you Chetak!” Martin hissed lifting his hand and the psychic knife exploding into view. “For all the misery you have brought Arzoal and her kind… for all the dragons you have so happily butchered over the years… for all of our women you allowed to be raped and beaten… this is my Blood Oath!” Martin plunged the psychic knife into Chetak’s head similar to what Aricia had done. “You will suffer pain for everything you have done, all the young female lives you have taken and destroyed among our people. You will suffer pain for every dragon life you have snuffed out in your attempt at greatness. And that pain will always be with you, and it will continue until the day you die! Unfortunately for you Chetak, that will not be this day.”
Chetak’s body went rigid, his eyes wide in silent pain as fire raced through his limbs, a icy burning that would not go away. A burning that surged through him greater than any pain he had ever felt before. His veins began to pulse in his neck and along his head as the fire grew in intensity until it was unbearable, but he could not scream out his agony, for the pain had seized his throat as well.

Martin jerked back his hand and let Chetak’s body slump to the ground, his arms swatting at his body as if attempting to put out a flame that only he saw. He scrambled to his feet, staggered drunkenly and then began running away from gathering of people, no one attempting to stop him as he dashed past his dead son’s body and headed out into the wilderness still swatting at the unseen fires.

“He wanted the old ways, well now he has the old ways. And they will kill him as surely as if I had done so myself.” Martin whispered as he watched Chetak run. “Riall?” Martin called.

“Sire?”

“Remove the rest of these prisoners for transport back to Apo Prime.” Martin spoke. “They will stand trial like all the others, and suffer the same fate as those that followed their orders.”
Riall motioned a dozen Spartans forward. “As you order Milord.”

Martin looked at the still glimmering psychic knife extending from his knuckles, and then off into the distance where Chetak was still running. He willed the psychic knife away and looked up to find Aricia’s eyes and the eyes of his Queens on him, smiling at him with love and support. And Aricia’s eyes burned the brightest of all of them.

As if a great weight was lifting from his shoulders, Martin moved forward to them. 

And into the future.


“My holdings?” Martin asked the five Corporations heads as they sat in the comfortable portable building. Aricia sat next to him, taking a spot she would always have now. A spot no one would take from her.


“In excess of eight hundred million Riyal Milord, annually until the length of the contract runs out. The Prime Minister did not say you were such a shrewd businessman.” The Haulta spokeswomen answered. “That does not include the shares of our companies that you still hold. We ask that you keep these shares sire… as a token of our faith in you and the Union. It will total roughly the same amount each year.”

“The ships I asked for?” Martin asked.


“The first group will be arriving later today sire.” The ship builder replied. “Followed every six hours by another until all two hundred are here. The three hundred and fifty additional special orders you made will be completed within a month’s time, including the one for yourself and Queen Aricia.”


Martin nodded. “Excellent. And you followed the specifications from Admiral O’Connell exactly as he laid them out?”


“We did sire. I must say… for a human he has a mind like a steel trap. With your permission Milord I would like to come to him in the future for ideas and guidance.”


Martin smiled. “I’m sure he’d like that.” Martin replied. “He’s a pilot yes, but he loves building things.”


“We will leave the particulars for you to review at your leisure Milord.” The Haulta spokeswomen said. “I know there is much you need to do sire, and we will not take up anymore of your time.”

Martin nodded and stood up as they did, following them to the door of the building and watching them file out. He turned back to Aricia with a grin.


“Is that a lot of money Beloved?” She asked getting to her feet.

Martin shrugged. “Beats the hell out of me, but they seem to think so.” He replied with a grin, moving over to her and drawing her into his embrace. “I need to meet with Danny and Yuriko before they leave.”


Aricia nodded. “There is something I must do as well.” She told him. “I will meet you by the landing field in an hour.”


Martin kissed her softly and nodded. My heart.

Aricia caressed her fingers over his cheek. My soul.

Martin squeezed her one last time and then headed out of the building. Aricia took a moment to compose herself and then moved for the other door into the building. It opened just as she reached it and For’mya came in holding the data pad in her hand.


She came up short when she saw Aricia. “My Queen… please forgive me I was looking for…”


Aricia looked at the female elf in front of her. This was her Beloved’s concubine. A role For’mya hadn’t wanted at first… but a role she had accepted and grown into quickly. “For’mya… I was… I was just coming to see you.” She spoke.

For’mya’s dark brown eyes showed her surprise and she relaxed somewhat. She knew what her role was to be, she had accepted it knowing that she had Martin Leonidas’s love, at least a small part of it anyway. And that was more than enough for her. She had to admit to herself, Aricia was an incredibly beautiful young woman, and perhaps having to share her bed as well would not be so bad and… her eyes flew open when Aricia stepped close to her and kissed her. They were the same height, though she was much more muscular in nature, but For’mya’s eyes quickly closed as she surrendered to the sensations Aricia’s kiss caused within her. Her tongue sprang out to meet hers, and Aricia pulled her closer, deepening the kiss when For’mya melted into her embrace.


It lasted for a long moment, before Aricia finally pulled away, her breath racing and her azure blue eyes bright. She stepped back quickly, and For’mya instantly regretted the lack of contact with her.


“Forgive me For’mya.” Aricia spoke quickly. “I did not mean to be…”

For’mya shook her head quickly and stepped closer to her. “No… you will never have to apologize to me.” She said. “I am Martin Leonidas’s concubine Milady… and by default I am yours as well. I don’t regret that decision.”


Aricia reached up and stroked her cheek, allowing her fingers to caress For’mya’s sensitive elf ears. She saw her close her dark eyes in soft pleasure and smile. “You saved him you know.” Aricia spoke softly. “You gave him purpose to go on For’mya, and that saved him. I can never thank you for that. Without that purpose, we would not be here today and I would not have my Soulmate back. You have saved me as well For’mya.”


For’mya smiled. “I know what I have entered into here my Queen.” She said. “I will…”


“No… For’mya. I don’t want you bound to something you do not want or wish for.” She said. “Martin and I have talked about you. If this is not what you wish For’mya, he will release you from…”


For’mya boldly stepped forward and silenced her words with a soft kiss, and now it was Aricia’s eyes that grew wide. “But it is what I wish.” She said softly. “I can think of nowhere else I would rather be. I have seen inside Martin Leonidas as well my Queen, almost as deeply as you. I have seen what he feels for you, and for me. And whether it is because of what we share or because of something else, I can not deny what I feel for you is growing stronger. I am not as… as experienced in that regard but…”

“For’mya… I’m not as experienced as you might think.” Aricia spoke with a shy smile.

For’mya looked surprised. “I thought… Queen Anja… Queen Dysea… I thought…”

Aricia laughed. “We were fighting a war on Earth For’mya.” Aricia said. “It’s not like we had time together everyday for more pleasurable explorations.” Aricia smiled and reached up again. “But I would surely enjoy what we could discover together.”

For’mya matched her smile. “I believe I would enjoy that as well.” She said. “Very much so.”

“Then I think we should start by having you call me Aricia and not Milady, or Queen or some other silly name.” Aricia spoke reaching out and pulling For’mya close. “That seems rather informal for two who will become so close don’t you think?”
“I do.” For’mya replied with a smile as she pressed her body tighter to Aricia’s. “I do indeed.”


“You’re sure you got enough gear?” Martin asked Yuriko out side the ramp of the High Coven Runner.

Yuriko smiled and nodded. “We have enough Martin truly.” She spoke. “Daniel, Anuk and Nayeca have been loading new equipment for an hour. Filrian is giddy with all the medical equipment he was given by Queen Anja once again. If we load anymore we will not be able to take off.”


Martin smiled. “You have the credit chip?”


Yuriko nodded as they began walking up into the ship. “As before I will use it only when I need to. We have a new crew member in this would be assassin. He was more than happy to provide us with information when you told him if it was accurate you would save his family.”


“I will.” Martin spoke. “If it is accurate and I will let you and Danny judge that.”


Yuriko nodded. “I have grown fond of them father.” Yuriko spoke looking at him with her dark eyes. “Filrian has always been there for me… but Daniel and Anuk and Nayeca especially… they have accepted me completely for what I am. And they trust me. That is not something I am used too.”


“They are good people Yuriko. Rely on them and they will rely on you.” Martin spoke just as Dan came up.


“Ok… we’re loaded and ready to rock.” He said as Anuk came up behind him and pressed her petite form against his side, while Nayeca did the same to her.


Martin looked at him. “Dan… you don’t have to keep doing this.” Martin told him.


“What… and leave Yuriko high and dry somewhere! Not a chance!” Dan spoke quickly. “We’re getting used to her company. And she smells a whole lot better than you Skipper. Besides… where can a guy be alone in a ship for weeks on end with two beautiful women and show them the universe with the best guide out there? This is heaven for me.”


Anuk punched him hard in the abdomen. “She is not our guide Daniel!” Anuk barked. “She is our friend!”


Martin stepped up to them and hugged all three of them at the same time. “Remember… no heroics… find out whatever you can and I’ll bring the cavalry.”


Dan nodded. “We got ya Skipper. Don’t worry!”


Martin looked at Anuk. “Anuk…”


She laughed and squeezed Danny’s waist. “Do not fear Martin… Nayeca and I will make sure he does not get into any trouble.”


Martin nodded. “Good. Them I trust… with you it’s kind of iffy.” He said looking at Dan.

Martin laughed at the expression on Dan’s face and turned to Yuriko, wrapping his arms around her tightly. “Nothing reckless Yuriko.”


Yuriko nodded and squeezed him tighter. The man she called father. They were from two races that were bitter enemies and still at war, yet only he was who she called father. “She is my sister father. You need not worry about that.”


Martin kissed her forehead. “Good. Check in on our private channel on the same schedule and once you figure a route and course, transmit it to me so that I have it.”


Yuriko nodded. “I will.”


“Take care of yourself Yuriko. I will see you soon.” Martin spoke.


“And you father.” Yuriko watched him walk down the ramp and turn to watch it rise up. She waved once with a warm genuine smile and then headed for the cockpit.


Martin moved out of the landing pad area and turned to watch the Runner lift into the sky. He felt Dysea and Anja come up behind him and he turned, scooping Dysea into his arms and pulling her close for a blistering kiss. She groaned in delight feeling his arms around her for the first time in over a month. His kiss however, left Dysea no doubts as to his feelings and love for her. His hands gripped her ass and ground her against him as his tongue plundered within her lips, causing her toes to curl in bliss.

Thank you Melda Min. He Mindvoiced to her as he broke their kiss.


I will do whatever you ask of me Nauta Melme, you know that. Dysea answered him with a smile as he set her down.


I know… that is why I love you both so much. He answered pulling Anja to him then and repeating the same action.


Anja’s body grew heated quickly when his hand dropped to her firm ass and pulled her closer to him. Their kiss was just as passionate and sensual as the one he had shared with Dysea, and it left both of them craving more, and Martin felt that in their auras.


We have a few more things to do. He spoke pulling them both to him. Then I promise you both I’ll make it up to you. In spades.


Dysea smiled. We will hold you to that Nauta Melme. And if you don’t… we’ll tell Little Wolf. She won’t like you neglecting the other women in your life.


Martin laughed. Oh boy… I better save up my strength then. He said as he started walking towards the huge domed ship in the distance.


It took them a few minutes to cross the distance to the large ship, but they spotted Aricia, For’mya and the three dragons easily enough. Arzoal looked at Martin as he walked up, and she watched as Torma moved to greet his bond brother. Martin pounded Torma on his muscular side in affection and then ran his hand down his shoulder scales. Torma basked in the attention as both Dysea and Anja did the same.


Arzoal looked at him as he walked up to her. Sire… I do not understand why you have asked for me to be here. She spoke. I know nothing about flying ships.


You need to learn about this one, and ones like these Arzoal. Martin told her as he walked up to stand on the edge of the lowered ramp. Have you been inside yet?

Aricia told us we needed to wait for you. Isheeni said.


Arzoal… how many dragons are left on Enurrua? Martin asked.


Four thousand six hundred and seventy-three sire. She answered immediately.


Martin nodded. Each one of these ships holds fifty full grown dragons, of Torma’s size. I had them designed and built to be adjustable however for the smaller full grown of your kind.


Isheeni nudged her mate in his side. He is saying you are fat husband. She spoke with a mischievous tone in her voice.


Or perhaps he is saying I am superior. Torma said, puffing out his chest, and causing the others to laugh.

Martin shook his head with a smile. Ten of these ships will be equipped to carry four hundred eggs apiece, plus twenty dragons as nurses. These are you chariots Arzoal. I had them built especially for dragons. You will never be limited to just the planet you are on anymore. You will have a contingent of Spartans to fly you where you wish to go, and you will take a seat within the Union’s Senate as the representative of your people. I offered the same thing to Tablina, and she is even now returning to Apo Prime with Golna and some others to oversee the refugees getting settled in as quickly and orderly as possible.


Arzoal’s eyes were wide. You built these ships for us sire? She gasped.


Martin nodded. Each Spartan dragon pair OF Mjolnir’s Hand will have a smaller ship with essentially the same set up inside. It will be more heavily armed and armored of course, and equipped with a Coven Shroud Generator, but that is what they will use to transport themselves. We have talked how we will use them Arzoal. Are you still in agreement?


Arzoal nodded. Oh yes sire.


Martin nodded as well. Good. He looked at Torma and Isheeni. Aricia and I will be splitting our time on Apo Prime and on Earth. We are bonded to both of you, but we do not want to take you away from all you have ever known. We…


Isheeni stepped forward and nudged Aricia’s shoulder in a show of affection. Martin… we will remain with you and Aricia Blue Eyes always. Where you go… Torma and I will go. As will our hatchlings. We will see my mother and our kind often enough now with these wonderful flying ships, but our lives now are bound to yours and we can not turn from that.


Martin looked at Torma. Torma?

Isheeni has always been better with words than I Martin. Torma answered. I can not imagine you not upon my back now. Isheeni is right. Where you go… we go.

Martin nodded as Aricia moved up next to him and took his hand. Let us show them Beloved. She said looking up at him.


Martin smiled. I think that is a good idea.

Show us what? Arzoal spoke.


Everyone get on board if you would. Martin said reaching for Anja’s hand while For’mya scampered forward towards the cockpit. 

The inside of the ship was lined with strange looking contraptions that looked like metal harnesses. Martin looked at Torma. Walk underneath one. He said.


Torma didn’t hesitate and as soon as his massive bulk was under one of the contraptions, two arms came down form overhead with bars attached to them. They were covered in soft cushions and cloth and they effectively locked Torma snuggly in place.


Martin looked at him. These are just for rough flying. The inertia dampers on these ships have been beefed up to allow you to move around freely. The controls are easily enough to reach with your developing skills in telekinesis, and you can lock and unlock yourselves from these harnesses. Martin felt the engines on the ship begin to power up and he saw Endith wave to him from the pilot’s seat next to For’mya. Hold on.

The trip was surprisingly smooth and fast and they arrived on the opposite side of Arzoal’s lair the valley stretching below them. Martin went to the rear of the ship and touched some controls on the panel near the ramp and they all watched as it began to lower and retract. Martin turned and motioned Arzoal closer.


Take a look. He told her.


Slowly Arzoal moved to the edge and her eyes grew wide as the scene below her took shape. There easily almost a hundred of these ships on the ground already, all of them being attended to be ground crewmen and hundreds of dragons. She could see eggs being gingerly moved onto the ships, often being carried by Spartan hands as if they were precious commodities. They were unborn life and in reality they were just that, precious.


There are a hundred more holding in orbit right now while these fill up. Once they take off the others will land and load the rest. I promised you I would take you and the dragons home, and that is what I intend to do Arzoal. Martin told her. He rested a hand on her thick neck and she turned to look at him, and for the first time in her nearly thirty thousand years of life, Arzoal felt the tears falling from her eyes. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] The Elf High Minister has already assigned fifteen million square kilometers to your kind. You are the ancestors of elves Arzoal, and when he discovered that, he took it upon himself to work out the details to your homecoming. The elves are descended from dragons, and that is why there is such an affinity to any elf that a dragon sees. They can sense it in their blood can’t they?
[Mindvoice Shielded] Yes sire. You told him… the Elf High Minister sire?
[Mindvoice Shielded] He had a right to know that I’m bringing his ancestors back to their world. Alocgeid will tell no one if that is your fear. When he realized what I was telling him he began to cry. You yourself are the great grandmother of my grandfather’s concubine Arzoal. That is why you were able to contact For’mya so easily. She is of your blood. That is why you pushed her so to accept her station.

[Mindvoice Shielded] When… when I realized that a descendant of Resumar still lived… that you still lived sire… I knew it was a sign. I knew For’mya resisted her bloodline… and when she was captured I knew it would be you who saved her. It is just as it was before Milord King. It is just how it always should have been until the High Coven took your grandfather away from us. 

Aricia, Torma and Isheeni watched as Martin and Arzoal spoke within Mindvoice. They could not hear what they were saying because Martin had thrown up a shield unlike any of them had ever felt. Aricia already knew what they were discussing, as she had seen her Beloved’s mind and it filled her with joy.
[Mindvoice Shielded] With what you have done here Martin Leonidas… you have truly become a King.

Martin smiled and patted her thick neck. [Mindvoice Shielded] That’s debatable by some. He spoke. This secret is known by five of us Arzoal, and that is how it will stay.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Aricia Blue Eyes? Arzoal asked.

Martin nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] She is the Queen of my soul and my heart Arzoal. She knows all that I know… and I know all she knows. She will never be far from my side now, nor will For’mya. You are partially responsible for that… and I thank you for that gift. I would like you to take what I have offered Arzoal… in that way both of us can be assured that Mjolnir’s Hand never veers from the path we have put them on. You and Helen will see to that.

[Mindvoice Shielded] And you sire? What will you do?
[Mindvoice Shielded] Before Canth passed his knowledge to Helen he told me I needed to find all who have been lost. There are others out there, other paths I must take, but for now I want to enjoy this moment with you and the dragons that have become part of my family.
[Mindvoice Shielded] I would truly like that sire. What of Chetak? He wanders aimlessly among the wilderness now, shifting and not knowing why. His mind is… you destroyed his mind Martin Leonidas.
[Mindvoice Shielded] Yes I did. I have no regrets about that. Killing him would not have been justice. Having him suffer the pain of what he has done to your kind and mine for the remainder of his years. That is much more fitting.
[Mindvoice Shielded] I agree.
Martin nodded. Good… I have one more task to perform. One more loose end to tie up, one more memory to put to rest and then we can depart his planet and start anew. I will see you again on Elear Arzoal. Torma… we need to go.

Torma immediately moved forward as Martin turned first to Aricia and kissed her. Anja and Dysea were next and then he climbed onto Torma’s back. 
Think you can get out of the ramp without banging your head my dragon brother? Martin asked with a smile.

It will be your head that hits the top sire, not mine. Torma roared and leaped from the open ramp of the ship as Aricia and Isheeni moved up close to Arzoal. She turned her flame colored eyes to her daughter and Aricia.

I have waited many years for a King to return and start us back on the path. Arzoal spoke. He is here now… and I will allow nothing to harm him.
Isheeni brushed up against her mother and nodded. We will allow no harm to come to him mother. She said. We will allow no harm to come to him.

LEONIDAS I

“Been here two months now… I don’t know where here is really.” Dekton’s image was on the monitor in the private conference room on the LEONIDAS I. “They are vampires… I know that. They have taken my blood… don’t know what…”


“…made copies of me! Three that I know of. They thought I was unconscious and…”


“…killed one of the copies. He looked identical to me… it was uncanny. I have discovered…”


“Clones they are called… They think the original… they think I am dead…”


“Had to inject myself with something… to dilute my blood… pass the screeners…”

“They believe I was the third clone. I don’t feel the same since they have taken so much of my blood… I will try and return somehow to Sparta, to my mate… my daughters… I am weak… I heard them talking at one time…”


“Discovered I am being returned to Sparta to… act like me. No one…. Never tell anyone… believe me. I will…. secret in case of my death…”


“Two others out there… where I don’t know. I… return to Sparta… something about a descendant of Leonidas. I must be… defending…”


Martin touched the panel on the table and watched as the screen went dark. He looked at Tarifa and Aihola who were the only ones in the room with him.


“This was found in an abandoned cave on the outskirts of Sparta. Near where Helen’s cave was.” Martin spoke. “It confirms what information we got from the other two Dekton clones. I questioned the second one myself. He was captured by the High Coven… by Yuri’s people and taken off earth to use as a clone donor. It was during the initial phases of when they were developing their clones. Apparently he discovered what they were doing to him and injected himself with some sort of fluid that basically diluted his pure blood to the point he could pass as one of the clones they created. He killed the third clone, tattooed himself and then passed off the clone as the real Dekton.” Martin got to his feet and moved around the table to sit on the edge and look at Tarifa and Aihola. Both of them had tears in their eyes and were holding tightly to each other’s hands. “He was able to escape whatever facility they had him at and return to Earth… to Sparta. He was a changed man… a different man because of what they put him through… but he was Dekton. He was the real Dekton. The man you both fell in love with. The man who loved you both back. And that is the way I intend to have him remembered. He was never a traitor to Sparta… he was loyal to Sparta and to both of you until the day he died. And he died as a Spartan should… by defending those he loves. I don’t want to hear about this shit anymore Little Drow. You did not kill Dekton… and whatever guilt you still have about that you need to get rid of. You both have the blood of wolves in you now thanks to Dekton, and you will always be like sisters to me. You are two women but one mind; remember that, because that is your strength. There can not be one of you without the other.

Martin moved once more, kneeling between their two chairs and putting his hands on top of theirs. “Grieve for him if you must… but honor him by doing what he would want you to do. He would want you to go on… to live full lives of love with each other… and whoever you both choose. He would want you to have children and go on! That is what I want you to do! Isra is in your blood now Tarifa… and he is a fine man.”

Tarifa met his eyes. “You… you know of him? Of course you do… he… he is one of your Mjolnir’s Hand now.”


Martin nodded. “I spoke with him at length. I showed him this information because I only felt it fair to him. Your blood will always burn for him Tarifa… he is a pureblood… like me and it will burn for him until you decide what to do. I know that Isra will never take another mate besides you and Aihola. He knows there is not one of you without the other… and that does not frighten him in the least. I believe he told you that didn’t he?”


Aihola nodded slowly. “Before… before he put us on his dragon and sent us away.”


“And he was right to do so. You were involved in something that was between my people and the dragons. A battle you could not stay in. A battle of the past versus the future. We won… but now you must decide what your future holds. Will you cling to the memory of a man you both loved, or will you honor him and go on with your lives with a man who I know you both care about, because I can smell it all over you.” Martin brought their hands to his lips and he kissed them gently. “Take some time… both of you. Discover each other once more… remember Dekton and the love he had for you… but a man like Isra will not wait forever. If you do nothing you will lose him and the happiness that you could have with him. That is not something I want to see happen. You are both sisters to me… you even more Tarifa. Go back to Earth, rebuild her… and rebuild your lives by burying Dekton once and for all. Only then can you move into the future.”


Martin stood up still holding their hands. “I will always come to Earth if you need me. Aricia and I have decided to have our son in Sparta, so I hope to see you in a few months anyway. Be strong… both of you.”


Martin turned and walked slowly out of the private conference room. He stood in the corridor for a long moment before Andreus walked up to him.


“Are the ships loaded with our dragon brothers Andreus?” Martin asked.


“The last one is leaving the surface now sire.” Andreus spoke. “It will be interesting to see Isheeni and Torma try and make their way through these corridors Milord.”


Martin grinned. “That would be a sight. Admiral Ceneu has told me the new class of LEONIDAS IIs is exceptionally larger and there will be plenty of room.” Martin put his arm over Andreus’s shoulder. “What say we drop these Dragon Brothers of ours off on their world, come back to Apo Prime and have a party? I could use a party right about now.”


Andreus laughed. “I like the sound of that sire.”


Martin nodded. “Me too.”

