CHAPTER NINE

ENURRUA
DAY TWENTY

Joric grunted his release into the whimpering female beneath him, tears streaking her face, her hands clutching the twisted sheets of the bed. His upper body was soaked in sweat as he had been raping her for several hours, and between the exertion of that and having to beat her twice to submit to him he was tired and worn out. He finished empting himself into her warm depths and then shoved her forward on the bed and let her curl up in a fetal ball clutching her stomach. 

She was youngest daughter of one Atlatus’s most prominent wolf families. Barely a day past coming of age and he had been her first. Even though the fever burned in her, she had refused him and he had beaten her into submission, laughing the entire time. After taking her the seventh time, he could feel the barely detectable aura of new life within her womb. The fever had made her very fertile and now she would have his eleventh child. She was his now, and she would make a satisfactory mate. At least until his brother brought home this blue eyed elf he had claimed. Rommna had said she was quite a catch, with sapphire colored eyes and very sweet smelling. Joric wasn’t surprised Isra had beaten Rommna to claim her. Isra was a large wolf for his age, nearly as big as Joric and their father, but he lacked the killing instinct, and when Joric fought him for the elf wench, he had no doubts he would win. 

He still regretted Aricia’s death. She had smelled the sweetest of all, and she seemed to actually begin to enjoy when he took her unnaturally. She had the softest lips he had ever felt around his…


Joric’s eyes narrowed as he lifted the ale to his lips and stood from the bed. He had emptied himself into Aricia twice as much than this wench beneath him, in the first few hours alone, her scent and firm body driving him to new heights of endurance before he was spent and he had felt nothing inside her womb. The Lunmai was even stronger than the first coming of age and she should have conceived within the first few hours, yet as he thought back on it, he had felt nothing. So wrapped up in the pleasure he was taking from her he hadn’t thought to…

Joric’s eyes darted to the darkened wall and grew wider. He tossed the ale to the side and grabbed the heavy robe he had been wearing when he brought the wench up here. He hadn’t been in this room since that night and as he grew closer to the dark wall he reached up to rub the scar on his face. He slapped the table light the servants had put in and it bathed the wall in its unearthly glow, Joric’s eyes going wide.


The wall where her Shi Viska had been buried was now empty, only the deep three foot long gouge where the shield had been now visible. Joric spun around and rushed from the room, a cold knot forming in the pit of his stomach. He moved like a man possessed, down four flights of long stairs and through three drafty corridors before bursting into the room where his father was meeting with three other family heads. 


Chetak laughed when he saw his son’s clothing state. “Forgive my son,” He spoke to the three men. “He has been breaking in a new mate.”


The three men smiled knowingly and continued drinking their ale. Chetak stood and moved quickly to Joric, grabbing his arm and pulling him to the side.


“What are you trying to do fool?” Chetak growled. “These three men are our most avid supporters! They are going to help purchase more companies in the Union. Soon we will be even more powerful than we are now.”


“It’s gone!” Joric hissed in a whisper.


Chetak did a double take. “What? What is gone? You are speaking non-sense.”


“The bitch’s weapon!” Joric snapped, “Her Shi Viska! Aricia’s Shi Viska is no longer embedded in the wall upstairs father!”

Chetak’s eyes grew a little wider at this news. “No one removed it?” He asked quickly.


Joric shook his head. “They stopped trying after the blades sliced open three workers! I told you the only way to remove it was to remove the section of wall and replace it. You said to leave it!”


“You did not order this?” Chetak asked.


“Father the gouge is still there, but the weapon is gone.” Joric spoke heatedly. “You know as well as I, a Shi Viska will not respond to another user except the one it is branded too. The only one who could have pulled it from the wall is her. She’s still alive father!”


“Impossible! The Firespitter caught her full blast in the stream of flame!” Chetak spoke. “You saw this!”


“I also remember that Tablina told us the serum would amplify the effects of the Lunmai in her father. It didn’t come to me until just now after finishing with the wench upstairs. I must have emptied into her body a dozen times in the first few hours. I never once felt a flicker of life in her womb.” Joric spoke.


Chetak looked at him his eyes narrowing. “You are sure of this?”


Joric nodded. “I’ve bedded enough females to know what to look for father.” He answered. “Aricia should have conceived within those first few hours. She didn’t. And that can only mean Tablina lied to us.”


Chetak looked at him. “We must not be too hasty.” He spoke. “The serum she gave us worked Joric, or else you would never have been able to take her, even with the fever. I will contact her in the morning. Remain clam Joric. I want you to double check with the house servants that none of them removed the shield to sell it in the market. I need to finish with our guests and then we will decide what to do.” 


Joric nodded. “Father… if she is alive…” Chetak looked at him. “I want her back for doing this to me.” He spoke rubbing the scar on his face.


“Why are you staring at me?” Aricia snapped loudly. She was leaning against the rock wall, her arms wrapped around her shoulders huddled in as small a ball as she could to keep from shaking.


She had lifted her arm to call her Shi Viska, only remembering she had lost it during the dragon’s attack on Joric and his father. Then the huge black dragon had whipped out its tail and struck her. The pain from three breaking ribs had been severe, but as she sailed through the air out of the cave and began to fall, Aricia surrendered to what awaited her at the bottom of the four thousand meter drop. She would die instantly, and the pain and shame she felt would never matter again.


That was until this azure colored dragon had swooped from the dark sky and snatched her in those flesh tearing claws as gently as a newborn, quickly spiriting her away from the mountain. She had cradled Aricia in her forelimbs as they flew. Flew for what seemed like hours until the splash of fresh cold water had jarred her awake and then Isheeni was gently putting her down on the cool rock beneath her. Aricia had scrambled to get away from her, the pain of her broken ribs making her mind sharp and clear. She moved until she found a corner in the cave and tucked herself into it.

Isheeni had taken Aricia to a part of the Enurrua that very few came to anymore. The bombardments from above thousands of years ago had turned this area into a wasteland and it was only just now starting to return to its former beauty. This is where the dragons had lived before Chetak’s people had come. This cave was where others of her kind had been hatched. The twenty meter wide waterfall no longer carried soiled brown water, but fresh mountain water from the streams above. The trees had become towering green points again, and the land below was once more growing green. This was where Torma had taken her that first time after their bonding. He had discovered this cave on one of his solo sorties hundreds of years ago as a hatchling, and it had been their sanctuary since that time. Isheeni had brought a fresh stag from below that she had killed, and it was laid on the ground between them.

You… you have not eaten or healed your wounds, Isheeni spoke softly. You must shift to heal. Tablina told me this of your kind. It is quite amazing to have this skill.


“I’m not hungry!” Aricia snapped.


Only food will keep your strength from faltering. You must live.


Aricia leaned her head back against the rock wall. “I don’t want to live.” Aricia spoke softly. “You should have let me fall and die. I would have been happier.”


I could not do that Aricia of the Bluest Eyes.

“All I have ever wanted has been torn from me.” Aricia spoke her voice still just above a whisper. Isheeni moved a little closer to her, feeling the waves of emotion flow from Aricia into her. Mournful emotions, a pain of the heart Isheeni had never felt before. “You and your friends helped in that action. I can not fight you; at the very least you could just let me die. Then I will no longer need to carry the pain in my heart.”

Isheeni watched as the tears rolled down Aricia’s cheeks, tears of sorrow, of shame, of betrayal. She moved closer still, lowering her large head to brush against Aricia’s raven mane of hair. If… if you will not heal yourself Aricia of the bluest eyes… for my shame of what we have done to you… let me at least give you warmth. 


Aricia was so tired. 


Days without sleep, having to endure agony like she didn’t know could exist. It was too much for her. She allowed the change to take her, Isheeni watching with wide eyes as the silver/white light shimmered and then the black hair, blue eyed wolf was in front of her, moving towards her. She felt a moment of fear, the directions of her mother when she was young to fear the wolves of the night, but Isheeni didn’t move, not this time. She felt a momentary flash of physical pain in Aricia’s eyes as the change knitted her broken bones back together, and then another shimmering flash of that silver/white light and the supple figure of Aricia pressed against her azure scales drawing from the cool warmth. Isheeni extended one of her wings and wrapped it around the small Lycavorian Queen and she realized then that Aricia had dropped all of her psychic shields in exhaustion.


The power of Aricia’s female aura burned brighter than even Tablina, and the old Lycavorian female was perhaps the most powerful Mindvoicer next to her own mother. Yet the power Isheeni felt trembling within this small female was staggering. Isheeni reached out tentatively, her mother’s words when she was still a hatchling coming back to her.

Among the stars there will be few who can Mindvoice as we do daughter. Among them the race that hunts us now. They are called Lycavorians, able to take the shape of wolves. Those out there among the stars are not like those on this planet. Those Lycavorians are just and fair and compassionate. And among them there are powerful Mindvoicers, some even more powerful than I.


No one is more powerful than you mother. Isheeni had said.


Arzoal had chuckled softly. I am strong daughter yes, but when you see the Dragon’s Heart, then you will know power. And that power will either condemn us all, or save us all.


Isheeni’s own azure blue eyes glanced down at the glittering coral red necklace that rested between Aricia’s breasts over her heart. She lowered her Mindvoice shields and reached out with her mind to touch the young Queen, to learn and experience the pain they had brought upon her. As Aricia’s life flashed through Isheeni’s mind, she shared the ups and downs, the highs and lows. She was still very young for a Lycavorian, Aricia was, but she possessed within her a power that Isheeni had never felt before. It churned beneath her being, behind psychic shields of such magnitude that Isheeni dare not attempt to penetrate, but that Aricia could tap into without thought. 

The Isheeni saw him.


The man who had claimed her very heart and soul and she had done his. She saw the red haired female and the blond elf, even the black haired vampire princess, all of their psychic auras interwoven in such a way as to make them nearly one in love and thought. A union of beings that Isheeni was stunned to see so completely joined. And within that fabric of auras was that of this young Queen and the King. Their two auras were not only interwoven, they were joined completely. You could not tell where one started and the other ended. It was as if the others swirled around these two together, but Aricia and the King were still separate, if only a tiny fraction. She saw the long black hair and dark brown eyes, the physical proportions of this King, and her eyes grew a little wider when she saw him as a wolf. The yellow/gold eyes and his immense size; larger than even Chetak and Joric. He…

Isheeni.


She turned her head and saw Torma move slowly forward. So engrossed within Aricia’s unshielded mind, Isheeni had failed to sense her mate splash through the waterfall and land meters away from them.


Torma… my mother…


I told no one my mate. Torma spoke quickly as he saw Aricia’s now sleeping form tucked under Isheeni’s wing. Our sanctuary is ours alone. She is concerned because you won’t answer her. Isheeni I was…


You were protecting me Torma… you need not explain your love for me husband. I… I could not let her die. Isheeni spoke.


Torma moved close to her, gently rubbing his obsidian colored scales against hers and seeing her wings flutter in delight. He brushed his snout against her scales behind her head, tracing the curve of her powerful neck, down her back and shoulders and to the tip of her tail, checking for injuries and displaying his commitment to her in dragon fashion. He finished by drawing in a deep breath of her female scent and allowing it to course through him. Isheeni turned her head when he was done, her azure eyes bright and clear, and she gazed at him as he settled to the floor next to her.

Why have you brought her here?


I have touched her mind Torma.


Torma’s yellow eyes flared. Isheeni why? Your mother would be very angry. It is not allowed!

She is in such pain my husband, so tired. Her shields came down and I could not help myself. Torma… remember how much you… how much you told me you cherished me, the day you took me as your mate. Why?

You know why Isheeni. He spoke softly. 


You could have had any female Torma. Many courted you. You waited until I came of age and still you bonded with me knowing I could not give you children for two hundred and fifty years. You could be a father now husband.


Isheeni when I first saw you that day in the main cavern. I knew it was you and only you that I wanted. No others. I would have waited a lifetime for you. We are fated for each other.


Isheeni nodded and brushed her snout against his chest. That is what Aricia shared with this King Torma. They were fated to be together. And we have torn them apart. Our actions have torn them apart husband. I have seen him Torma, in her mind. 


Show me.


And Isheeni did. All that she had seen and felt she passed to her mate. She saw his larger black wings ruffle as he too felt the enormous power and love, and now the pain.

Torma looked at her. Isheeni… he… he is the most powerful Mindvoicer I have ever felt. He dwarfs even your mother.


I know.


This child has it within her. She trembles with power Isheeni.  

And where he once stood within her mind is now nothing but a black abyss husband, an empty void that we put there with our thoughtless actions. Isheeni spoke.


We are trying to save our people Isheeni, you know this. Tablina is trying to save her people. They are Aricia’s people. Torma spoke.


Isheeni nodded slowly. Who gave us permission to act as the changers of fate husband? Who gave us permission to act in such a way? In doing what we have done, instead of saving ourselves husband, we may have doomed ourselves as my mother said.


Torma was silent for a long moment staring into her beautiful eyes. Is there nothing we can do? He asked finally.


Isheeni looked down to where Aricia slept in the embrace of her wing. I will bind myself to her Torma. I will help her in any way I am able. We have altered the path of fate husband, and now we can only hope it is not destroyed for all time. 

LYCAVORIAN PEOPLE’S REPUBLIC CRUISER

Tarifa staggered against the bed as Isra nearly tossed her through the door of his quarters. “I told you woman!” He hissed at her in a pain and anger filled voice. “I told you to not go out there!”


Tarifa whirled around, her sapphire eyes wide. “I only wanted to see this ship! What it looks like! You have kept me locked up in here for almost two weeks!”


“And I told you why Tarifa!” He groaned loudly as he engaged the lock on his door. His left arm was shredded, blood pouring out onto the floor. His leg burned with pain and he moved quickly to the cabinet, Tarifa seeing for the first time the injuries he had sustained and gasping in horror.


She had ventured into the corridor after the boredom of remaining in these quarters for so long. Isra had duties to perform she knew that, but he seemed to be spending more and more time away from the quarters as opposed to in them as when they had first started this journey. They were only a day from his planet he had told her, and then things would begin to move rather quickly. Instead of doing as he asked and reading the information on the computer he had brought up for her, Tarifa had decided to go for a walk.


It had very nearly been the end of her.


The moment she stepped into the corridor she could smell the heavy male scent, and it had immediately caused her own wolf scent to react. Within moments there were two very large men moving for her, lust and desire in their eyes, and not the pleasant kind. Tarifa had no doubts about what would have happened if Isra hadn’t intervened. She saw the dirty blond wolf sail past her shoulder and attack the two men viciously. Isra was large in wolf form, bigger than Dekton, but no where near as large as she now knew Martin to be. The battle had been short and vicious, and before she knew what was happening he had grabbed her arm and rushed her back to the quarters.

Now she saw the results of her actions.


Isra peeled off the jacket he wore to reveal the shirt sleeve that was torn open, the flesh of his arm with three long tears in it.


“Give… give me the spray in the cabinet!” He spoke through clenched teeth.


“Isra you’re injured!”


“What did you expect?” He snapped. “I told you to not go into the corridors of the ship Tarifa. Did you think I was lying to you woman! That is what will happen to you Tarifa! That is why I only give you my clothes to wear! To keep some small portion of my scent on you so that they don’t break into my quarters while I am gone! You saw them Tarifa, anse forn! They will detect I have not mated with you and think you are free game regardless of what I have claimed!” He moved from the chair to the cabinet himself and took out the spray.


“I only wanted to see the stars Isra!” Tarifa spoke.


He glared at her. “Then you should have asked me!” He growled. He turned quickly a small panel on the desk, typed in a command and stabbed his finger down on the panel. 


Tarifa jumped back at the sound, and she watched as an eight foot portion of the wall next to the bed lifted and recessed into the ceiling, exposing a stunning view of billions and billions of stars, trillions of stars. Her eyes were wide in wonderment as she looked out the large view port.

Isra groaned and drew her attention back to him as he used the spray on his arm. “Isra… I’m sorry!”


“Help me and remove my boots!” He hissed. “I must shift to stop the bleeding in my leg and I can’t bend over.”


Tarifa rushed forward, her fingers working madly on the straps and buckles of the heavy combat boots, fumbling with the final buckle before finally pulling them off his feet. She looked at him as he was treating his arm. “What else?”


Isra used his uninjured arm to unbuckle the top of his pants quickly. “Pull my pants off!” He spoke.


Tarifa looked up into his face frozen in her spot. “Isra…”


“Anse forn woman! If I had wanted to force myself on you I would have by now! I am losing blood and I can’t bend over! I would prefer not to shred my clothes! Pull off my pants upaee!” Isra barked.

The decision was easy for Tarifa because she knew he was absolutely right. He had shown her what his aura could do to her, how it made her wolf blood burn, and yet he had never once even looked at her in such a way. She gripped the legs of his pants and began pulling as gently as she could, wincing as his face grimaced in pain. As she pulled the pants down she saw the wound and almost cried out. It was deep, so deep she could see the bone of his thigh, the tear in his flesh ragged and torn. She could see the pulsing of the main artery of his leg, and the torn muscle and tissue.  


“By the gods!” She muttered softly.


“Hurry Tarifa.” He gasped.


Tarifa did as he told her, finally pulling the pants completely off his legs and turning to look at him as he forced himself up to his feet. Tarifa noticed two things right away that she had not taken notice of before. His body was even more defined and sculpted with muscle than even Dekton had been, and he had the largest cock she had ever seen in her life. As she staggered back, she saw the yellow/gold shimmering light and then he was before her once more in his wolf form, dirty blond in color, muscles rippling beneath the shoulders and haunches. Yes… he was much larger than Dekton had been, more packed with muscle, but still smaller than Martin.

He shifted back and forth three times before the wound in his leg had sealed enough to stop bleeding, and on the third time he shifted back, all that remained was a large ugly pink scar.


Isra settled back onto the chair once more, his body coated in a fine sheen of sweat from shifting so many times in succession. Tarifa felt something inside she hadn’t felt before now, and it stunned her to feel it sweep through her.

She felt desire for him.


“Tarifa!” His voice brought her eyes back to his face from where they had been lingering on his crotch, and she looked at him, her face red with embarrassment.


“Yes.”


“The dispenser! Get me an abeld goda!” He spoke.


Tarifa looked at him, “A what?”


Isra shook his head. “Did your mate teach you nothing of the ancient language? Abeld Goda! Fruit juice!” He snapped.


Anger flared in her eyes as she went to the dispenser and tapped in the code for what he asked for as he had shown her. When it opened she took the glass and returned to him, thrusting it out to him.


“Dekton was a Spartan!” She snapped. “He was a great man and would not have done any of what you have done! He had too much honor for that!”


The pain in Isra’s violet eyes was very real and Tarifa immediately regretted having said what she did. Whatever may have happened to bring her to this spot, if not for the man in front of her now she would have been raped far more times than had ever occurred in her lifetime, or she would be dead.


“Isra… I’m… I’m sorry.” She spoke quickly.


He finished the juice in the glass and set it on the table. “You are right.” He spoke softly. “Forgive me for mentioning him.” Tarifa saw the flash of shame in his eyes and a pang of hurt touched her.

“Isra… I’m sorry.” Tarifa spoke.


“Give me my pants.” He said quickly. “You do not need to see me like this any longer.”


Tarifa picked them up and held them out to him, this time avoiding where her eyes wanted to go, and she rose to her feet as he pulled his pants up. She watched as he pulled his boots over and began returning them to his feet. “Isra… what… what did you mean before?”


He didn’t look up at her, “About what?”


“You said they… they could smell that you hadn’t…” Tarifa couldn’t complete the sentence but Isra stood up and looked at her.


“Tarifa… my people are not far removed from the instinctual nature of our forefathers. We did not follow King Resumar when he pulled us out of that part of our lives and put us on the path to freedom and choice and honor.” Isra spoke. “I have claimed you as my mate, but I have not forced myself on you. They can detect that by just your scent. It is why I can still smell this Dekton in your blood. You have not taken another after him have you?”


Tarifa shook her head. “Not… not a man. No. Nya Istel…”


Isra nodded. “Yes I know of your lover Tarifa. You call her My Light; that is very fitting for one with eyes such as hers.” He looked at her. “My scent is not in your blood Tarifa. My people can detect that. It is why I have made you wear my older uniforms… to protect you in some fashion. It is why I told you to remain in here and not come out. It is why we will need to move quickly when we reach my planet. I will not be able to protect you long. We will have to move…”

“Where do you go when you leave me here at night?” Tarifa asked. “After that first night… you haven’t spent any others here. Why?”

Isra took a deep breath. “I have a friend several doors down this corridor. I have remained in his quarters and returned before the change of shift. He believes as I do, that we need to change our peoples’ ways. I can not stay in here with you.”


“Why?” Tarifa asked.


“It does not matter why. You…”


“It matters to me.” Tarifa spoke. “Why can’t you stay in here Isra? I would think I am much safer with you in this room with me.”


Isra stared at her with those violet eyes and Tarifa felt a shudder of desire at what she saw in them. For her.


“I… I have never been with a woman Tarifa.” He spoke finally. “I can not stay in here with you because your scent drives me mad! It swarms around me all the time. It fills the room!” He exclaimed. “I am strong enough to resist it, I have learned that much, but the part of me that desires you still pulls against my control and it is better to remain away from you.”


“So… so you don’t take me against my will?” Tarifa asked him with a neutral voice.


Isra shook his head. “That is something I will never do! I have told you that!” He spat. “I stay away because… because I don’t want… I don’t want to feel what I’m beginning to feel for you. And it grows stronger every hour.”


Tarifa didn’t know what she expected to hear, but she was sure it wasn’t that. She could feel this man, his scent filling the air around her. The wildness that he kept controlled. She had felt it in Martin and Dekton both. That was part of what she found so attractive in them, how they harnessed that wildness. He had never been with a woman, and yet his very society demanded he force himself on women, something he would not do. She stared at his face, examining the lines of his lips and chin, the depth of those violet eyes. Tarifa took a deep breath.

“Then take me.” She said.


Isra’s eyes went wide. “What?”


“Take me Isra. Make love to me. Right here. Right now.”


“Are you malda woman? I told you I would not do that!” Isra snapped. “Are all elf females as malda as you?” He saw her confusion. “Crazy! Are you all crazy?”


“You said it was the best way to protect me.” Tarifa spoke trying to keep the desire she felt out of her voice.


Isra nodded. “It protects you, yes Tarifa, but it is not foolproof!” He spoke. “I’ve told you how cruel my people are. If another male wants you, he will challenge me. I can’t beat them all. I’m a large wolf, but I am not the King.”


Tarifa suddenly wanted to feel just how large he was too.


“I don’t want to be raped Isra.” Tarifa spoke.


“I will not take what is not offered to me regardless of the circumstances!” He growled. “I will protect you until my dying breath, you need not worry about that, but I will not do this as a means of protecting you. It is wrong.”


“What if it is what I want?” Tarifa asked.

Isra shook his head. “You are malda.” He spoke. “You no more want to be with me than you want to be with Rommna. If you did… it would be leaking through your aura. It is not.”


“You forget Isra… my former mate was a Spartan. He did teach me many things. One of them was how to shield my aura.” Tarifa spoke. “So I would not distract him.” And then Tarifa lowered her shields. 


The reaction on Isra’s face was immediate and predictable. His violet eyes went wide and he took several steps back. The desire from her was very real, very strong and directed at him. He shook his head. 


“Don’t.” He spoke quickly. “You should not… you should not desire me like this?”


Tarifa stepped closer to him. “You have been nothing but kind and protective to me Isra.” Tarifa spoke. “Were we in any other situation, you would have sensed that I do consider you very handsome and desirable.” She said softly, feeling the burning of her wolf blood in her now. Tarifa projected her aura at him as Dekton had taught her and she saw him shake his head again.


“Don’t do that!” He hissed.


“If you want me so Isra then take me.” Tarifa spoke softly, reaching out to touch his rough face.

“Not this way!” He said.


“I’m offering myself to you Isra.” She said softly, her own need now beginning to become a fire. “I know you can feel it. I’m not being forced Isra. I want you just as badly as you want me.”


“Tarifa you…”


She leaned her body against his and covered his lips were her own. Isra’s eyes went wide and his body stiffened, but he felt her need now, her desire for him. And Tarifa did desire him now of that she was quite sure.


She groaned against his lips, as his arms crushed her to him, her hands going to his face to guide his inexperienced tongue and lips. She kissed him deeply, darting her tongue back and forth across his teeth, teasing and tasting. And then he lowered his shields and she felt his aura embrace her, and ignite her body with flame that she hadn’t felt ever before. It was wild and untamed, everything Dekton’s aura hadn’t been, and it swept through her like a raging firestorm, her nipples becoming instantly erect, and aroused wetness pouring from her like a faucet.

She felt him lift her easily in his arms, carrying her back to the bed and lowering her to it without delay. He struggled to get his pants off while Tarifa used shaking hands to practically rip his uniform top from her own body. When his eyes turned back and he saw her exposed for him, his violet eyes grew wide and lustful. Tarifa nearly cried out in orgasm when his warm lips engulfed her painfully hard nipple and he suckled hard. She felt him between her thighs, her eyes opening wide in fear at his size. Lynwe had been the largest cock she had ever had inside her, and Isra outstripped her by a very wide margin. He was so long and thick and so incredibly hot. Tarifa’s body called to him, her aura pulsing madly now, and she felt his returning the sensations ten fold. His arms slid under her shoulders and she gasped when he pressed into her urgently, spreading her tightness.

Tarifa grabbed his handsome face in her hands, her body yearning for more of what he offered her. Wanting more, needing more, but wanting him to be gentle with her.


“So… you are… so big.” She gasped, looking at his hungry violet eyes. “Please… Isra… slowly.”


Tarifa saw the light of understanding in him and he covered her lips with his own, plunging his tongue into her mouth like an eager child with a new toy as his cock began to slide into her with deliciously exquisite slowness. 


Tarifa’s sapphire eyes were wide in wonderment, her arms going around his broad shoulders as he stretched her in a way unlike anything she had ever felt. She could feel him wanting to plunge completely in, take her with dominance and power, yet he controlled his animal lust and continued on his path. His body shuddered under her clutching fingers as her warmth encased him in her velvet like center. Tarifa was lost now, covering his face and shoulders with delicate kisses and nibbles from her fully extended fangs, and her head smashed back on the pillow when he bottomed out inside her depths, the scream of release escaping her lips as her orgasm rushed through her like a rolling field of molten lava.


Isra began to move, gently at first then more fiercely, urgently as his need to possess her became overpowering. Tarifa could only smile in bliss as she was there with him, her hands clutching his powerful back, urging him on. When her hands grabbed his powerful ass, Isra’s head came up from between her neck and shoulder and he howled in release, Tarifa joining him a second later in her own orgasm when she felt the first eruption of his essence deep in her belly. She shuddered in continual, stomach clenching orgasms as his juices filled her, her eyes clamped shut, clutching him tighter than she had held anyone before in her life, her long legs locked at the ankles around the small of his back. As each blast of his juices into her triggered another staggering orgasm within her, Tarifa felt the tears begin to roll from her eyes. They were tears of joy and relief and happiness, her lips opened and split in a soft fulfilled smile.


Tarifa felt his head drop back to her neck, his arms pulling her closer to him, his breathing coming in deep gasps, her breasts crushed against his powerful chest. She suddenly felt safe and loved and secure and it made her nuzzle his neck. She gasped when he lifted his face enough to nuzzle her sensitive elf ears, softly nibbling on them, and tracing his tongue along the edge. Somehow he knew their ears were erogenous zones, and it sent tiny shivers of delight through her.

“Forgive… forgive me.” He whispered out of breath into her ear. 


Tarifa smiled at his words. Impaled as she was on his enormous cock, there was nothing to forgive as far as she was concerned. “Isra… that was unbelievable.” She whispered into his ear. “There is nothing to forgive.”


He lifted his face to look at her. “It… it was my… my first time. I… I was not prepared for your…” He spoke softly the exertion in his voice evident. “I will do better.”


Tarifa smiled dreamily and took his sweaty face in her hands kissing him softly, the force of his aura lessened somewhat, but still coursing through her with intensity she hadn’t felt even from Dekton. “There’s… it gets better?” She asked.


Isra grinned like a teenager. “Much better!” He spoke happily, brushing his lips across her ears, “If you will allow me to show you.”


Tarifa felt desire flitter through her at his words and she bit her bottom lip gently. “I think… I think you should show me.” She said.


Isra grinned and covered her lips again for a breath stealing kiss. 


He showed her alright. 


He would show her for the next six hours what better was.

EARTH

SPARTA

Dysea looked at Helen’s peaceful face through the glass of the medical room. Aihola had ordered her moved to a single floor of the hospital in Sparta and now that entire floor was filled with armed and angry looking Spartan Centurions. The grounds of the hospital were patrolled by no less than a full Mora at all times and Walter and Panos had locked down the city so tightly that even a dog could not get through the security grid.


They had made it to Earth three days before planned, the captain of the NOVA-Class Attack Cruiser that was their flagship and their twelve ship escort, pushing his ships and crews faster and harder than he had ever pushed them before. They had burned out their LSDs right after exiting the newly built Jump Gate in Earth’s sector, and were currently having those cores replaced in orbit above.

Dysea turned and looked at the senior doctor from the hospital walk up with Aihola and Isabella, Walter and his father right behind them.


Dysea had not cried in a very long time, but speaking about what had happened to Martin and Aricia had made her lose every ounce of self control she had. Isabella had found her in the lounge afterwards, no longer crying but trying to come to grips with what was going on around them. 
She remembered that conversation now as Isabella walked directly up to her and took her hand within hers, ignoring the surprised looks of Walter and Panos. It appeared the steely Vampire Ice Princess was no longer shy about showing others what she considered to be hers.

“Why are they doing this Bella?” She asked. “Who is doing this?”


“There are many who do not want to see any in the line of Resumar return to power Dysea.” Isabella spoke. “Not all of them are vampires. That Martin is the son of Leonidas, the grandson that so many thought dead… they fear what he will do. What he can do.”


Dysea turned to look into those hazel/green eyes. “He is only one man Bella.”

Isabella shook her head. “He is a symbol ussta she-elf, a symbol that can galvanize a Union that has grown weak and complacent in many respects.”


“But… what we saw on Apo Prime.” Dysea spoke. “It… it was wondrous.”


Isabella nodded. “Yes it was.” She replied. “However, that does not mean there is not something sinister that leaks beneath the surface. I have seen some flashes of it, the corruption, and the infighting among politicians. Any free society, as the Union is, any free society will have it. Deia has kept the Lycavorian Union free of it for the most part, she is a powerful, willful woman and not many will test her patience. Now that Martin… now that the king has returned, and knowing that he is the line of Resumar, there are those who don’t want him back. They know whatever corruption that boils underneath he will extinguish instantly. That is in his blood. He will not tolerate it, and any who go against him will be destroyed.”

“I thought there were just the Union and the Coven?” Dysea spoke.


Isabella shook her head. “They are the largest and most powerful; the most influential. But they are not the only organizations out there in the universe.” Isabella spoke. “There are dozens of smaller groups of planets, empires if you will, some friendly some not. It is those empires we must bring into the fold if we are ever to defeat my father. I have thought about this a great deal since realizing my role in all this.” Isabella lifted her arm and rubbed the Shi Viska bridle that she wore. “We are destined to be together, the five of us, with Martin at the center. Anja is his healer, you and I, we are his… his ambassadors so to speak, able to negotiate and fight if need be. Aricia…”


“Aricia was his soul.” Dysea said softly.


Isabella looked at her and nodded slowly. “He loves us ussta she-elf. He loves us all even… even me. But Aricia was his power. I do not know what will happen now, but I do know we must remain strong for him. He will need us in the future. All of us.”


Dysea smiled and reached up to touch her flawless porcelain like face. “Bella… you keep referring to me as your she-elf.” She spoke. 


Isabella nodded and without a second thought stepped close and pulled Dysea into a blistering kiss that stole her breath away. Her hands went around her back, clasping Dysea’s firm, powerful ass and holding her as she took what her body so wanted. It was over quickly, but it left Dysea burning with delight and need.

“I have come to realize something else as well. You will be mine Dysea, regardless of how events work out; I will have you in my bed she-elf. You will be mine in every way your mind can imagine, in every way Martin does not possess you, I will.” Isabella spoke.
Dysea looked at her dreamily, their bodies still pressed tightly against one another. “Oh… I will so look forward to that day Bella.” She said. “I am going to make you scream you know.”

Isabella smiled at her and ran a finger over her lips. “I expect you will.” She said.


“Tell me everything, and do not hold back.” Dysea spoke looking at the doctor.


“The explosion shattered every bone on the right side of her body.” The doctor spoke. “I understand the bomb was planted under her communications console in the cave so she must have been walking by it going to the fireplace. A large piece of the console penetrated just under her armpit and punched through her lungs and nicked her heart. Another embedded it self into the right rear portion of her skull. I don’t know how, but she was able to shift at least once, enough to stem the bleeding anyway.”

“Who found her?” Dysea asked.


“Thr’won.” He replied. “She was going to say goodbye because she was departing for Apo Prime to enroll in the University there. She was granted a Mage position, which to my understanding is quite an honor for an elf.”


“Where is Thr’won now?” Dysea asked.


“She’s downstairs in the eatery. She hasn’t left the hospital since the bombing, and refuses to leave her side for more than an hour or so.” The doctor replied. “I have the Oracle in a medical coma for right now, and Thr’won has been reinforcing her psychic shields to keep her Lycavorian system from reacting to the drugs and waking her up. We didn’t think she was going to make it for the first few days, but physically… I believe she’ll make a full recovery.”

“And mentally?” Isabella asked.


The doctor shook his head. “We don’t know. The chunk that embedded in her skull didn’t rupture or shred anything, which is good, but it did lodge far enough into her brain to cause some swelling and bleeding. We treated that quickly enough, but until she is recovered enough physically to wake her up, we won’t know if there is any damage to her brain. Our scans show complete healing, but she is such a strong psychic… only one person is powerful enough to see if there is damage our instruments can’t pick up.”


“Nauta Melme?” Dysea spoke.


The doctor nodded. “He’s the only one who has the necessary strength and connection with her to determine that.”


“And right now he is not even answering our calls to him.” Dysea spoke looking at Isabella.


Walter looked at her. “What?” He asked.


Dysea nodded. “He has withdrawn Holy One.” She said. “Having Little Wolf taken from him in such a vile way, her betrayal, it has changed him. He has sent Melyanna to her home world to learn her healing arts, and we have come here. Aside from two very brief transmissions from him, one saying they had rescued For’mya, the other giving Deia some instructions, we have had no contact with him. He refuses even our strongest probes,” Dysea spoke. “And only Little Wolf would have been able to crack his shields, she had grown nearly as powerful as him over the last few weeks, we could all sense it.”

“Dysea… you don’t actually believe that Aricia did what she did willingly do you?” Walter asked.


Dysea took a deep breath. “I don’t know what to believe anymore.” She said softly. “All I know right now is that Helen lingers near death, the man we all love feels betrayed by almost everyone around him, and he is quite possibly doing what he is doing in an attempt to kill himself to escape the pain. I know there is an assassin in this city, and Tarifa has been taken. I am growing angry with being manipulated and controlled, and soon I will no longer stand for it and I will begin hitting back! And when I hit back, like Nauta Melme it will be neither subtle nor pleasant!”


Dysea finished her rant with a long exhaled breath and felt Isabella squeeze her hand and look at her with a huge smile. 


“Now… I want a meeting with the senior Lycavorian Commander, Dilios and Selene. Aihola you will be there as well. Senior Polemarch Dymas…” Walter’s eyes looked at her with a gleam. For Dysea to call him by his Spartan name it meant she was truly beginning to get angry. “This city will stay locked down until I or Bella says otherwise. I don’t care who it inconveniences or how much they scream. I want to know about these Lycavorians that took Tarifa, for I have a feeling they are tied someway with this brute Chetak. Has her cave been sealed?”


Walter nodded, “No one but technicians from the ships above. They have been combing the entire cavern.”


“Aihola will you gather everyone in the Senate Hall?” Dysea spoke. “All the senators please.”


Aihola nodded quickly, “Dysea… what about Tarifa? I can not lose her.” 


Dysea looked at her with those emerald green eyes. “Aihola… we will find Tarifa. And I promise you… if she has been harmed in any way whatsoever, I will personally drag this person to you and watch as you deal out Drow justice.”


Aihola’s amber eyes were hard points of light and she nodded. “That is what I wanted to hear you say.” She spoke. “I will gather the others.”

LYCAVORIAN PEOPLE’S REPUBLIC CRUISER

Tarifa lay on the bed staring out at the stars beyond the viewport, her body still singing in the afterglow of what she had experienced in the last six hours. Her naked flesh was pressed back against his, his arm curled around her with his hand cupping her full breast as he held her tightly to his warm body. His enormous cock was now sated and soft, nestled between her firm ass cheeks and feeling like it belonged there. 

He had taken her in every way Tarifa had thought possible, her body singing out every time he touched or kissed her in any way. And it seemed like his hands and lips never ceased moving. She had lost count of the times he had taken her up to and over the edge of pleasure or the number of time he had filled her with his juices, but as far as Tarifa was concerned it hadn’t been nearly enough. He had only stopped at her behest so that she could calm her racing heart as it had never been so out of control before. Aihola had done this to her when she fed on her blood in the midst of passion, but never without that. And it shamed her to think that the last six hours with Isra had been beyond anything she had experienced with Dekton or even Martin for that matter. And that had surprised her.


Isra nuzzled the back of her neck and her sensitive elf ears, causing her to push back against him in sensual bliss.


“Isra… Isra…” She started to speak.


His face appeared next to hers, tucked in close to her ear, her raven hair spilling over her naked shoulder. “Do not speak it Tarifa.” He said softly.


She turned her face slightly. “Are you probing my thoughts?” She asked.


Isra shook his head. “No… though now we should establish a Mindvoice connection just for us in case it is needed.”


“That does sound prudent.” Tarifa replied and smiled happily as he kissed her shoulder.


“You are thinking that you are ashamed because of what you have shared with me.” Isra spoke. “That you have in some way betrayed the memory of your mate and the trust of your Nya Istel?”

Tarifa turned in his arms and looked into his violet eyes. “How could you possibly know that?”


Isra smiled gently. “You may be the first woman I have shared a bed with Tarifa, but I have been raised by my mother and sisters. I know enough to read your body language and expression.”

Tarifa smiled and brushed some of his blond hair from his eyes. “Are you sure you’re not just acting the part of a good Lycavorian soldier to get information from me.”


“What information would that be?” He asked.


“Information on Martin… on Earth and what we are going to build there. Stuff like that.” She told him. “Rommna did offer us a ridiculous amount of Riyal for what you call Talracian Ore.”


Isra nodded. “Talracian Ore is a substance our scientists have discovered that will provide our ships with a specialized armor; very tough and very durable. It appears your planet is an excellent source for it, and one of the largest to be found in six hundred years.”


Tarifa smiled and snuggled closer to him. “Well… if they would have sent you to discuss it with me, after six hours of what you just got done making me feel, I might have given it to you for free.”

Isra laughed softly and looked into her eyes. “Tarifa… do you love your Nya Istel?”


“Yes.” She answered without a moment’s hesitation. “More than what I can put into words.”


“And did you love your mate… this Dekton?”


Tarifa nodded. “Yes.” She answered immediately.


“You are part wolf now Tarifa.” He told her. “You will have many of our females’ strengths, and some they do not because of your elf half. You will have few of their weaknesses from what I’ve already seen, but that is what I and others have been trying to change about my planet. And though we have had little success with the brutality my father rules with, we are trying.”


“Isra…”


“Let me finish woman!” He demanded playfully, seeing her face scrunch up. “You are my mate now Tarifa… and in the way that King Resumar taught our people, I will protect you and help you to escape my world. I promise you that. The choice you will have to make is this. You are part wolf now… and it is in your blood to have a wolf mate. It is not something that will go away. You can fight it and ignore it… but it will always be there. I will let you go Tarifa… because I know your heart belongs elsewhere. I am not afraid of that moment, because forcing you to remain with me would be no better than what my father has done these last centuries. I will not be like him in any way. Your wolf blood will always call for a wolf mate, whether it be me; or someone of yours and your Nya Istel’s choosing is for you to decide.”

“Isra… how is it you have survived so long among your people when you think like this?” Tarifa asked. “It just seems very odd.”


Isra nodded. “I have survived because I have witnessed acts of brutality and done nothing. I have survived because I have kept my muth shut and done nothing. It is not something I am not proud of… but it is the truth.”


“So why now? Why do this now? Help me?” Tarifa asked.


“Because from the first moment I saw your eyes I knew I had to have you.” He answered, “No matter what I had to do.”


Tarifa smiled. “And now that you’ve had me for six hours? Now what?” She asked him.


Isra smiled and pulled her closer. “I was hoping for another six hours, or perhaps more.”


Tarifa chuckled and pushed her hips against his. “Isra…” She spoke after a moment. “Will you… will you allow me to think about all of this?”

“I have no desire to anger your Drow lover Tarifa. We will have enough trouble with my father and brother and the dragons to contend with.” Isra said in reply.


“Dragons… wait real dragons? On your planet?” Tarifa gasped not believing. “You’re joking right?”


Isra shook his head with a smile. “Welcome to the universe Tarifa, she-elf wolf from Earth.”


Their heads turned when the door chimed softly. Isra’s face became an unreadable mask once more as he quickly climbed from the small bed. Tarifa found her eyes wandering over his body with a great deal of hunger, especially what he had done with his… she smiled to herself at that and looked up as he pulled his pants on and went to the door.


He blocked her from view with his body as the door opened, and Tarifa could see the large figure in the corridor as they spoke in hushed whispers. She pulled the sheet tighter around her naked body as he nodded and let the figure into the room. He closed the door and turned to her quickly.


“Isra…?” She spoke.


“This is the friend I have told you about. The one I have been staying with. His name is Boreal.” He told her. “He has just received word from friends that my brother intends to meet me at the spaceport and challenge me for you.”

Tarifa sat up holding the sheet over her nakedness and seeing the other man turn his back to them. “So what are we doing?” She asked.


“Tarifa… I am large in wolf form, but my brother is larger.” He said seeing her eyes grow a little wider and glance down. He chuckled. “No…” He said softly. “That is unique to me. However he has five thousand years of combat experience behind him and is not above trickery and deception. I will not lose you to him. We are thirty minutes from my planet. We are leaving now.”


“Leaving!” Tarifa gasped.


Isra nodded. “There is a short range transport bringing docking codes and other information out to us. It is flown by one of those who feel as Boreal and I do. We will leave with that transport.”


Tarifa looked at him, fear beginning to creep into her eyes. He took her face in his hands upon seeing this and kissed her hard and long. When they parted her face was flush. 


“I will not allow harm to come to you Tarifa. You are my mate now, in more than just name.” He spoke. “Boreal will not turn around until you are fully dressed. He has brought more efficient clothes that will fit you better, and boots. Dress quickly.”


Tarifa tossed back the sheet and climbed to her feet.

UKWAV

HIGH COVEN OBSERVATION POST
Background Music: Era; Ameno

At first glance one would wonder why the Union had fought for this desolate planet three times, each time suffering hundreds of thousands of casualties. It was exactly as it had been described to Martin, desert rock and sand, mountains of razor sharp rock, brutally hot during the day and bitterly cold at night and pretty much nothing else. 

There were four major garrisons on Ukwav, all of them fully stocked and manned, with a hundred thousand troops per garrison, to include kilometers of underground tunnels and heavily fortified bunkers and positions that were impervious to planetary bombardment. All of the tunnels were interconnected in some fashion, and even with almost eight divisions of troops and air support during the last attack some three hundred years ago, the Union had been unable to crack into any of the tunnels or positions.


The OP commander was a bored Vampire Coven Lieutenant. Their post consisted of eight troops plus himself; with a bunk room, heavy weapons platform and several hundred plasma grenades and mines. The tunnel leading back to the interconnecting system sat behind six meters of the metal and rock. He lowered the macrobinoculars from his strained eyes and shook his head. The observation slits were twelve inches wide and wrapped around the entire concrete and steel structure, covering a 360 degree range of the darkness around them. 

“Still nothing.” He spoke exasperated. “They’ve been in orbit for three days already and have not attacked. No troops have come to the surface… and no preparatory bombardment, nothing. This new King is a fool; I don’t care if he is the grandson of that animal Resumar.”


The two troopers in the actual OP building with him chuckled. They sat at their consoles, studying the sensors showing the Lycavorian fleet in orbit above them.


“None of the other OPs report anything either?” He asked turning his head.


“No sir, same as us. Nothing but what there always is out there on this stinking planet. Lots of sand and rock.”


“They’ve tried to take this rock three times and each time we’ve killed them by the thousands!” The Lieutenant spoke. “He shows up with one Fleet Group and a few thousand troops and expects us to shake in our boots. I wish we had planetary cannons. Then we could show these Lycavorian dogs who has the better troopers.” He spoke moving back to the chair he had been occupying.


“Think they have any nice looking females we can play with before we feed on them?” One of the troopers spoke.


The lieutenant looked at his chair and decided against sitting down. “I’m going below.” He spoke. “There is no reason for me to be here.”


The two troopers nodded their heads and watched him as he began to enter the code to open the thick tunnel door. They did not see the blur outside the OP structure, and it moved too fast for the ground sensors to track as it barely touched the ground. Nor did they notice the shimmering white hair that was mixed in with the blur.

Vengal lay across the ridge some twenty thousand meters from the OP and smiled as his keen eyes, adjusted for the night, lowered his own set of binoculars. His face was blackened to the color of the night, wearing the black Spartan armor without the cape. The P190 dangled from quick release straps on his combat harness. The matte black helmet hid most of his features except for his glittering eyes. He turned to look at the dozen Drow and Wood Elf scouts that crouched behind him, alert to the sounds all around them.


“Acolo… send the transmission.” Vengal spoke. “Package has been delivered. It’s time to start this dance, as the King would say.”


The Drow elf’s amber eyes gleamed in the night and he smiled. “It’s about time.” 
He pointed the small transmitter at the stars and pressed the button on the tiny control panel. 

LEONIDAS I


Komirri came to his feet the moment the transmission was confirmed. “Fleet wide now!” He exclaimed.


“Channel is open Captain!”


“To all ships this is the LEONIDAS I. The door to hell has been open! The door to hell has been open! Commence attack! Commence attack!”


Komirri whirled around. “Weapons officer! All batteries! All missile tubes! Everything we have! Mark that position and fire!”


It wasn’t a sight that others had not seen before serving in the fleet. One hundred and sixty seven ships all opened up at the same time. Hundreds of missiles and plasma batteries, proton torpedoes and whatever else they could throw at the Coven forces lit up the stars in brilliance.


There was a difference in this attack however. 


Every weapon, every missile, every plasma battery, every torpedo, all of it was aimed at one location on the surface. A location that had just been targeted with a remote sensor dropped on top of the Coven Observation post where the Coven lieutenant had begun opening the tunnel hatch.


Dropped there by a Drow elf warrior who was himself half vampire.

Vengal and his scout team could only hunker down and clench their teeth as the ground all around them trembled with the preparatory bombardment the Coven vampire lieutenant had inquired about. None of them dared look up for fear of what they would see. Vengal looked at his men through clenched teeth and squinting eyes, seeing his Drow warriors laughing. He lifted his head slightly.


“What the hell are you laughing at?” He screamed at the top of his lungs.

The Drow looked at him that smile still on his face. “The door to hell is open! And we’re about to step through it! How smart does that make us General?” He screamed back.

Vengal couldn’t help but allow himself to be drawn up into the battlefield humor of the moment. He had come to adore his Drow scouts, not only were they the most lethal elves he had ever seen, they had a dry, witty humor that was second to none.


“Would you rather be them?” Vengal shouted.


[Mindvoice Shielded] For’mya?
 
[Mindvoice Shielded] Martin Leonidas?



For’mya looked out the cockpit of her STRIKER at the forty-two other STRIKER ATs that flanked her command ship on either side. To say the last nearly three weeks had been an adventure she would not soon forget was an understatement For’mya would never make. True to his word, she had shared his quarters, but he had never even entered the bedchambers after that night they had talked. He was always there for her however, strengthening their Mindvoice connection, even beginning to train her in hand-to-hand combat. For’mya could feel it however, whether it was because she a woman, or due to the fact that she was very much, and against her better judgment, developing very strong feelings for him, Martin Leonidas was losing whatever battle he was raging inside of himself. She first saw the crack in his armor when they had utterly destroyed the second Coven garrison on Naglor Five. There had been no celebration of victory for him, his yellow/gold wolf eyes void of any emotion, dead to everything around him, he had simply returned to his quarters to begin planning the attack here.

He always answered her questions, never once denying her answers, about anything. When she had contacted her father and told him or her decision he asked if she was returning to Apo Prime. He was surprised when she had said no, though she thought she detected a flicker of understanding in his eyes. Arzoal had not touched her since Laxnis II; For’mya doubted she would be able too now. Martin had helped her to create shields almost as powerful as Anja and Dysea, and she worked hard to maintain them, swearing to never allow herself to be caught unaware. Arzoal’s last words to her kept returning. Help him to heal. For’mya was failing in that task, simply because Martin did not want to be healed. He almost never ate anymore, and all he did was train for hours, returning only when he could no longer lift his Nehtes. 


For’mya had come out of the bedchambers at one point and watched him as he slept. Even in sleep he was tormented, the pain on his face etched deeply, his hand always wrapped around the red pendant he wore. For’mya had simply shaken her head in awe. To have so loved a woman as he had loved this Aricia, For’mya thought. She would never have that now, bound to him as she was as his concubine. Part of her wanted to embrace him and hold him, have him take her and make her scream out his name, yet part of her wanted to hold him and just tell him everything would be alright. That he would go on.

For’mya knew that was not the case.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Are you ready For’mya?

[Mindvoice Shielded] We are ready Martin Leonidas. She answered.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Stand by.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Do not die Martin Leonidas.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Do not die For’mya.

It was a something they had started at the first garrison, and had continued to this day, whenever they separated.


[Mindvoice Shielded] For’mya! Go!

For’mya’s head came up and she became the flight leader once more. “STRIKER Flight! We have a go, weapons are released! Ripple fire all missiles! Now!”


The air around the forty-two STRIKERs became nothing more than a huge cloud of smoke as they launched with one mind. All their missiles target on one location.


Martin turned his head and looked at the eight thousand Spartans behind him waiting. Forty kilometers away another ten thousand stood ready with General Vistr five thousand meters behind General Vengal’s scouts. They saw the missiles from For’mya’s STRIKER Flight zoom over their heads, Martin’s yellow/gold eyes looking up to see them streak by in the night sky.

Andreus was the only one who stood close enough to his King to hear the words he spoke, and those words made him close his eyes.


“I will always love you Aricia.”


Martin brought his eyes down and looked at the Spartans behind him. He lifted his Nehtes into the air.


“Spartans! Through the door!”


The roar from the eight thousand of them could only be described as deafening, and they surged forward, following their King.

