CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
CITY SHIP 41

TEN HOURS TWENTY-TWO MINUTES FROM EARTH

“NO!”

Martin stepped into the corridor of the City ship as the door slid shut behind him, leaving Riall and his mother alone, the echo of Riall’s wail careening through Martin’s soul. He had truly only gotten to really know his mother’s mate in the last year, and was always amazed at the devotion he showed for her without question, even after nearly twenty-five hundred years together. Martin could feel the same feelings in his mother and he could feel her pain now as the man she loved just as intensely wept in her arms. He felt no anger from his mother at Riall for what had happened, only a powerful joy at being in his presence again. Riall was on his knees in front of her openly weeping and clutching her to him, his face buried in her abdomen, even while Gorgo tried to pull him closer to her than he already was and shaking her head. Her arms were wrapped around his head and she could barely see through her own tears as she lowered her face to his dark hair and Martin knew then it was time to leave them alone.


He turned part way, his own heart heavy for what the High Coven had done to his family through the years, as For’mya and Anja came up to him in the corridor holding hands. The smiles on their faces slowly went away when they saw the serious expression on his face.

“She has told him Martin Leonidas?” For’mya asked softly.


Martin nodded slowly looking at them. “He didn’t take it well.”

“Martin… it isn’t his fault.” Anja spoke as they moved closer. “The Coven can…”

Anja gasped in surprise as suddenly Martin swept both her and For’mya into his embrace and crushed them to his body. They both panted in delight when he hit them with a large dose of his aura and bent his head between theirs to firmly nuzzle For’mya’s elven ears and Anja’s neck. They heard him inhaling deeply, more deeply than either of them could remember him acting before and they knew what he was doing. Their eyes closed in bliss as they reveled in the sensations flowing through them and they knew then the horror of what Riall and Gorgo had experienced would never touch their lives in the same way. Anja and For’mya grasped him tightly; both of them filling their lungs with his soft mint scent until it touched every portion of their minds. 
Martin loosened his grip on them after a long moment and pulled his head back slowly but didn’t release them. “They are strong and they are meant to be together. They’ll get through this as they have everything else in their lives.” He spoke softly. He looked at them fully and smiled. “Where are Bella and Dysea?”


Anja smiled warmly still feeling his aura pulsing through her. “They are with Lisisa and Jeth. Isabella hasn’t left her side since she came on board and met her.” She told him. “We need… we need to show you something.”


Martin looked at her and shook his head. “No more problems until we get to Earth. I’m tired of dealing with problems.”

For’mya grinned as she too could still feel his aura flowing all around her. It would take her some time to get used to him being able to do this to her. He had always been able to incite deep desire within her just by nuzzling her elven ears, but now that she was wolf as well and she could feel the aura he radiated it was almost overwhelming.

For’mya took hold of one of his arms tightly while Anja grasped the other and they began leading him down the corridor. “This is not a problem. It is information. This ship is wondrous Martin!” She spoke.


“Is this going to hurt?” He asked them with a grin as he leaned over and nuzzled both For’mya’s elven ear and Anja’s neck again.


For’mya shivered just as much as Anja did as the rush of love and desire coursed through them and she shook her head as she squeezed his arm tighter. “No… it will not hurt.” She spoke with a gasp.


They led him into the smaller room on the same deck after walking for a hundred meters and he looked around at what appeared to be some sort of advanced library of sorts. He could see computer data cores lining the walls as well as some of the information pads that he had seen Endith and Komirri using recently while on this ship. Martin moved to the odd oval shaped chair and settled onto it. “Ok… what you got?” He asked even as his head turned when he caught the familiar scent. “Helen?”

“I am right here.” Helen’s voice carried as she appeared from between the two floors to ceiling racks. She looked at him as she carried three of the information pads in her hands and smiled at his astonished expression. She could see his face as he tried to find her within Mindvoice, and then he realized he could no longer sense his two mates and he looked at them. “These library rooms dampen our Mindvoice abilities so that they are almost undetectable.” Helen spoke quickly. “It has something to do with the small globes in the corners of the ceiling. They act as dampeners… but they are more powerful than anything we are able to build right now. It is amazing.”


Anja looked at him as she waved her hand in the air. “This is a data library.” She spoke. “Avi told me about it. Marty… you aren’t going to believe what we have found in just a few minutes of research. And Helen has been in here for hours.”

“Hey… if it tells me how to get rid of the High Coven once and for all I’m all ears.” Martin answered relaxing once more. “Otherwise… I might become distracted.” He said waggling his eyebrows at For’mya and Anja.


Helen slapped him in his shoulder. “Stop that and listen to me.” She snapped.


Anja leaned up against For’mya and smiled at the look on Martin’s face. “Pervert.” She said lovingly.

“Only for my ladies.” Martin spoke with a grin. He turned and saw Helen glaring at him and he held up his hands in surrender as his mood began to lighten even more. “Ok! Ok! Hit me with it.”


“The avatar of this ship pointed me to the correct entries.” Helen began. “Each of these ships was a self contained entity. These Pralors were chosen from the most powerful of their people and if they made it onto these ships it was considered an honor. Each Pralor had a unique personality as well.”


“Ok.” Martin said. “So?”


“Martin they know we exist.” Helen spoke. “And the avatar says there are more. Our species is listed in these data banks… as well as the High Coven… the Immortals… the Hadarians… all of them. They are a benevolent species and their only goal is to insure life does not die. That’s what these ships are for. They were on their way to a system that was destroyed by its sun going supernova. The five ships that crashed… the survivors are who gave us our Mindvoice abilities. Your grandfather was a direct descendant of the Chief Pralor for this ship… that is why his Mindvoice abilities were so much more advanced than the rest of us. Canth was a direct descendant of their Chief Religious Pralor… hence why he is considered the First Oracle of our people.”


“Ok… so let’s ask Avi to contact them.” Martin spoke. “Get them on our side. I like these ships. They grow on you after a while and they’re faster than anything we got hands down.”


Anja shook her head quickly at his statement. “They are a thousand years away even at the fastest possible speed our ships could generate Martin. That’s Endith and Komirri’s best guess. And Avi doesn’t know the way back.”


Martin looked at her. “What do you mean he doesn’t know the way back? He’s a machine. How could he not know the way back?”


“He wasn’t programmed with that information.” She spoke.


“Why would you send someone on a mission and not tell them the way back? Especially a robot that is supposed to be able to run this ship by himself.” Martin asked turning back to Helen. He shook his head finally. “This is all very interesting stuff… really… but what does it have to do with anything now.”

“One of these ships crashed on Nuwaroa Martin.” Helen spoke softly. “Nuwaroa is the birthplace of the High Coven… not Usu Ozeib 7 as we have always thought… at least if what I have been reading is accurate. This woman who has taken over for Veldruk as the High Coven leader. She is the descendant of the Chief Pralor for that ship… not Veldruk.”


Martin looked at her now as his interest piqued. “Now you got my attention fully. How do you know that?”


Helen gave him the odd looking data pad. “Avi was able to access that ship’s data core before we left Lycavore’s system. It was at the very edge and limit of his connection range.” She spoke. “He was not able to download a whole lot of information because of the damage to its core but one thing he did discover was this.” She tapped the pad that Martin held. “It is a journal entry made sixteen thousand four hundred and ninety years ago by a vampire named Haleos. He was the leader of the vampire Coven that found the Mindvoice ship on Nuwaroa. In this journal he speaks of a daughter. A daughter that he named Aikiro. A daughter that had been studying the remains of the ship on Nuwaroa for five hundred years.”


“Whoa!” Martin spoke as he looked at the small screen and began to read.


“Yes indeed.” Helen spoke. “She would now be as old as your grandfather would be if he still lived, or within a few years at the very least.”


“Wait… if she is the descendant of this Chief Pralor for that ship… how did Veldruk’s skinny ass become so powerful?” Martin asked looking up.


“I can only surmise that somehow she transferred a small portion of her power to him.” Helen spoke. “If this is the Aikiro who has now assumed leadership of the High Coven… she would be infinitely more powerful than Veldruk ever was.”


“That really doesn’t give me warm fuzzy feelings Helen.” Martin said.


Helen smiled as she looked at him. “Nor should it.” She spoke. “However I will now tell you something that I have kept from you for quite a few months. And it is something I believe Veldruk knew in some manner based on what has happened these last months.”


“I’m listening.” Martin spoke.


“Canth did not want to tell you this when you spent those three days with his spirit form on Ukwav learning from him. He could feel it within you even then.” Helen spoke softly. 

“He could feel what?” Martin asked.

“The power to destroy Veldruk.” Helen answered. “Your Mindvoice abilities and that of Aricia are untapped still Martin. There is so much more the two of you can learn. And by virtue of that, your other Queens as well. You have seen a glimpse of it with Dysea and her ability to see things that others can not in her visions. And with Anja in the strength of her healing ability when combined with the fact she can pull from life all around her.” 
“Me?” Anja gasped.

Helen smiled and looked at her. “Did you think that having Martin’s blood flowing in your veins would not affect you Anja? It will affect For’mya as well though it will take time for it to manifest itself within her for she is newly turned. It has already affected Androcles. Eight months old Martin and he is fully aware of all around him and his bond with Elynth surpasses that of many of Mjolnir’s Hand. You and Aricia must have sensed this?”

Martin nodded. “Yes.”

“Canth feared if he told you of the power within yourself… he feared that you would run off and attempt to destroy the man who ordered the death of your father and grandfather. That power only increased when you bonded with Torma.” Helen spoke softly. “I believe Veldruk could sense that you had surpassed him with your abilities. I believe he knew that the day you struck him with a psychic bolt from hundreds of light years away. You are without question the most powerful Mindvoicer within the Lycavorian Union. Far stronger than I will ever be even as the First Oracle. By virtue of that alone… you queens will be as well. Aricia more so due to the pureness of her blood… but as I said… we have already seen it with Dysea and Anja. It augments their natural abilities to incredible levels.”

“We knew this already.” Martin spoke. “Why is that so important now?” 

“This Aikiro woman Martin… she is a different story. If this is the same woman who this vampire Haleos speaks of then she has had sixteen centuries to refine and hone her power. And if she has now assumed power within the High Coven…”

Martin nodded as realization hit him and he got to his feet slowly deep in thought. “They just became infinitely more dangerous.”

“Yes… but to what extent they pose a threat to the Union is not something we can define now Martin Leonidas.” For’mya spoke evenly as she looked at him. “The reports we are getting from our drones and agents in The Wilds indicate an impossibly massive invasion force of ships and Kavalian troops pouring across their borders in two locations. Unlike anything we have ever seen in all our years at war with the Coven. Thousands of warships and troop ships alike. They have caught the Coven flat footed and unprepared.”

Helen nodded. “I believe that is because Veldruk has been so worried about Martin he neglected his duties as High Lord and allowed things to balloon out of his control.” She said. “Issuing a Kill Order on his own son for instance. And the High Coven agent who was working with the Kavalians and his plan to eliminate him and Bella. These are not the signs of a man working from rational thought. He was losing control and this Aikiro must have recognized that and acted.”

“Why now though?” Anja asked. “If she is who we think she is… why was she waiting until it was almost too late?”

Helen shook her head. “That I don’t know. Perhaps she allowed Veldruk to rule… perhaps she wanted no part of ruling and only acted when she realized the High Coven was in peril.”

“What can we do?” For’mya asked quickly. “As much as we hate the High Coven… the Kavalians are no better. They are worse in some respects. More violent and vicious.”
Helen looked at Martin. “I will learn all I am able from these records here… but… but for now all we can do is wait and watch.”

“Man I hate to wait and watch.” Martin said meeting her gaze. “With my luck it always seems to come around and bite me in my fat ass.”

“We have no other choice right now.” Helen spoke softly. “We certainly do not want to get caught up in this venture by the Kavalians. I have heard others speaking of them and I have read what little information we have. They are not nice individuals as For’mya has said. And you must be prepared to receive some sort of contact from them in regards to the ships and men Aricia has captured on Earth. Perhaps through an intermediary of some sort. They wanted those dragon eggs for a reason and even as vicious and unforgiving as they are said to be, I don’t see them just throwing away those men and ships because they failed to accomplish that goal, especially if there is a Lycavorian commanding them in some fashion.”

“Why would a Lycavorian help them?” Martin asked her. “They certainly are no friend to the Union. They initiated the hostilities between our people all those years ago.”

Helen shook her head. “I don’t know. I do suggest you gather as many officers as you possibly can who fought them and get as much information as you can. Something tells me these are not the same Kavalians that invaded the Union centuries ago. To have kept their plans and their forces secret for as long as they have implies they are much more organized than we have given them credit for.”

Martin nodded. “That’s what Armetus told me as well.” He said shaking his head. “You know… this King sibfla isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. Makes me want to just take my ladies and go hide in a hole somewhere and make babies.”
Helen smiled gently and reached out to his take his arm. “That is something your innate sense of honor will not allow you to do young Martin Leonidas.” She spoke.

Martin met her eyes. “Don’t remind me.” He said. “I can hope though.”
Helen tilted her head slightly. “Go find Dysea…” She spoke. “You have ten hours before we arrive on Earth. I could feel her blood burning for you the moment she came aboard. Leave Anja and For’mya with me… and we will try and discover as much as we can.”
Martin turned his head to look at Anja and For’mya. Anja grinned at him and held her hands up. “Don’t look at me big boy.” She stated. She dropped her hand to her abdomen and her eyes shone brilliantly. “You already put me in a situation.” For’mya chuckled and placed her hand over Anja’s on her stomach.

“She speaks the truth Martin Leonidas.” For’mya said.

“I didn’t exactly do that alone you know.” Martin spoke sheepishly.

“It’s still your fault!” Anja declared. “I was helpless!”

Martin opened his mouth to reply but Helen shoved him towards the door gently. “Go!” She stated. “She’s right. It’s the man’s fault. It’s always the man’s fault.”

Martin Leonidas was many things… but he was no fool. He was outnumbered three to one and he beat a hasty retreat out of the small room before he got his butt handed to him.


It must have been a small lounge of some sort for the officers of this ship Dysea thought to herself as she stood in front of the large view window as the stars were streaking by. She had discovered it as she explored the upper deck, far from where anyone was. There were small couches of some design and a few tables with similarly designed chairs. She had left Bella with Lisisa and Jeth, enraptured as Isabella was with Lisisa. The exercises Gorgo had showed her on Apo Prime were working enough to dampen the most powerful of her urges and desires for Martin, at least to the point where she could use her considerable will power to control them. Her body still called for him though, in a way more powerful than Dysea had ever felt. She knew a large part of it was because she was now fully wolf and had come into her first phase. The time when she would be most fertile. 


Dysea thought back to their first time together in that underground cavern on Earth with Tarifa. The way his eyes had looked at her… devoured her… and consumed her very soul. Nothing had ever affected her in such a way and Dysea could not imagine life without the man who had so completely stolen her being. That day had opened so many wonderful doors for her to pass through. One of those doors had brought her Bella… and Dysea knew her love for Isabella burned almost as brightly as her love for Martin. The day she had asked him to turn her was the day Dysea’s life began again and it had bound her to him in a way nothing would ever sever.

Dysea felt him enter the room and smiled to herself. She knew he would find her… if not through Mindvoice then with his uniquely powerful sense of smell. She didn’t turn as he moved soundlessly across the room to stand behind her. She could feel his aura trembling behind his Mindvoice shields. He was holding himself tightly in check not wanting to overwhelm her and this only made Dysea love and want him more. She felt his body press against her from behind and she groaned softly as he lowered his head and ever so gently nuzzled the back of her elven ear sending delicious surges of pleasure shooting through her.


Carians she wanted him Dysea thought to herself. (Gods)

“Melda Min.” He spoke in a soft whisper like the fingers of a breeze across her skin in the summer.


“Nauta… Nauta Melme.” She answered as she leaned back against him, the warmth of his body burning her own flesh even through their uniforms where they pressed together. She shivered in delight as his powerful arms snaked around her small waist and pulled her gently back against him.

“Where… where is Bella?” He asked in that husky whisper, his lips so close to her sensitive ear.


“She… she is with Lisisa.” Dysea answered. “They have… they have much to talk about. Lisisa is… she is fascinated with her.”


“Then I have you all to myself?” Martin spoke as his hands slid upwards to cover her full, firm breasts.


“Oh… oh yes.” She gasped out.


Dysea’s nipple became instantly hard at his touch and she felt moisture seep into her loins just from his grip. He had not yet hit her with his aura and this confused her to some degree. “Nauta… Nauta Melme… Bella… she…”


“No!” Martin’s voice rasped.

Dysea gasped loudly as he spun her around in his embrace, lifting her into his arms and pinning her against the large view window. Her long muscular legs wrapped around his waist almost instinctively and her arms went around his broad shoulders. His lips came down on hers with an intensity he had never shown with her before and her emerald green eyes closed blissfully as she met his urgent kiss. Their tongues danced a duet even as his arms crushed her to him until finally they had to pull apart or stop breathing.
Dysea’s heart was pounding madly as she stared at him, her lips moist and tingling from the kiss. She could feel his desire for her… his want and passion, yet he was holding back. She brought her hand to his face and felt the soft hair from his mustache and goatee flitter across the palm of her hand. His eyes had changed and he gazed at her with those yellow/gold orbs. Eyes that had caused her to shiver in passion from the first moment he had gazed upon her with them.

“Nauta Melme… what…?”

Martin smiled gently as he gazed at her breathtaking beauty. Her long platinum blond hair and her dazzling emerald green eyes, now wide with excitement and lust. He could feel her breasts crushed against his chest, the warmth of her long legs wrapped around his hips and he lowered his hands to cup her wonderfully firm and perfectly sculpted ass. 

Martin leaned forward and nuzzled her chin with his nose and then lowered to her exposed throat and he nuzzled the satiny skin there. He heard her gasp in delight and her hands came to his head and pulled his lips from her skin.
“Tonight Melda Min… right now… it is only you.” Martin spoke as he gazed at her. “As Aricia is my soul Dysea of the Elves… you… you rule a part of me that no one else will ever have. I will never hurt you… never betray you… never forsake you and I will never stop loving you as I do this moment right now.”

Dysea felt powerful waves of unrequited love flowing from him to her and the intensity took her breath away. “Nauta… Nauta Melme… you have never said these things to me.” She gasped softly as small tears sparkled in her beautiful eyes.

Martin nodded slowly. “As of today… as of today that will change Melda Min. I have seen with my own eyes… Riall… he had no idea of what he was doing Melda Min… and to discover it as he has… it nearly destroyed him. I could see it in his eyes… the shame of what he considers the ultimate betrayal of my mother.”
“Martin…”

He shook his head quickly and kissed her softly silencing her words. “No.” He said. “I am going to make you mine Melda Min, utterly, completely.”

Dysea smiled as the tears fell. “I am already yours Nauta Melme.” She spoke. “I have been since that first day. We all have been yours from the moment you came into each of our lives.”

“You are strong Melda Min. Stronger than you let others see or know.” Martin spoke. “Almost as strong as Aricia. Strong enough I think.”

“Strong enough for what Nauta Melme?” Dysea asked with a puzzled smile of love. “You are speaking in riddles now and I burn for you as you burn for me. Why are you playing games with me?”

“Strong enough for this.” Martin spoke and closed his eyes.

Martin dropped the shields around his aura completely and the result was instantaneous.
Dysea’s emerald eyes flew open wide as every nerve in her body reacted. She groaned loudly as Martin’s fingers caressed the lips of her already exceptionally aroused pussy through her pants. The orgasm flooded through her immediately because she had already been so aroused, emptying her lungs from the intensity of it, her juices soaking her pants even as her hips humped against his groin. Dysea had known from speaking to Aricia that Martin’s aura when completely unshielded was unlike anything she had ever tasted or experienced. The power of it could set her blood on fire and cause her to explode in a breath stealing orgasm just with a simple caress of his hand. Dysea now knew what she meant as her body quivered in his arms and the orgasm rippled through her almost savagely. His unshielded aura should have turned her to warm butter in his arms, it should have made her totally unable to resist anything he did or suggested. She was not pure Lycavorian and she should not have been able to stand the full radiating power of his male aura. Yet even as her body reacted more powerfully than it ever had before, Dysea snapped her head back to glare at him with changed emerald wolf eyes that held nothing but the promise of pleasures to come.
Martin’s smile was part happiness and part arrogance really. “Now Melda Min! Now I will make you completely mine.” Martin began pulling at her uniform as he covered her lips with his own and Dysea’s hands began practically tearing his own uniform. 

Dysea was on fire… her whole body alive with sensations she never dreamed she could feel. This is what only Aricia had ever felt. This was the ravenous part of her Nauta Melme’s aura… the animal within him that only Aricia could tolerate because of her pure blood. Yet Dysea was now feeling it fully and like Aricia, the only thing she wanted right now was to quench that fire within her and the only man who could do it was kissing her like he had never kissed her before.

It was glorious.


Isabella glanced out the small view port as she crossed through the small docking tunnel and into the STRIKER DT. It was empty of dragons since Miath, Iriral and Torma were all on the lower deck of the City Ship within the cavernous landing bay schooling Jeth and Lisisa as hundreds of newly liberated Lycavorians looked on. Helen had told her this is where Anja had come to study some of the new data logs they had downloaded on medical treatments. Isabella knew she preferred to study in a quiet atmosphere with a large mug of coffee. She bypassed the main dragon pen and moved into the center of the DT which apparently had been made into a makeshift clinic back on Lycavore. Anja sat on the single couch that was pushed back against the bulkhead away from the star chart table.


Isabella was surprised when Anja looked up and a bright smile crossed her face as she saw her. Dysea had tried to tell her many times that she had her own distinct scent, and though Isabella had been raised believing vampires had no scent; she was beginning to believe that maybe her ussta-she elf was right. Anja had smelled her coming.

“Bella!” Anja spoke setting aside the data pad and getting to her feet.


Isabella smiled warmly as they came together and shared a sizzling kiss of feeling and love. Isabella may have been totally in love with Dysea and Martin but she could not deny her growing feelings for Anja, For’mya and Aricia. Just being around them when they were all together wrapped her within a blanket of passion and love Isabella had never felt. She also had to admit she simply adored Anja’s four inch long tongue and what it could do to her as Anja had showed her their last night together at the Island Palace.

Isabella suckled the tip of that wonderful tongue gently as they parted from their kiss and Anja held her hands tightly. “Where is Seanna?” Bella asked.


“She is on the second level conducting exams of the Lycavorians we rescued from the planet.” Anja replied pulling her towards the couch where she had a large thermos like container of coffee. Isabella detected something in Anja’s voice when she spoke of Seanna but she dismissed it.


“I understand you had quite the adventure on Lycavore.” Bella spoke as she settled next to Anja on the couch.


Anja chuckled and poured another mug of the coffee handing it to her as she pulled her legs back up under her. “No more than the adventure you and Dysea have had.” She spoke.
“I would think finding Gorgo there and discovering we have been treating a clone as her is just a tad bit more important. As well as finding Lisisa. She’s beautiful and stronger than I would have thought considering what she has been through. Her wolf genes are the more dominant within her I noticed.”

Anja nodded. “Yes they are. She still maintains the ability to do much of what you can do… and Martin was hoping you would take her under your wing so to speak and teach her what you can.” She answered. 
Isabella nodded quickly. “That is without question.” She spoke.

“This Vonis… he is your brother?” Anja asked.

Isabella nodded. “Half brother.” She replied. “But the closest thing to real blood family

I have ever met with the exception of Xerxes. He and the female elf Va’nimia who he was involved with are on NORMYA’S LIGHT on their way to Earth.” She said. “Martin… Martin will decide his fate.”


“Bella… you know he won’t do anything without talking with you first… you know that. And he will most likely do what you ask him.” Anja said.


Isabella nodded. “I know… but I don’t know what to do or think Anja. Part of me… part of me believes he is in love with this Va’nimia… yet my natural distrust of the High Coven makes me believe it is all still just an act on his part. He is important enough to initiate a prisoner exchange… but I don’t know what they could give us for him. We…”


Anja took her hand. “Bella… you are worrying about something that does not need to worry you.” She said.


Isabella looked at her. “What do you mean?”


“This isn’t about Vonis or Martin’s mother. This is about you Bella.” Anja said. “Trust me… I was in the exact same position as you a few years back. Don’t deny what you feel Bella.”


Isabella looked at her jade green eyes. “Have you never wondered why… how this all came to be?”


Anja nodded as she sipped her coffee. “Yes. Many times.”


“What answer did you come to?” Isabella asked.


“That we were all brought together for a reason.” Anja replied. “Martin, me, Aricia, Dysea, For’mya and now you. I never really believed in fate or destiny until we discovered who and what Martin really was. What I was. Then it was like a light came on in my head and it was all very clear. We all play a role in the larger scheme of things Bella. We all love Martin and we all love each other. It is not something we try to explain now… we have accepted it because it feels so natural for us. All of us. Even you… but you are having trouble trying to grasp that.”


Isabella nodded slowly. “I know I love Dysea and Martin.” She spoke. “I know I have decided to take the position he wants me too as Queen. I know what I feel for you and Aricia and For’mya… it grows by the day. Are you saying that I should not try to explain it?”


“Does it feel right?” Anja asked. “Does it feel right in your heart? Don’t use your mind… our brains will always try to tell us something else. Does your heart tell you that what we have is what you want? What you desire?”

“Yes.” Isabella replied without hesitation.


Anja nodded. “Then don’t doubt it or what you feel. Your mind will eventually catch up to what your heart says and then it won’t trouble you anymore. Just as it doesn’t trouble me or the others.”


Isabella looked at her. “I heard… I heard from an associate of mine that knows you that you are… that you are working on a serum of sorts. A serum that will allow vampires and Lycavorians to conceive more easily together regardless of their blood pureness?”


Anja nodded without batting an eye. “Yes. Given Martin’s history though… I doubt it is something you need to be concerned with. As pure as his blood is… as pure as yours is…”


“Is it complete?” Isabella asked.


Anja nodded. “Almost. I have a few more tests to run. Perhaps a week once I can devote my full attention to it.”


“I would like to test it Anja.” Isabella spoke. “Surprisingly… surprisingly I find myself wanting to give him a child Anja. I never thought I would say that… but it’s true. You are pregnant… after this night ussta-she elf will no doubt be with child. I want to be able to say that as well.”


“We do too Bella.” Anja said softly seeing her bright hazel/green eyes go wide. She laughed softly. “After that night on the island when you finally gave yourself to us… we all finally understood what Dysea cherishes most about you. You give of yourself completely… just as we do… not to mention that when you bite us… we’ll do practically anything you want knowing the pleasure that comes with that. Whether you realize it or not Isabella… we have loved you since that very first day on Earth.”


Isabella stared at her for a long moment as her words sunk in and Isabella realized she too had made her decision that day as well. It had just taken her this long to accept it.


Isabella gazed into those jade green eyes and felt a surge of desire within her. “Is… is the docking ring locked?” She asked softly.


Anja closed her eyes briefly and smiled as Isabella heard a soft beep from near the dragon pens. “It is now.” She answered as she set aside her coffee and moved closer to Isabella on the couch. She smiled as her own eyes filled with desire. “What did you have in mind Bella?”


Isabella smiled now herself, her eyes changing to cobalt blue as she pulled Anja closer to her, her hands sliding down Anja’s legs seductively. “I believe… I believe since ussta-she elf will be occupied for the next few hours…”


Anja moved her lips to within millimeters of Isabella’s soft red lips and she extended her incredible tongue, the tip running across Isabella’s. “Yes Bella. And she will be occupied. As you will be very soon.”


Isabella gripped Anja’s firm ass in her hands and she plunged her lips down on Anja’s firmly, kissing her hard. Anja groaned and met the kiss with equal passion molding her lithe body against the taller woman. Bella gripped Anja’s long Persian red hair in her hand and pulled her lips away gently, both of them breathing heavy in fervor. 


“Anything I want Anja?” She asked huskily.


Anja smiled with half closed eyes as ardor rippled through her now. “Anything.” She answered.


“Perhaps… perhaps you should show me just how badly you want me to taste your sweet blood Anja.” Isabella spoke.


“I thought you would never ask.” Anja told her just before she lowered her lips to Bella’s and stole her breath away.


Just how badly Dysea wanted Martin she was showing him at the moment. 


They had pulled at each other’s clothing until both of them were naked. As Martin gazed hungrily at her sculpted curves and proud breasts, his eyes had taken in the new piercing she sported through her left nipple. It was a simple stud, but poking out as it did on her erect nipple and Martin couldn’t help but engulf the pink nipple in his warm mouth. Dysea had gasped in delight but pushed him away quickly, guiding him to the floor beneath them as she seductively stepped over the top of him. His wolf eyes gazed up at her burning in need, his aura swarming around her and electrifying every single pleasure nerve in her body. Something she was going to return to him in spades.

Dysea pushed him to his back and quickly dropped to her knees between his legs taking his raging shaft in her hands. She gazed at it as a wolf would gaze at a meal, marveling at the size and thickness and the pulsing vein that adorned the entire underside. It looked so much bigger now that her Nauta Melme was so aroused and Dysea knew what she wanted.


Without so much as a prelude Dysea engulfed the bulbous head of his twelve inch cock and plunged her head down completely in one smooth motion. As her soft lips anchored firmly around the much thicker base Dysea gagged as his hands wrapped within her hair and his hips surged off the floor. 


“Uhhhh… Melda Min!” He croaked out, the veins on his neck standing out as he fought to maintain his control.


Dysea looked up the long expanse of his rock hard abdomen and broad chest through tear filled eyes. She brought her hands up and pushed his hips down, determined to take what she wanted. The moment his ass settled back to the floor she dragged her lips back up the length of his throbbing pole until just the head remained within her warm mouth. Torturously she battered the sensitive head of his cock with her tongue, swirling it all around, teasing the tip and then plunging her head back down to the base. His hands left her head to slap against the floor and Dysea knew she had him then. Four more trips up the glorious length of his cock and four more plunges down that shaft and Dysea tasted him then. She loved the mint taste of his passion and that was what she wanted more than anything right now. Her bald and pierced pussy was dripping with her own excitement and she was using his muscular thigh to stimulate herself, timing her thrusts against his thigh with the downward motion of her lips on his cock, the emerald piercing through the hood of her now fully engorged clit driving her nearly mad with pleasure. The fire in her blood was lashing her senses and somewhere in her sexual fog she knew his thigh wasn’t going to be enough.
In an instant she shifted her body around, never allowing his cock to escape the prison of her throat. She knew she only had to move far enough for him to reach her and she hummed out her glee around his cock buried in her throat as his hands grabbed her hips, lifted them and dropped her spasming pussy directly onto his waiting lips. Dysea’s body shuddered in orgasmic bliss as he stabbed her pierced clit with his tongue causing her thighs to tighten and quiver and then he dragged his tongue up the entire breadth of her long slit, now fully open and spread like a butterfly’s wings in dripping passion. His hands gripped her ass cheeks tightly and pulled her pussy even closer still as he drove his tongue as deeply into her clutching pussy as he could. 
That was all it took.

Dysea’s eyes flew open wide and she screamed around Martin’s thick cock buried in her throat as her stomach muscles convulsed and her come erupted from within her like a tidal wave. She felt his throbbing shaft expand within the velvety confines of her throat and she locked her lips around the base as it swelled even larger and the head expanded. She tasted him only briefly before his searing hot come erupted from the swollen head and coated her throat as it blasted into her belly. Dysea wrapped her arms around his thighs and drank greedily even as her own body continued to respond to his lapping tongue and talented lips and give him what he wanted.


Six long powerful jets of her Nauta Melme’s come flooded her belly, leaving her milking his shaft for all she could receive. She brought her head back up, her hand squeezing his still steel hard cock as she went, his mint tasting passion now fully coating her tongue and taste buds and causing another smaller shiver of orgasm to undulate through her. Even as she held just the large swollen head of his cock within her lips Dysea knew they were not done by any means. Her blood still burned for him within her, his aura never relenting as it swarmed all around her, penetrated her very being with passion and lust and want. She gripped his thick shaft in one hand, lifting her lips from the head and tore her seething pussy from his grasp as she turned her body once more and straddled his hips. 


Now! Now… Nauta Melme… the fire burns my love. It burns for only you! It has always burned for only you! Her sweet musical voice filled Martin’s head within Mindvoice. Take me! Take me my love!

Dysea position the head of his huge cock at the still sopping entrance to her pussy and she began to lower herself onto him. As she did this Martin sat up quickly and grasped her waist in his powerful hands and pulled her down onto him. Whether it was due to his aura sweeping through her, or her increased passion Dysea would never know. Nor would she ever care. It was the longest, most delicious impalement upon Martin’s cock that she had ever known since being with him. It seemed to take forever before her pussy hungrily clamped down on the base of his cock where her lips had been only seconds before. As Dysea felt the head of his huge pole touch her where only his size and power could, her whole body went limp and only his strong hands kept her from falling too far backwards. She screamed in unadulterated enchantment as the most powerful and consuming orgasm of her young life shattered her sense of reality and drove her into the realm of blissful existence where a kaleidoscope of colors and incredible sensations flashed through her mind as well as her body.

He held her like that, allowing her to experience that magnificence for several moments as her body vibrated continuously with the seemingly unending orgasm. He lowered his lips to her breast, her nipples like small pebbles upon perfect mounds and he strummed his tongue across the silver stud piercing her left nipple. This caused her body to tremble even further and slowly he began to lift her back up, her satiny platinum colored hair damp with sweat. Her hands clutched his head once again and he stared at her now fully seated in his lap as her emerald eyes came back into focus. He flexed his massive cock within her belly and saw her face tense with electric jolts of pleasure and she finally looked at him.


Dysea brought her forehead to his, her breathing ragged and out of control, but the fire in her blood still burning. “By… by the gods… Nauta Melme.” She gasped out. “What… what is happening?”

“I have… waited so long for this Melda Min.” Martin spoke softly his own voice ragged as he fought against the tightness and heat of her pussy surrounding his throbbing cock.


“I… I should not be… able to feel like this.” Dysea hissed softly. “It is… it is glorious… but… Aricia is… she is your Soulmate. Only… only she can tolerate… your aura unshielded. How… how can…”


“You are the first I turned Melda Min.” Martin spoke nuzzling her throat tenderly. “My blood runs thicker within you than it does Anja or For’mya. That is why I told you what I told you Melda Min. Only you and Aricia can feel this… and I can only feel like this with one of you. She is my soul Melda Min… but you… you are my heart.”


“Nauta Melme…”


“Now I’m going to make you mine Melda Min.” Martin growled as he rolled over swiftly and felt her lock her long legs behind the small of his back as he got to his feet. He grimaced as her tightness squeezed him even more. “I… I had hoped to do this on soft sheets in our bed Melda Min, but you smell too good too wait that long.”

Dysea’s eyes were blazing as she stared at him now with full understanding of what was happening. She shook her head back and forth, her hair flying wildly about as he moved to the closest of the small couches. He stared into her eyes as he lowered her to the couch and knelt in front of her, keeping his throbbing pole buried in her completely. “No! No waiting! Now!” She growled. “Now!”


Dysea hissed as he withdrew his cock slowly until only the head remained inside her. His eyes had changed now and he barred his fangs in a smile. “I love you Melda Min.” He gasped just before he drove the entire length of his cock into her in one rapturous thrust. Dysea’s head fell back onto the couch and she screamed as Martin slammed home within her depths, his large balls banging against her upturned ass cheeks. Her sweet juices were pouring from her now, his aura surrounding her even more tightly and it was then that she instinctively hit him back with every bit of her own female aura and sent him into a sexual frenzy.

Dysea’s emerald wolf eyes were wide and her nails dug into the skin of Martin’s thick powerful arms as his hips moved with speed and power that took her breath away. His huge cocked was stretching her in a way he never had before, reaching places within her that he had never touched. Dysea knew it was partly because of his aura and its delicious power over her, but he was taking her now with an intensity he had never showed her before in all their times together, and she was relishing in every will crushing thrust of his cock into her supple body. He was not holding back, his thighs and calves stretching and exerting to provide him support as he pummeled her sweet muscular form into the couch. Sweat quickly began to adorn his muscular frame and his skin glistened in the dim light of the room. Dysea had to do nothing but allow him to claim her in this way as every pleasure receptor in her body was going off at once, causing white flashes in her brain as she began to come non-stop on the twelfth plunge into her spasming pussy. She cried out and wrapped her arms around his powerful shoulders, her wolf fangs bursting from her gums. She felt one of his large hands move to the black of her head and pull her face against his neck as his other hand moved to the small of her back providing him extra support to sink into her silky depths.

It happened slowly, the supremacy of her orgasm building from deep within her belly. It rolled slowly outwards, her eyes wide in glorious ecstasy, encompassing every iota of her body and her mind. It wasn’t just a physical pleasure but an emotional one as well and then Martin pulled her head back and kissed her. Whatever slivers of control that remained were smashed aside then as his kiss was unlike anything she had felt in her lifetime. Dysea felt his cock expand within her and as he drove into her one final time he erupted and all thought dissolved into exquisite harmony as his scorching hot come reached into her depths. She tore her mouth away from his, her lips parted into a breathless scream, and Dysea felt the very first flickers of life burst forth within her womb. Martin settled on top of her on the couch as he buried his face into the damp platinum blond hair at the crook of her neck and held her orgasmic vibrating body in his embrace, his come still pumping into her. Dysea could not pull him close enough to her, their bodies melded together so completely it was hard to tell them apart. 


It was many long moments before he lifted his head and gazed at her with his yellow/gold orbs. His face dripped in sweat and Dysea reached up slowly to wipe his brow a look of pure contentment decorating her radiant face.


“We… we will name him Resumar Nauta Melme.” Dysea gasped softly as Martin lowered his head to nuzzle her cheek and the front of her elven ear. “I will give you… I will give you a strong son my Nauta Melme. Worthy… worthy of the name he will bear.”


Martin only smiled and pulled her even tighter to him as he drew in her wildflower scent burning her very essence into his brain as he had done with Anja and For’mya. As he would do with his Anome when he saw her in a few hours. 

What had happened to Riall and his mother would never happen to him.


This Martin Leonidas vowed to no one but himself.

EARTH

WICHITA


Syrilth could only gaze in wonder at what was taking place before her and what she had seen such a short time ago. She was only just arriving in this dead city with Tharua while little Majeir and the rest of her hatched siblings traveled in an armed and heavily guarded Heavy Lifter that the Guardian had requested. When they arrived the massive ship was already over the city five thousand feet above them and as they were landing next to where Isheeni, Aelnala and Roluth stood with Aricia and Isra near the vehicles that carried her un-hatched sisters and brother it happened. They could hear the massive trumpeting from what had to be hundreds of dragons and as they watched in awe, the massive ship began gurgitating dragons of all colors and breeds. Their trumpets could be heard for kilometers all around as they leaped from the interior of the massive Type I transport as it remained rock steady in the sky. 

Syrilth spotted the massive flame red body of Isheeni’s mother the moment she left the ship. She was the largest dragon Syrilth had ever seen in her lifetime and her scales shone even from five thousand feet above them. She watched as Isheeni shifted on her talon equipped feet excitedly and Arzoal glided to the ground below in great looping circles like the dragon Elders of ancient times that her mother had once told her about. It was the most awe inspiring sight Syrilth and the others had ever seen. They had watched as four hundred fully grown dragons, male and females alike began to settle to the ground on the wide plain to the right of the vehicles with the eggs with graceful sweeps of their wings. Dragons of all colors and breeds, some that Syrilth’s mother had not known existed. As she watched Arzoal settle to the ground last, Isheeni broke from where she had been standing next to her and raced over to where her mother was. Several dozen dragons trumpeted their greetings to the dragon that carried one of their Queens and Isheeni happily replied. 

Isheeni stopped in front of Arzoal as her mother’s flame colored eyes settled on her and she bowed her head reverently in honor of her mother’s position. 

I extend greetings Elder Mother from Queen Aricia of Mjolnir’s Hand. Welcome to the planet known as Earth. Isheeni spoke formally and without any shields in place so that everyone could hear her.

Arzoal stepped forward easily dwarfing her daughter and her flame colored eyes gleamed with pride and love. 

On behalf of the Elder Council I return your greetings Isheeni of Mjolnir’s Hand. Arzoal replied.

Isheeni couldn’t help but chuckle within Mindvoice and then she was beside her mother and they were stroking each other’s scales in affection as Syrilth, Roluth and Aelnala heard many of the other dragons chortle in approval.

Come mother I want you to meet Syrilth and the others. Without them… we would never have accomplished this.

Arzoal followed Isheeni to where Aricia stood with Isra and Aelnala. Tarifa and Aihola stood on either side of Roluth, their hands touching him while Syrilth and Tharua stood to Aihola’s left. Aricia and Isra bowed their heads as Arzoal approached and the others did the same. Syrilth’s eyes never left Arzoal even as she bowed her own head.

Aricia… what you and Isheeni… Arzoal turned and looked at Aricia, her eyes passing over all of them. Syrilth watched as every dragon in the mass of four hundred bowed their heads in a show of respect to Aricia’s station as one of the Queens of the Union. What all of you have done here. Arzoal spoke. It is beyond words.
We did what honor demanded. Aricia spoke. And we had quite a bit of help.
Arzoal turned her massive head to gaze at Isra and Aelnala. Isra of Mjolnir’s Hand… once more you and Aelnala prove to me that the King and I made the right decision that day.

Isra bowed his head to Arzoal and rested his hand on Aelnala’s muscular side. A day I… we will forever hold close to our hearts Elder Mother.

Always. Aelnala spoke softly.

Mother, may I present Tarifa and Aihola of the elves and their Bonded Dragon brother Roluth. Isheeni spoke.

Arzoal moved closer to them, Roluth’s heart pounding within his chest as he gazed at her proudly. I have heard many speak of Tarifa and Aihola of the Elves. You are considered blessed sisters to the King and now you have done something no other has. You both have bonded with a single dragon. This strapping young Firespitter called Roluth. That is something that has never happened.

I will protect them with my life! Roluth announced. No matter the danger!

Arzoal chuckled in Mindvoice. You are a confident young Roluth. That is good. You will need that confidence when you meet the King and Torma. They frighten me at times.

We will do what needs to be done Elder Mother. Tarifa spoke softly.

Whatever it may be. Aihola finished.

 I sense the bond you have is strong. Arzoal spoke. And it will only grow stronger. Who will sponsor him during his training?
I will Elder Mother. Aelnala answered instantly. 

As will I. Isra spoke.

Isra and I will be remaining here on Earth and we will instruct Roluth in all that he needs to know. Aelnala spoke.

Arzoal nodded her massive head. Then let it be so.

Mother… Isheeni spoke again as she moved up beside Syrilth. Mother this is Syrilth.

Syrilth felt fear for the first time in her life. This flame scaled dragon was the oldest of their kind. The Dragon Elder Mother. The Matriarch of her kind and from what she had seen and heard so far she wielded enormous power and influence. She lowered her head even more taking her eyes away from Arzoal’s gaze.

I surrender… I surrender myself to your judgment Elder… Elder Mother. Syrilth spoke softly. All I have done… all I have done through the many years was only to protect those that I love. I will…

Lift your head Syrilth. Arzoal spoke firmly waiting until she was looking at her. You have been on this world for over three millennia Syrilth. Alone… with only a twisted man who has used you for his own gain. You have done only what your instincts have told you to do. The war that your parents fought in and fled Enurrua from. It will finally end with the judgment of this vile Maruad. I have already spoken with the King Syrilth. He will be here in just under six hours. It is our decision and that of the Dragon Elder Council that you are absolved of whatever crimes you may have been forced to commit over the centuries. Arzoal turned to look at Tarifa and Aihola. As two of the three honored leaders of Earth… do you agree with this decision Tarifa and Aihola of the elves?
We do. Tarifa and Aihola answered together without hesitation. 

Arzoal nodded with a dragon smile. Then what has happened in the past will remain in the past. The Dragon Elder Council has decided since you have been here all this time and protected your siblings as ferociously as any of our breed has ever done in our history, you should bear the continued responsibility of this and all of Earth. We ask that you take on the station of Dragon Elder of this planet Syrilth. I believe Earth will become a home to many of our kind in the future.

Syrilth’s eyes were wide in shock as she stared at Arzoal. An Elder? She gasped. 

We can think of no one who knows this planet better. The King has already agreed… the decision is yours to make. Arzoal spoke. You may think about it as long as you wish and give us a decision when you are ready.

An Elder! Tharua exclaimed. Sister you will be an elder!

Syrilth hissed. Tharua stop! She spoke quickly as Arzoal’s eyes fell on the mahogany colored female. My sister Tharua Elder Mother.
Arzoal looked at Tharua for a long moment and her flame colored eyes blinked several times. I believe… I believe we may see more of you in the future Tharua.

Tharua bowed her head reverently. Elder Mother.   

It appears we will not need your comrades after all. Arzoal spoke as she turned to Isra now.

Isra and Aricia looked at her. What do you mean?

Arzoal’s eyes glittered in the sun. Martin gave me permission to call upon them if I felt the need while he was gone. I rallied them in one location when we thought the problems on Elear would involve the First Elven King. When I discovered what was happening here I dispatched them to Earth. They arrived an hour before I did and have been waiting for my word.
Who has mother? Isheeni asked.

Arzoal turned and looked at the four hundred dragons that crowded the field behind her. Dragons of the Blood! Trumpet the arrival of Mjolnir’s Hand! Arzoal screamed out within Mindvoice.

The noise was deafening even across the endless expanse of the surrounding plains as four hundred dragons lifted their heads to the sky and roared as one voice. 

Almost on cue the STRIKER DT’s began to appear overhead. They filled the blue sky as far as the eye could see and as each of them past overhead at a relatively sedate speed they began unloading Bonded Pairs until they filled the sky. Trumpeting roars answered from the sky as they responded to their brethren on the ground and Syrilth, Roluth and Tharua could only gaze in unabashed awe at what they saw. Three hundred Bonded Pairs began circling the city until all of them had unloaded and the last of the STRIKERS had left the area. Then they began gliding down to the ground a short distance away in perfect formation and harmony, the Spartan riders a mixture of Lycavorian and Elf, and sitting high and proud within the saddles. Syrilth and her brothers and sisters that were hatched could almost feel the power and sense of peace and trust between the Bonded Pairs.
Mother… you brought all of them? Isheeni gasped out.

Arzoal nodded her head. I did not know what we would be encountering and the moment I heard the situation involved eggs I acted. She answered with an almost embarrassed voice. I may have overreacted somewhat. 
May have? Isheeni spoke with a dragon smile.
Aricia chuckled within Mindvoice and reached up to remove her helmet. It is better this way. She spoke. Now Bonded Pairs will move and care for Syrilth’s siblings until she decides where she will make her home for them. It is as it should be.

Arzoal turned and looked at Aricia and her daughter. [Mindvoice Shielded] Your mates will be here in a few hours. Martin told me they will go to Thermopylae first Aricia. Something to do with his mother. He asked that you meet them there while Anja brings the others here to insure the eggs are healthy and Syrilth’s hatched siblings are given full medical exams.
Isheeni’s tail came around and gently tapped Aricia’s shoulder. [Mindvoice Shielded] Let us go quickly Aricia my sister. I burn for my mate as intensely as you do.
[Mindvoice Shielded] Thank you Arzoal. Aricia spoke.

[Mindvoice Shielded] No Aricia… your actions have given you a place of honor within our history now. I should be thanking you. Go! Both of you! 

Aricia jumped onto Isheeni’s back without a second’s pause and Isheeni cocked her powerful legs and propelled them into the air. Arzoal watched for a moment before allowing her eyes to drop to Syrilth who was still watching her.

The Bonded Pairs will move and care for your siblings Syrilth. Why don’t we talk of things to come while we watch and stay out of their way?

Syrilth’s eyes were still wide but she nodded her large head. Of… of course Elder Mother.

2.6 LIGHT YEARS WITHIN HIGH COVEN SPACE

KAVALIAN FEDERATION IMPERIUM INVASION FLEET

GREATSOUL-Class Kavalian Dreadnought

PREFECT KELERU’S COMMAND SHIP

STORMKILLER

Keleru watched the star chart with a great deal of pride in his eyes as his bridge crew went about their duties with exacting precision. The invasion was only seventeen hours old and already they had captured four of the nine planets to establish their foothold within High Coven space. His troops and ships had destroyed nearly four High Coven Legions on the ground and three entire Fleet Groups. It helped that he had almost two thousand ships under his command and twice that number of troop ships with over ten million ground troops. His khaki colored eyes watched as the information from his five main invasion fleets was constantly updated. Three were moving to their next targets, while two were taking the fifth and sixth planets they needed to establish a firm anchor within their enemy’s territory and begin moving their support units and supplies from Kavalian space.

Keleru turned slightly as his senior aide held out the data pad. “Another report from the QURSAM Prefect.” He spoke. “They have begun their orbital bombardment of Kermefo and report little resistance.”


Keleru let his eyes flick over the report and he nodded his head. “We have caught them totally unaware Cuatan.” He spoke.


“It is a glorious day Prefect.” His aide spoke.


“Indeed… however we have much to do.” Keleru replied. “We must adhere to Pusintin’s plan for it allows us to concentrate our forces where needed. Insure our commanders do not become overconfident and begin making mistakes. They are not to exceed their directives. We must secure our stronghold before we expand.”


“I’ll issue the orders Prefect.” Cuatan spoke. “Several Commanders have asked about prisoners Prefect.”

Keleru looked at him. “I do not require prisoners.” He replied harshly. “Kill the men and boy children. The females the men may keep as their toys. Some of them may make good slaves after all.”


Cuatan nodded and held out the second data pad. “We received this from the Zaleisian Minister of Defense. It is a message from the Ambassador that was sent to Earth with your nephew. Our forces failed and those that were not killed were captured and the ships we sent taken.”


Keleru hissed in anger. “That idiot Talco!” He barked. “I will have words with my brother about his son. He allowed a half breed elf who is now a vampire to anger him to the point where he compromised their mission! I will have him whipped until he is near death for his actions!” He looked at Cuatan. “Can we reach Pusintin from here?”


Cuatan nodded and looked at the communications officer that was already standing by. He had been with the Prefect for eight decades now… and he knew that Keleru trusted Pusintin as not only the mate to his oldest daughter, but the guardian of his youngest and the architect of their invasion plans. Keleru turned as the holo disc shimmered and the transmission came alive. Pusintin was sitting on the bridge of the JANGARR doing much the same thing he was Keleru saw. His star chart had many more symbols on it as he had taken the majority of the invasion forces to hit the High Coven from out of Zaleisian territory.


“Keleru!” Pusintin’s face lit up when he turned and saw Jalersi’s father in the holo transmission. “We are brushing aside their defenses as if they weren’t there my friend. We have taken seven of our initial planets within the two invasion corridors!”

Keleru nodded. “We have secured four my friend.” He spoke. “We have begun our attack on Kermefo and are reaching out for the others! We have caught them completely by surprise Pusintin! Your plan is working masterfully!”


Pusintin nodded. “We must not get overconfident Keleru.” He spoke.


“I have already issued directives to that affect.” He spoke. “We must keep the momentum and not become careless.” He held up the data pad. “The mission to Earth has failed. The Zaleisian Minister of Defense has informed me that he has received a message from his Ambassador to Earth. Talco lives… but our ships were captured and roughly half the ground forces we sent have been destroyed.”


Keleru saw Pusintin’s jaw twitch in anger even within the transmission. “He should be whipped for allowing his personal issues to affect his judgment Keleru!” He spat.


“Something I will make sure takes place my friend.” Keleru answered with a nod of his head. “However in order to do that I must reach out through the Zaleisians and request that they return our men and ships. Is it worth it?”


“They will get no information from him even if they interrogate him, which I’m quite sure they have already done.” Pusintin answered. “Were there any of our biogenic soldiers in the group?”


“Nineteen General Pusintin.” Cuatan answered immediately.


“They are probably just as surprised as the High Coven at our attack Keleru.” Pusintin spoke. “We can use that to our advantage and negotiate to get our people back from a position of strength.”


“What do you suggest?” Keleru asked.


“Send a message through the Zaleisian Minister.” Pusintin spoke. “Have him demand that our men and ships be returned to us immediately.”


“They were caught on Earth conducting an espionage mission Pusintin.” Keleru said. “What makes you think Leonidas will not just kill them? According to this information here, there are already signs that they are beginning a massive Intelligence purge on Apo Prime. The Zaleisian Defense Minister’s contacts on the planet have reported dozens of high profile raids in just the last twelve hours alone. All of them targeted at suspected High Coven agents. The Prime Minister has been spirited away to an unknown location along with every member of their Senate. All provincial Governors have seen their security nearly triple in the last twelve hours.”


Pusintin nodded. “They are going to clean house.” He said. “It must have something to do with whatever he found on Lycavore. They would not do something of this magnitude without some purpose. And they will undoubtedly be just as interested in us and what we can do as we are in them.”


“They will refuse any demands.” Keleru said.


“I know. We demand first and then request.” He spoke. “It will keep them off balance. Can the Defense Minister make this happen in the way we want it?”


Keleru nodded. “He is one of the few that I have allowed to know most of our plans.” He replied. “He will accomplish what we ask of him.”


“We need three weeks at least to fully secure our initial goals.” Pusintin spoke. “Six would be better… but three weeks minimum. If he can draw it out that long… we will be in a better position.”


“That should not be a problem.” Keleru said. “When and where do we say we wish to recover our ships and men? And who do we send?”


“Well that’s easy Keleru.” Pusintin spoke with a smile. “You and I go. And we go to Sparta.”


“That is a very large risk on our part my friend.” Keleru spoke.


“Not as much as you might think.” Pusintin answered. “As I said they will undoubtedly want to learn as much as they think they can. We wait until we have secured our initial goals… and while our troops and ships reconsolidate you and I go to collect our men. It will make it seem like Talco was more important than he really was if we go. And it will allow you and I to gauge Leonidas first hand.”


Keleru was silent for a long moment as he pondered this and finally he looked at the transmission. “An interesting plan.” He said nodding his head. “I like it. Very well… I will make the necessary arrangements.”

“We are moving to our next Jump Point Keleru.” Pusintin spoke. “I will contact you when we have secured the next Gate.”


Keleru nodded. “Until then.” He waited until the transmission ended before looking at Cuatan. “He can be very deceitful when he wants to be.” Keleru spoke with a smile. He saw the look in his aide’s eyes. “What thoughts swirl in your head Cuatan? Do you not trust him?”


Cuatan shook his head quickly. “Not at all Prefect.” He replied. “If anything… he is more Kavalian than many of our younger Pride Leaders.”


Keleru nodded. “Indeed… an observation I have made on many occasions.”


“Why does he hate his own people so Prefect?” Cuatan asked thoughtfully. “His history before coming to live among our people his clouded in mystery. Do you know what his story is?”


“Not all of it. The Pride Leader who adopted him is the only one who knows the entire story. He is an old Pride Leader and he will not reveal this information to just anyone for he considers Pusintin like a son.” Keleru spoke in a low voice. “I could get it if I so choose… Pusintin would tell me himself, but he has never betrayed our people, even when given the opportunity some six hundred years ago, and I have never felt the need to ask him about it. He was sent on an intelligence mission to Earth several months before the comet lay waste to the planet. His mission was to discover the extent of progress the High Coven had made in their new cloning procedures. I do not know all the details of the mission or what happened, but he returned with his team and a wealth of information that allowed us to arrive at this point in our plans. It was after this mission that his hatred for his people only grew. I knew he had forsaken everything Lycavorian within himself when he came to my mate asking for Jalersi’s hand. He has not looked back since.”


Cuatan nodded. “It must be a very interesting story Prefect.” He said.


Keleru nodded. “I’m sure it is. He is Kavalian now… if not by blood… then by his actions for the last three thousand plus years that have only served to benefit our people and make us able to take our revenge on the blood drinkers.”


“Of course Prefect.” Cuatan spoke. “Though you have to admit it would make an interesting story.”

Keleru handed the data pad back to him. “Inform the Zaleisian Defense Minister what we require and then have the Sixth Echelon break for their attack line.”


Cuatan nodded quickly and bowed his head before moving to conduct his orders. Keleru turned back to look at the Star Chart.


“An interesting story without a doubt.” He spoke softly.

CITY SHIP 41

Martin stood next to Torma in the rear of the DT, leaning casually up against his Bonded Brother’s front shoulder as his massive body was fully settled to the deck. They were watching as the others were mingling in the main portion of the ship as they prepared to enter Earth’s system and depart for the planet. His mother and Riall sat beside one another on one of the benches, Gorgo holding tightly to his arm as they watched Jeth shift excitedly on his legs in front of Lisisa. Her face was beaming as she watched him, while Elynth and Aurith rested sedately on the deck of the STRIKER close to where Dasha sat holding Androcles in her arms next to Isabella. Dysea sat between Anja and Isabella, the three women speaking in animate whispers and reaching out to caress Dysea’s abdomen constantly. Martin’s dark eyes watched as Bella held tightly to Dysea’s arm and kept nuzzling her cheek and ear. Miath and Iriral would remain on the City Ship as Komirri and Avi set the ship down in the prearranged location on Earth’s surface. The ship’s Quantum drive would be inoperable once they conducted their reversion from light speed and Martin had decided it was far too large and cumbersome to be an active part of the Union Fleet. 

He had chosen a location on the island once known as Sardinia for Avi to land the ship, and that would become the permanent home to City Ship 41 on Earth. It was centrally located between Eden City and Sparta, and after inquiring of the avatar, Martin had decided it would become the equivalent of the Dragon Island on Elear. It was massive enough to act as a nursery and home to hundreds of dragons while they grew and refined their skills, and due to its ability to shift into different configurations, it would allow the young hatchlings to learn to fly and hone their skills. Avi had told him that even without the Quantum Drive, the ship maintained enough power to be active indefinitely and allow them to begin studying all they could about it. Endith and Komirri already had many ideas they were going to bring to Ben’s attention in regards to reverse engineering much of what the City Ship could do. While they would never be able to duplicate the Quantum Drive units or some of the more complex systems, Endith had told him they could quite possibly improve the technology they already had in regards to the Jump Gates and engines on all of their ships. The avatar Avi would remain with the ship of course, insuring that it was kept in tip top shape, and helping their scholars to learn as much as they could about the knowledge stored within the many library rooms on the ship.
Watching Isabella now Martin could not deny the intense attraction and desire for her. He had fought it for some months, but the more her relationship with Dysea changed her, the more attractive she became. Physically she was equally as beautiful as any of the women in his life, her five foot seven frame shapely and firm. Isabella and those pureblood and turned vampires that resided within the Union were not the same as Yuri and her cohorts. They had reached beyond the inbred hate and distrust to build enough fortitude to make the decision to defect and come to the Union where they knew they could build a bright future. His feelings for her showed Martin that he too could reach beyond the fact that it was her kind that ordered the death of his grandfather and father. Her kind that had held and tortured his mother for so many years. Even knowing all that… Martin still found himself wanting to make Isabella his just as completely as he had made his other Queens his.
“You ok Skipper?” The voice spoke from the side. “You got that look in your eye.”

Martin turned and saw Danny step slowly up in front of him. He reached up without fear and placed his large hand on Torma’s thick neck stroking his smooth obsidian scales and Torma lowered his head and butted him gently in thanks.

Martin looked at the six foot five giant that was his Spartan brother.

No other knew Martin as well as Daniel Simpson… and in some respects he knew Martin better than even the women who shared his life and his bed. Whether by design or fortune itself, Walter’s actions in bringing them together at such a young age had created a bond that would never be broken and would stretch through the centuries to come.

Martin chuckled. “Just thinking about the past and the future.” He spoke.

Dan smiled. “We’re gonna have some stories to tell our kids when they grow up that’s for sure.” Danny spoke.

Though he chose to use it as little as possible… Danny was very capable of Mindvoicing to others, and his time with Martin had elevated his skills to a Tier Six level even though it was not his first choice of communication.

[Mindvoice Shielded] We will all have stories to tell our young ones. Torma’s voice filled their heads.

“You ever consider where we would be if the comet hadn’t changed our lives Danny?” Martin asked.

Danny nodded. “Sometimes… we’d still be fighting one battle or the other… that much I don’t doubt.” He answered. “How long it would have taken us to discover what we truly are is up for grabs… but it would have happened sooner or later.” Danny chuckled. “It’s kind of cool to know I’m just over five hundred years old actually. Of course… you’re the old bastard here. Three thousand plus years? Man, do your bones do the snap crackle and pop when you get up in the morning?”

Martin laughed with him and they heard Torma chortle within Mindvoice. “Well… unless someone is lucky enough to take us out… I’ll be saying that about you in about three thousand years.”
Dan nodded his head. “More than likely. Of course by then… considering what Anuk and Nayeca look like I’ll probably have like thirty kids and wrinkles and gray hair. I swear… one of them just has to shake their booty at me and I’ll jump them right there. Their ears drive me nutty!”

Torma nodded his massive head with a glint in his golden eyes. [Mindvoice Shielded] I do know the feeling Daniel my friend. Isheeni does the same thing for me. She only need waggle her tail a few centimeters and I am ready.

Danny looked at him and a grin. “Glad to know we aren’t the only oversexed species in the universe.” 

“Listen to you two!” Martin spoke with a laugh. “A couple of horny bastards are all you are!”

[Mindvoice Shielded] As if you should talk my Bonded Brother. Torma spoke smugly. You forget… I have heard the cries from the Queens when you take them… there are times when it deafens even Isheeni’s trumpets!

Danny nodded. “He’s got a point.” 

Martin grinned and looked at Dan seriously now. “What do you make of this Kavalian invasion Danny?”

Danny shook his head. “I think it’s hard to tell right now. One the one hand it’s scary that they were able to hide this from us for so long in one respect.” He answered. “On the other hand, I certainly ain’t gonna lose no sleep at night cause they are smoking those bloodsucking bastards. No matter what anyone says.”

Martin nodded. “I find myself agreeing with you on that point.” He said. “When we get everything settled with what’s happening now Danny… we need to sit down just you and I. Like we did before Iran.”

Danny met his eyes. “Are you thinking Omega Teams Marty?”

Martin nodded. “Only you, Armetus, Torma and I will know about them. Only you and I will control them.”

Danny stepped closer. “A lot of people will shit their pants if they ever find out about them Martin. Especially Deia.”
Martin looked up as Torma turned his head and looked at him fully. [Mindvoice Shielded] Torma?
[Mindvoice Shielded] We have discussed this before Bonded One. I have seen what you have seen Martin. Felt what you have felt. While Daniel is the brother of your heart… I am the brother of your mind. If you are asking me if I still agree… the answer is a resounding yes.
[Mindvoice Shielded] Me too. Danny spoke.

Martin nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Then when we have dealt with this egg stealing wannabe asshole and things have calmed somewhat we’ll sit down and make our plans. I want to get them in place and training quickly.

The DT’s internal COM system crackled to life and For’mya’s voice filled the rear of the STRIKER.

“We will be reverting back to normal space in two minutes Martin Leonidas.” Her voice carried.
Martin nodded and patted Torma’s side before moving closer to where everyone sat on the benches, Danny moving back to sit between Anuk and Nayeca.

“Drop the four of us at the designated site For’mya.” Martin spoke after tapping the COM unit on his body armor. “Then proceed to where Tarifa and Isra are to drop everyone else off. We’ll be done by the time you return. Aricia is already waiting for us.” Gorgo’s head came up as she looked at her son.

“Understood.” For’mya answered.
Martin nodded and his eyes fell upon his mother. “Where are you going Martin?” She asked.

“Where are we going you mean?” Martin spoke turning to fully face her. “You, me, Riall and Torma. We have a stop to make before we continue on to Eden City.” Martin saw Riall’s eyes look at him confused.

Gorgo shook her head. “But where?”

“Thermopylae.” Martin replied softly.

THERMOPYLAE


Gorgo had never been to the vile place that had claimed the life of the man she had loved so strongly. Helen had spirited her away only six weeks after Leonidas’s death… within a week of Dymas returning to Sparta and telling them of his King’s last order. The clone had never requested or asked of Riall to come here to Thermopylae during their few weeks here after the Battle for Earth. She clung tightly to his arm as the light cloud of dirt and dust from the ocean sediment that had gathered through the centuries kicked up all around them. She turned her head to look around, as the heady scent of fresh pines and flowers flowed into her nostrils. She saw the towering pine trees behind where they stood and she turned slightly to gaze at them. She hadn’t touched this ground in over thirty centuries, yet somehow Gorgo knew she was home. It was as if her mind and body knew she was back in Greece where she had been born. The pine trees looked out of place in the huge expanse of had once been a mountain pass only fourteen meters wide. There were two rows of pine trees, neatly planet and growing in the shape of a large rectangle shape. She could see the ivory and tan concrete structure that the pine trees protected, as well as the mountains in the distance. As she turned toward the north she could see the Gulf of Corinth in the distance a kilometer away.

Gorgo’s eyes lifted to Riall’s face. They had spent the last ten hours doing nothing but holding each other and talking. He had spent the first three hours weeping in her arms for what he perceived as the ultimate betrayal of her by his actions with the clone. It had taken her to admit that in his position she was quite sure it would have been no different. It was the reason they had kept her alive she had told him. To insure that their clone was as perfect as they could make her by subjecting Gorgo to the monthly procedure of removing her scent glands. She had told him she could not love him anymore than she already did. He was her entire life now and she was only as strong as he was. Gorgo had seen the life come back into his eyes then, and over the last hours, the confident Alpha male who had stolen her being slowly began to return.

“Riall… this is…” She began to speak.

Riall nodded slowly as he drew her tighter to him. The more hours that passed by, the healthier she was looking. Her hair was returning to its normal radiant sheen and her face was rapidly regaining the color and brilliance that he had fallen so in love with more than two thousand years ago. As he stared at her now, Riall vowed that he would put every ounce of himself into his time with her. He would relish and cherish every waking moment for she was his entire life.

“Yes my love.” He answered. “This is Thermopylae. This is where…”

The loud odd sounding trumpet pulled their attention away for it was a sound neither had heard before. Gorgo’s eyes grew a little wider when she saw the azure blue scaled dragon lying on its side while her son’s dragon Torma madly used his snout to caress the prone dragon along the top of its neck and under its snout. The dragon on the ground was almost whimpering, its huge wings twitching madly and its talon equipped feet pawing at the dirt making deep furrows in the sediment. She caught a glimpse of legs on the ground behind the prone dragon and she shifted her body and saw Martin lying on top of the female beside the pair of dragons. Aricia’s arms were wrapped almost completely around Martin’s shoulders, her long legs curled around his waist and locked at the small of his back. Gorgo felt it then and she gasped at the staggering power within Mindvoice that flooded the area around them. Two crested black helmets were casually tossed to the side as Martin and Aricia shared a kiss that electrified the air around them. Gorgo couldn’t help but smile and she tightened her grip on Riall’s arm.

“I… I take it this is his Anome. His Soulmate Aricia.” She spoke.

The first smile she had seen from Riall since she had returned split his normally stoic features and Gorgo’s heart soared.

“Yes.” He answered. “The blue dragon is Isheeni. She is Torma’s mate and Aricia’s Bonded Sister.”

Gorgo turned back to them quartet as their antics continued. “Their dragons are bound to each other just as they are?” She asked. 

Riall nodded. “It is one of the reasons their bonds go so deeply.” He answered. “I do not know all of it… even the Feravomir can not answer it completely. She says because of the emotional state of Martin and Aricia at the time they bonded with Torma and Isheeni, it caused a much deeper connection between them to unfold because Torma and Isheeni were already mated. It is all very much beyond my level of understanding.” He spoke with a smile. “However it is now something I will delve into more now that you… now that the true Gorgo I claimed as my mate has returned to me.”

Gorgo met his eyes and wrapped her arms around his waist tightly, burying her face into his broad chest and feeling his aura sweep around her.
Aricia’s body was burning not in desire, though she knew that would come soon enough, but in joy. Her Beloved’s arms wrapped around her and his soft lips crushing hers as his aura wrapped around her like a blanket made her realize just how much she had missed him. This was the longest they had been apart since Enurrua, and it only reaffirmed to Aricia just how much they meant to each other. His tongue danced a delicious tango with hers as they lay on the dusty ground not caring that the sediment from the centuries old ocean floor was coating their black body armor with a light film of dust. Their helmets had barely cleared their heads before they were falling to the ground next to their Bonded Dragons, his lips upon hers before she could utter a sound. The moment she felt his aura embrace her Aricia melted.
It was only when they needed to finally breath that Martin pulled his lips from hers and lowered his head to firmly nuzzle her exposed throat. Aricia’s head lolled back and her eyes changed to black ringed azure orbs as her wolf fangs extended and her hands gripped his head. She could feel his unique dual fangs nibbling at her skin, tasting and teasing her and she could only smile in delight at the wonderful sensations that caused to ripple through her.

Oh… oh my Beloved! She gasped within Mindvoice. It… it has been too long!

I have wanted to taste you since the day you left me Saaraurano! His deep voice filled her mind sending shivers coursing through her. I have missed you so much!

Aricia smiled as she pulled his head tighter to her chest and she felt him bury his face into the crook of her shoulder and neck and inhale as deeply as she had ever felt him do. The why of his actions did not matter to her… that she was once more back in his arms was what mattered. She would discover the why of it when they were alone in their bed and she was swimming in his mind discovering all he had seen these last weeks, and sharing everything she had experienced with him.
Aricia pulled his head gently from her neck and met his beautiful yellow/gold orbs. Androcles? For’mya? My mother?

Martin nodded. They are unhurt Saaraurano. He answered. They have gone on ahead with Anja, Dysea and Bella. They will meet us later.

I could feel and hear Dysea’s joy Beloved. Aricia spoke with a smile as she traced his lips with her finger. She will give you a strong and proud son. You did as I told you I see?

He smiled as he nodded again. She was very surprised. He answered. 

Aricia smiled. Yes… I’m sure. Why didn’t you tell her before?

Martin chuckled and his face reddened slightly in embarrassment. I didn’t know until you told me.

Aricia laughed out loud and kissed him hard. Oh Beloved… sometimes I wonder about you! How did you survive before you claimed all of us?

Martin chuckled and nuzzled her silky skin again. I ask myself that every morning. He spoke.

The same way Torma survived before he claimed me Aricia! Isheeni’s blissful voice chimed into their heads. They turned to see Torma still rubbing the scales under her snout, her wings trembling in delight. By the seat of their pants as Anja has said so often.

Torma growled deep in his chest and shifted his rubbing to the back of her neck just behind the two horns protruding from her head. 

Aricia laughed as Martin lifted himself from atop her and pulled her to her feet. You had better tell him Isheeni my sister.

Torma’s head came up quickly. Tell me what?

Isheeni looked up at his massive head and felt desire sweep through her as she gazed upon his muscular obsidian body. You are a father once more my mate. Isheeni spoke softly. I… I carry another clutch Torma.

Torma’s golden eyes exploded open wide and he lifted his head to release a trumpet that nearly deafened them. His powerful legs propelled him into the air and with three sweeps of his enormous wings he was spinning straight up into the blue sky roaring the entire way. He rolled over and dove for the earth not pulling up until he was twenty meters from the ground, and then he was tearing over the top of them singing his joy to the clouds. They watched him roll over onto his back as he sped across the landscape.
Come back down here you fool! Isheeni barked out as her azure eyes watched him with love. You will injure yourself with such maneuvers so close to the ground fat one.

Her voice caused him to execute a blistering turn and roll upright once more tearing towards them before flaring his enormous wings and landing gently only a few meters from her. Isheeni didn’t hesitate and moved up to him immediately, her snout rubbing his broad chest and the underside of his long neck as his wings came down and partially folded around her.

Martin was smiling as he watched this and then he turned as he saw Riall leading his mother over to them. Gorgo’s eyes were wide as she had heard every word they had spoken unshielded as they had been. Martin squeezed Aricia and she turned from the sight of Isheeni and Torma to look at Gorgo as Riall and she stopped next to them.
Martin turned to face his mother completely and his yellow/gold eyes were as bright as Gorgo had every seen them. “Mother… mother this is Aricia. She is my Anome.”

Aricia left Martin’s embrace and moved up in front of Gorgo, bowing her head to her in a show of respect and reverence as she held out her hands. Gorgo didn’t hesitate and placed her hands within Aricia’s, feeling the incredible power radiating from this very young female Alpha wolf. “Milady Gorgo… it is truly an honor for me to be able to stand before my Beloved’s true mother.” She spoke softly.

“A… a Queen of the Lycavorian Union does not bow to anyone young Aricia.” Gorgo spoke. “Certainly not… certainly not to me.”

Aricia lifted her head and looked at Gorgo. “As Queen I bow to those I consider my betters. And whom one day I hope to emulate.”

Gorgo couldn’t help the tears that came to her eyes and she looked at Martin. “How is it you were able to convince five breathtakingly beautiful and extremely intelligent females to fall in love with you my son?” She asked with a small smile.

Martin grinned as Aricia laughed. “When I figure that out mother… I’ll let you know. Personally I think they are all crazy.”

Gorgo laughed as well and couldn’t help but draw Aricia into her embrace and drink in her lavender scent. As Aricia pulled away she looked into those smiling azure orbs, now back to normal. Her eyes grew wider when the azure blue scaled dragon moved closer and stuck her huge head just above Aricia’s shoulder and gazed at her with almost identical colored eyes.

As my Bonded Sister has so eloquently spoken Milady Gorgo… it is a true honor to be able to stand before the mother of our King’s heart. Isheeni spoke. I hope my brute of a mate did not injure you when you flew with him. He can be rather overbearing at times.

Gorgo couldn’t help but chuckle at the dragon’s words within Mindvoice. The obvious intelligence of these wonderful beasts continued to amaze her. “You are Isheeni I assume?” Gorgo asked not yet trusting her strength within Mindvoice to do anything more than listen.
Isheeni nodded that huge head. Yes. I am Aricia’s bonded sister. 

Gorgo nodded her head slowly. “It is my honor to meet you Isheeni.” Gorgo spoke softly. “Though… though I don’t know why you have brought me here Martin.” She asked turning to look at him. “This… this is where they took your father. Why… why have you brought me here?”
Martin stepped up to her slowly and took her hands. “I want to show you something.” He said.

“I have no desire to see some petty monument erected by those who allowed your father to come to this place and die needlessly!” Gorgo snapped.

Martin reached up and stroked his mother’s cheek. “You need to see this mother. You need to see what father’s sacrifice has come to mean.”

“Martin I…”

“Trust me.” Martin said as he started to pull her towards the stand of pine trees behind them.

It did not take them long to move around the edge of the pine trees surrounding the monument. The effect on Gorgo was instantaneous and telling as her eyes flew open at what she saw.
The immaculately positioned thick pine trees hid the monument from the opposite side, but as they moved around it was entirely open except for the waste high row of dark green and finely trimmed shrubbery that ran down the length of the front of the monument. The bronze statue of her former husband and mate stood on a pillar of white marble and gleamed in the rising sunlight. He carried his shield in his left hand, his right arm drawn back as if to throw his spear as Gorgo had witnessed so many times in the past. Gorgo was so enthralled with the massive monument she did not notice as Martin motioned for everyone to remain back slightly and he continued after his mother as she kept walking, her eyes never leaving the statue. Tears clouded her eyes now as she moved to stand just under the towering bronze statue in front of the white marble and bronze trimmed elevated block.
The metope on either side of the pillar depicted terrible battle scenes and she could easily distinguish the Spartans from the Persians by their armor and crested helmets. She looked at the two white marble statues on either end of the monument her head turning to once more gaze at the statue. She saw the inscription and tilted her head slightly.

“Come and take them.” Martin’s voice filled her head. “Father’s words to Xerxes military messenger when they were ordered to lay down their arms and surrender.” Gorgo felt his hands take her shoulders as he stood behind her, the tears flowing like a river now. “The two marble statues on the ends are meant to represent the river Evrotas and Mount Taygetos. The two most famous landmarks of our city Mother. His remains are interned here… along with the remains of my son’s namesake and the one who set me on this path.” 

Martin felt his mother weeping softly and her hands came up to cover his and squeeze them tightly.

“This was all built many years ago.” Martin spoke. “Even before the passing of the comet that brought me into the future. Our people come here every week and see to its condition and upkeep. The flowers were planted by children from Sparta and from Athens. The graduation ceremonies for our Spartans who complete their Agoge are held here.” Martin squeezed her shoulders. “Look at this mother…” He said tugging her back to look at the smaller marble pillar behind them. He moved her around in front of it. “This was not part of the original monument. This was added six months ago mother. It was constructed by humans and elves after our true nature had been revealed. After it became known what my father really died fighting for that day.”

Gorgo looked at the elevated bronze plaque and felt her tears come even harder now as Martin’s voice filled her mind within Mindvoice. 
**Wait. There’s no mountain too great. 

Hear these words and have faith.

Have faith.

Aricia’s soft musical tones now chimed in as she stepped up next to Martin, her arms wrapping around his waist.

He lives in you. He lives in me.

He watches over everything we see. Torma’s deep voice echoed.

Into the future. Into the truth. Isheeni spoke now.

In your reflection he lives in you. Riall’s voice finished close to her ear as he came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her shoulders and pulled her close. 

Martin turned and looked at his mother as he held Aricia close to him, his own eyes moist. “My father did not die needlessly mother. Your mate did not die needlessly. You left Earth with Riall mother… but father’s name has lived on for over three thousand years on this planet. Here on Earth. His deeds and those of our people next to him have never been forgotten. They have survived through the history of every civilization since he died here that day. His name is spoken with awe. Even more so now since it has been revealed what has been going on for thousands of years. Since it has become known what his actions here have done. He told you to find a good man and have good strong children mother. You have done that in Riall.” Martin looked at the statue. “Whatever the High Coven has done to us is now in the past. We must never forget it… but we must leave it where it belongs. In the past. Riall…”
Riall turned to look at him as Gorgo pressed back against him even harder. “Milord?”

Martin turned his yellow/gold eyes on Riall. “Swear to me this day… under the eyes of my father. Swear to me that you will let go of whatever shame you may hold over what has happened. Swear to me that you will love my mother just as intensely as you have loved her all these years. Swear this to me… so that we can move into the future and continue the legacy my father left to us.”
Riall held Martin’s gaze for a few seconds and then turned his head to look at the statue of Leonidas. He drew himself up to his full height and squeezed Gorgo even tighter against him. 

“I swear this to you King Leonidas. I swear this to you on the Spartan heart that pumps inside my chest!”

Gorgo broke down now and turned in Riall’s arms so that she could wrap her arms around him and press her face to his chest. Martin nodded and his own arms tightened around Aricia as Torma and Isheeni trumpeted out their voices as well, their roars echoing across the landscape.

“So be it.” Martin spoke softly. “It’s time now.”

Gorgo pulled her tear stained face from Riall’s chest and looked at her son. She watched Aricia smile and released her grasp of Martin’s waist and move quickly to where Isheeni settled to the ground. “Time… time for what my son?” Gorgo asked.
Martin looked at Riall. “Riall… you can ride with Aricia.” He spoke as Torma settled to the ground next to him as well.

Riall didn’t question him and began moving to where Aricia was settling into her saddle. Martin stepped up to his mother and picked her up easily, turning and depositing her in the saddle on Torma’s back. He climbed up himself and settled behind her on the saddle as the dragon armor gripped their legs and held them in place. Gorgo turned and looked at him.

“Martin… what… what are you doing?” She asked whipping the tears form her eyes.

Martin smiled. “I have a few tasks to complete… but before I do that… I’m going to keep the promise I made to my father.”

“What… what do you mean?”

“I’m going to take you home mother.” Martin said.

“Home?”

Martin nodded. “Yes. I’m going to take you home to Sparta. Torma my brother! Go!”

Torma roared in approval and with a powerful push from his legs he propelled them into the sky.

** These are the words to a Disney song I discovered from Lion King II. I never saw the movie… but the words struck me as appropriate.

