CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
EARTH

SPARTA

Gorgo remembered nothing from her ride on Torma as they spirited her away from that prison on Lycavore. This ride however she would remember for the rest of her life. The moment they had climbed into the sky, Martin had slipped his hand under hers as she held a death grip on the two eight inch long spikes protruding from his shoulders. Her eyes were tightly shut, and for the first few seconds she could feel the air whipping against her skin. The moment her son slid his hand under hers that stopped and Gorgo’s eyes sprang open as she felt the tingle along her arms and legs. She watched amazed as the light blue psychic shield that encompassed Martin and Torma when they flew now stretched out to extend around her as well. Martin’s arm slid around her waist and he brought his helmeted head next to her ear. Her hands dug into his arm as she noticed he had somehow retrieved his helmet and now the multicolored crested plume, the color of each of his Queen’s hair Gorgo realized, moved only when he moved his head.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Do not fear mother. He spoke to her. You will not fall.


Gorgo’s head turned slightly when she saw the azure blue scaled dragon she now knew as Isheeni appear next to them. Riall clung to Aricia’s waist his hands on her hips, but he sat high behind her, his eyes taking in all around them and a smile split his face as he glanced at her from across the distance. Aricia had also retrieved her helmet, and her hands simply rested on her thighs as they flew. The dragon armor had secured hers and Riall’s legs completely and Aricia had no fear of flying or falling. She had begun flying on Isheeni’s back long before they ever developed the saddles they now used.

Gorgo realized then that Martin was reinforcing her own Mindvoice abilities when he spoke to her because she was still weak, and she could feel the powerful tingling sensation in her head. She squeezed his arm tighter. [Mindvoice Shielded] Riall… he has done this before I take it?


Martin nodded his head as Torma and Isheeni leveled off at ten thousand feet above the ground and turned south. [Mindvoice Shielded] Yes. He has ridden on Isheeni and Torma most of all, a few other dragons as well.


[Mindvoice Shielded] My son…

[Mindvoice Shielded] Do you love him mother? Martin asked interrupting her.

Gorgo didn’t hesitate and nodded her head. [Mindvoice Shielded] As… as much as I once loved your father my son. Perhaps… perhaps even more.


Gorgo didn’t see Martin smile under his helmet. [Mindvoice Shielded] Those are words that my father has waited a long time to hear mother. He will be very happy you honored his wishes for you. And now he can rest in eternal peace. Martin spoke.


[Mindvoice Shielded] You… you speak as if you have talked to him Martin. Gorgo said turning her head slightly to look at the side of his helmeted head. As if you continue to talk to him. Have you? Do you?

Martin nodded slowly. [Mindvoice Shielded] The night I discovered who and what I truly am he appeared to me there at Thermopylae. Melda Min was with me… and Dymas. A few others saw him as well. We don’t speak of it much because it is a special moment that we don’t want to share. I made him a silent promise that night, before his spirit drifted away. I told him I would bring you home to the city where you belonged. The clone… I tried to get her to come to Thermopylae… to do more within Sparta… but she refused. I thought it was because she felt shame at having a new mate, I should have known better. I will not make that mistake again and I’m going to keep my promise to my father now. As for continuing to talk to him? He is my father… and he will always talk to me in my dreams. We will arrive in Sparta as soon as we meet my friends.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Your friends?


Martin nodded with a smile. [Mindvoice Shielded] Three hundred friends to be exact. With one new addition to the ranks of Bonded Pairs. Though I should call them a Bonded Trio.

[Mindvoice Shielded] What do you mean?


[Mindvoice Shielded] Look all around you mother. What do you see?

Gorgo turned her head to gaze out across the expanse of the blue sky all around her. They had risen above the sparse cloud cover, the sun bright and beautiful. Gorgo couldn’t help the smile that now curled on her face. It was truly amazing to have this much freedom and not be inside some sort of transport. [Mindvoice Shielded] I see the dawning of a new day my son. Bright sunshine and blue skies.

Martin nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Now look closer mother. All around you.

Gorgo did as he told her but this time she looked up as well as to the sides. She turned her eyes downward lastly. Her eyes narrowed when she saw shadows racing by along the ground far beneath them. Dozens of shadows. Hundreds of shadows. Her eyes grew wider as she realized these shadows were keeping pace with them somehow and they were getting larger.


Isra and Andreus were the first to break through the flimsy clouds beneath them, their matte black helmets adorned with crimson streaks in various sizes and designs. Andreus had sent for a STRIKER the moment they had established orbit over Earth. Lohana had picked him and Doranthe up within the hour and taken him to where the other members of Mjolnir’s Hand had gathered in the valley next to Thermopylae. They had spent the last three hours securing and caring for the eggs as they were loaded into the Type I Dragon Transport, but as soon as word reached them that their King had entered the system in the strange but wondrous ship, they got the message from Andreus to gather. He knew what the King wanted for they had talked of it before leaving the City Ship.

As Aelnala and Doranthe broke the cloud cover completely Gorgo saw the carmine red scaled dragon rising next, staying very close to the dirty yellow dragon. This dragon carried two upon its back, and from the way their uniforms fit, they appeared to be female. Then Gorgo’s eyes grew even wider as from all around her they raised above the clouds. Dragons of every color and size, though none close to the size of Torma. All of them carried a single rider, and all of them wore the body armor of a Lycavorian Spartan, their crimson capes whipping slightly in the wind. Gorgo swept her eyes from left to right, the blue sky now filled with dragons and riders in every direction.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Son vada carians! Gorgo gasped out. (By the gods)

Martin chuckled within their connection. Pretty amazing isn’t it Mother? He spoke now no longer shielding their conversation. This is one of the things that father’s sacrifice has led me too. It brought us together with them. Creatures from our legends… creatures that are not legends at all. What you see around you mother… they are Mjolnir’s Hand. I formed them once Torma and Isheeni came into our lives. Three hundred of them. Never one more… never one less. There will be others in the future I’m sure… but this unit… this group… their number will never exceed three hundred.

Gorgo turned her head. Like the three hundred that…

Martin nodded slowly. To honor all those who fell at Thermopylae. Not just my father. They are the finest trained of all Spartans within the Union. We call them Bonded Pairs for their Mindvoice abilities allow them to see, feel and know all that their partner knows.

Something my kind thanks our own gods for everyday. Torma’s voice echoed softly.


Isra and Andreus drifted up effortlessly next to Martin and Torma, Aelnala and Doranthe keeping pace easily for Torma was not traveling at even half the speed he was capable of. 


Milord… I contacted Panos and Dilios. They are standing ready and all is prepared. The city is turning out in droves sire. Andreus spoke with some humor. They are releasing the children from schools and closing shops across the city even as we speak.


Martin nodded. Mother you haven’t met Andreus. He is Aricia’s brother, a section leader of Mjolnir’s Hand and my Captain.


Gorgo turned and saw the large man on her right nod in her direction from the back of his dragon. He rode as Aricia did, his hands resting on his thighs. As Gorgo looked around further she saw that many of the riders were almost casual as they flew along ten thousand feet above the ground, as if they had no fear.

It is an honor I will carry with me and pass to my children Lady Gorgo. Andreus spoke warmly drawing Gorgo’s eyes back to his.

On my left is Isra. He is the other Section Leader and a very close friend. The mate of two that I call sister. That is them slightly lower than us on the red dragon. They are elves mother, and without them… it’s quite possible we would not be here now. Martin spoke.


Gorgo turned and saw the man nod towards her and Gorgo swore he had violet colored eyes. 


An honor it is Lady Gorgo. Isra spoke just as warmly as Andreus.


Gorgo turned slightly and looked at Martin. Panos… Panos and Dilios still live Martin? She asked. After all these years?

Martin nodded. Dilios leads the Spartan Senate and I appointed Panos Governor of Sparta last year. We have remained mostly hidden from everyone’s eyes as we trained in the last year. Many still do not believe Torma and his kind exist. Isra was able to dispel some of that when he came to Earth many weeks ago, but it is time I put that myth to rest forever. It is time our people know what is out there among the stars. They have seen some of it with those who are helping to rebuild Earth… but now I will show them that dragons do indeed exist. And I can think of no better day to reveal this then the day I bring the Queen of Sparta home.

Martin… Martin I am not a Queen any longer. Gorgo stated. I forfeited that title willingly when I left Earth with you in my womb. I do not deserve to be called a Queen of Sparta.

Gorgo… Aricia’s voice broke in and Gorgo turned to look at her on Isheeni’s back. Riall still sat high in the saddle behind her, unafraid and proud and his eyes never leaving her face. In Sparta Gorgo… you will always be a Queen. 


Roluth was gazing at Torma from slightly below him, marveling in the massive muscular body and the ease with which his wings propelled them along. Roluth was taking two sweeps of his wings for every one of the monstrous obsidian dragon. He allowed his rust colored eyes to traverse Torma’s body, all the way back to the lethal looking mace like tail. 

Roluth eased up next to Aelnala as she slipped back into position. She had told him to stay very close to her as he was not used to flying in the formations they would use, but Isra insisted that because of who Tarifa and Aihola were and how they were viewed like sisters by Martin, they should be present for this. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Aelnala?
Roluth saw her honey colored eyes turn to him as he reached out within the shielded conversation.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Roluth… what is wrong?
[Mindvoice Shielded] Aelnala… that is… that is Isheeni’s mate?
Aelnala chuckled within the connection. [Mindvoice Shielded] Yes Roluth… that is Torma. You need not be worried young one.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Aelnala… I… I plunged on his mate! He is… he is large enough to mash me like an insect.

Aelnala laughed again. [Mindvoice Shielded] You will be surprised at how Torma treats you young Roluth. You will have no fears after this day. Just stay close to me and do as Isra and I say. 

Martin turned his head to the side. Dragons and Spartans of Mjolnir’s Hand! He shouted within Mindvoice. Gorgo couldn’t help but shudder at the power she felt from within her son. My comrades! Join with me and let us take my mother home!

Three hundred plus trumpets and roars of approval echoed across the sky in agreement and all of them followed their King as he dove for the ground.

SPARTA


Panos and Dilios walked quickly down a crowded Paleologos Street, the main corridor through all of Sparta. The street still retained the two lanes of Lifter Traffic moving in either direction as well as the many towering pine tress and palm trees that lined the six meter wide median. The two Durcunusaan soldiers assigned to them walked behind them while a half dozen Spartans led them along the street. It was crowded now as Panos had been on the City Channel and reported that King Leonidas was returning to Sparta with a surprise for all the citizens. Schools and shops were closed early and people were flocking to the streets in the hopes of catching a glimpse of the son of the King they all so loved, who himself was now King of Sparta.


“This is incredible Panos!” Dilios spoke softly.


Panos nodded. “It must remain between us for now my friend.” He spoke softly. “The King will tell the Senate when the time is right. Let them believe that Lady Gorgo has finally surrendered to her son’s requests to return as a former Queen. Martin will explain to them how it is at a later time.”


“And this… this request from Armetus?” Dilios asked as he handed the data pad back to him.


“I found it odd as well.” Panos answered. “It will take some doing… but we have most of the history cubes he is asking for in storage. He will arrive in three days to review them. Martin has ordered a purge of all Intelligence assets on Apo Prime and within the entire breadth of the Union. Armetus said he will need to insure that is proceeding according to his plans before coming here.”


Dilios nodded. “My second assistant is somewhat of a history professor. I will have her begin pulling all the necessary cubes once the King has arrived.”


Panos nodded. “We are not alone anymore my friend. There is an entire galaxy out there.”


Dilios looked at him. “Perhaps… but one day… I believe one day Sparta will be the center of it all. The King… Martin… you can see the love for this city that resides in his eyes whenever he is here. The Queens as well.”


Panos matched his smile. “Yes… I feel that way as well. And now that Gorgo will return as a former beloved Queen…”


“That is why he went to Thermopylae first isn’t it? To allow her to see what Leonidas rests?” Dilios asked. 
Panos nodded. “Yes.”

“Andreus didn’t tell you how they would be arriving Panos?” Dilios asked.


Panos shook his head. “No. All Andreus said was look to the north. They would be coming from Thermopylae.”


The two men stopped in the street and looked at each other. Panos had been too old to fight at Thermopylae and instead his son Dymas had gone as one of Leonidas’s Captains. Upon his return and carrying the last orders from Leonidas, he had been named Guardian of the Line. Dilios was the son of a Spartan who fell at Thermopylae, and nothing was more enjoyable for him than to attend the graduation ceremonies at the monument there. It brought him closer to his father and his memories.


“What is it Panos?” Dilios asked.


“The only landing pads large enough for a STRIKER DT are on the southern edge of the city. The newer ones on the west are not yet finished.” Panos spoke slowly. “Andreus told me to look to the North and have the amphitheater by the North Gate ready.”

“Ready for what?” Dilios asked shaking his head. “The amphitheater holds nearly half the city if you include the grassy sections along the back of the acropolis.” Dilios’s eyes grew wide and he looked at Panos. “Panos… Panos my friend… he’s not arriving on a STRIKER!”

Panos met Dilios’s gaze. “No… he’s arriving on Torma! That’s why they are coming from the north instead of sweeping around to the south! They will come in over the mountains!”


Dilios grabbed his arm. “Hurry my friend! The Acropolis is the best place to view such an event!”


It took them nearly twenty minutes to run north to the ancient Northern Gate and the amphitheater that encompassed the area by the gate. It was near the gate of the old city and their love of history and their culture did not allow them to tear down the crumbling ruins. They were content to allow time to do that. The modern wall that had surrounded Sparta for so long was in the process of being torn down as the city expanded even further than it had over the last centuries. So many new men and women and even alien species were moving to Sparta, not only because it was the home of their King… but because it was a beautiful city and had not been touched by the ravages of war with the High Coven. The mountains were majestic, surrounding the city as they did, and there was plenty of room to expand the borders of the city. The Evrotas River now flowed within the city limits where it had once flowed alongside the city walls, and was used to feed the many hundreds of flower gardens that filled the parks and wide open areas within the city.

Thousands of men, women and children had already gathered, most of them parting for Panos and Dilios to slow to a sedate walk and move toward the amphitheater stage. The Northern end of the city was much more open; many of the buildings less than ten stories high and it retained much of the architecture from just before the passing of the comet, giving way to the name Old Sparta District. As they climbed onto the stage they could see that the streets and roads leading this way were crammed with people. Since the Lifter Traffic was limited now to the tremendous circle around the outskirts of the city, no one feared being run over by an overzealous operator. Sparta did not have the massive Lifter corridors like Tuya on Apo Prime and other major cities within the Union. Those Lifter corridors could extend upwards for hundreds of stories into the clouds, making it easier to move among the towering four and five hundred story glass and metal towers that decorated many of the modern cities off world. Here they wanted to keep the pace slow and sedate and the majority of the city interior was still only accessible by foot or small one and two person short range Lifters.


Everyone was looking to the sky hoping to see their King’s STRIKER swoop over the city as he had done when he returned for the birth of his son. Panos and Dilios knew otherwise now and their eyes were glued to the top of the mountain range to the north, waiting to see the small black dot that would be Torma come soaring over the top of the mountains that had guarded their city for centuries. 


Panos saw it first… and he pointed to the dot while nudging Dilios. “There!” He spoke.


Dilios turned and word began passing among the people nearest to them that had heard Panos. Yet as they watched… another dot appeared… and then another… and then two more. Three more. Four more… until the shapes of hundreds of dragons were filling the sky in the distance, speeding across the ground beneath them at only a hundred meters height.

“He… he has brought… he has brought all of Mjolnir’s Hand!” Panos gasped out in disbelief.


“How… but how! We did not know they were here!” Dilios echoed.


“Our eyes do not play tricks on us my friend!” Panos barked. “What do you see filling the sky before us?”


“Dragons!” Dilios answered.


That one word began to filter back through the throngs of men and women who were gathered like a wave rippling across the surface of a lake. Father’s lifted their smaller children onto their shoulders; children began to scream out in awe, some even scrambling to gain higher perches to see what they all thought they would never see. They could no longer deny the rumors and stories of the secret unit their King had formed. Flying directly at them, their trumpets and roars now filtering to the thousands gathered were hundreds of the creatures they thought could not possibly exist.


And then blasting over the northern gate with roars that shook their bodies and echoed among the valleys of buildings, so close to the ground that they were, the Bonded Pairs of Mjolnir’s Hand announced their existence to their fellow Spartans. The cheers began far in the back and quickly rose to a crescendo of screams of wonder and joy as the Bonded Pairs of Mjolnir’s Hand did spins and loops as they spread out all over the city beneath them waving to the gathered people below who looked up in awe. The roars of approval grew louder as first one, than a second and finally, all of the dragons began to sweep in low over the city, spreading out even more and landing among the throngs of citizens who scrambled back to allow room for the massive beasts that before this day lived only in their childhood stories.

Those closest to Panos and Dilios heard the deafening roar and were whirling around as Torma dropped from above like a rock only to flare his enormous wings and settle lightly to the ground. He bellowed out his greeting to the people of Sparta as loud as he could and his chest swelled with pride as not one single person ran for cover and they simply stood there and began screaming out their joy and clapping. Panos and Dilios moved quickly to where Martin was climbing from the saddle, just as Isheeni and Roluth touched down with Aelnala.


Martin turned and looked at his mother as Torma settled completely to the soft grass, her eyes wide as she gazed out over the people and city she had not seen in three thousand years. He smiled at her expression and held out his hands for her. 


“Welcome home mother.” He said softly as he held her waist and set her down gently on the grass.


Gorgo turned as Panos and Dilios stepped up and her eyes grew wide as her name began to echo among the thousands gathered. “Panos! Dilios!” Gorgo gasped as she saw the men move quickly up to stand in front of her.


Panos was beaming as he held out his hands and took hers in his. “Lady Gorgo...” He spoke gently. “It is… it is our honor to finally welcome you home. Where you belong.”


Gorgo looked at Riall as he came to stand beside her, her eyes flooded with tears. Her face was beaming and then she was hugging both Panos and Dilios tightly, only serving to make the people cheer louder. Gorgo pulled back and looked at them, tears streaming down her face.

“I… I have always imagined this day.” She gasped as she looked at them.


Panos wouldn’t release her hands and his eyes were moist as he looked at Martin and then back to Gorgo. “Then let us… let us make your imagination come true.” He looked at Martin quickly. “Milord… with your permission… Dilios and I would… we would be honored if you allowed us to escort your mother through the city.”


Martin nodded as he pulled Aricia close to him. “My mother doesn’t need my permission to walk among the streets of the city she had a part in building.” He said. Gorgo turned quickly and looked at him with wide eyes. Martin smiled at her expression. “I have things I need to do mother. I’m learning quickly as my father no doubt did… there is more to being King than just giving orders.”


Aricia removed her helmet quickly and handed it to Martin. “You don’t need me for what you have to do Beloved.” She spoke gazing at him with adoring eyes of her own. “With your mother’s permission I would like to walk with her.”


Gorgo nodded her head quickly and Aricia moved up to her and took her hands as they turned and moved down towards the cheering crowd, Panos and Dilios with them. Martin turned as Isra walked up to him, Tarifa and Aihola on either side of him.


“Andreus?” Martin asked.


“He has gone on ahead to the villa to prepare the security arrangements.” Isra answered. “Kmyla and his son are already there with Dasha and Androcles.”


Martin nodded and looked at Tarifa and Aihola. He grinned as he stepped forward and swept both of them into his arms, squeezing them tightly. Tarifa and Aihola were beaming as they hugged him back and then he put them down. 


“The eggs?” He asked. 

Tarifa squeezed his hand. “They are safe Martin. All of them.” She answered. “One of them even hatched as they were bringing them to the city. We helped Mjolnir’s Hand give all of them brief medical inspections and then they were loaded onto the ship to keep them safe and secure in the smaller pens until Anja arrived.”


“The three of you have done a wondrous thing.” Martin said. “Arzoal is beside herself with pride at what you have accomplished here.”


“Word is spreading quickly of this ship you arrived on.” Aihola spoke. “Will we get a chance to se it?”


Martin nodded. “The ship’s Avatar and Komirri most likely already have it down on Sardinia. That will be its home from now on. As soon as we finish our tasks we can all go there.” Martin’s nose wrinkled and he inhaled deeply close to Tarifa and then Aihola his eyes getting a little bigger. He stepped back a little his eyes wide.

“Both of you?” He exclaimed. Tarifa turned a bright shade of red while Aihola could not meet his eyes. He looked at Isra who wore a sheepish expression. “You don’t waste any time Isra my brother. What were you… shooting silver bullets?”


Tarifa and Aihola both punched him as hard as they could in the chest for they knew the meaning of that ancient Earth slang. “Stop it you brute!” Aihola spat unable to keep the smile from her face. 


“You should talk Martin.” Isra said with a grin of a male wolf who knew he had done well. “Anja and Dysea?”


Tarifa and Aihola looked at Martin now. “Both of them?” They exclaimed together with huge smiles.


Martin couldn’t help but laugh and he pulled them into another embrace while reaching out to Isra, who took his forearm. “And this Maruad character?” He asked when he released them again.


“Lynwe is keeping him company in the Eden City detention center.” Tarifa replied with a smile. “Aricia certainly bested him. It took Doctor Olyne nearly two hours to repair the damage she did.”


Martin chuckled. “She does have a temper.”


“What… what will you do with him Martin?” Aihola asked.


“I haven’t decided yet.” Martin answered honestly. “I wanted to get my mother home and back among those who love her. So much has happened in the last few weeks and I need a day or so to wrap my hands around it again.”


“The High Coven?” Isra asked.


Martin nodded. “Last report I got from Armetus says they were getting their asses handed to them on a platter.” He answered. “The bigger question mark is these Kavalians. How many did we capture?”


“Just over a hundred.” Isra replied. “Mainly due in part to the fact they were petrified of Isheeni and Roluth. Many of them simply gave up.”


Martin tilted his head. “That’s interesting.” He spoke. He looked at Tarifa and Aihola. “And this Roluth is the one you have bonded too huh?”


“Martin… it is… it is utterly…” Tarifa spoke.


“Amazing.” Aihola finished.


Martin nodded. “Yes it is.” He replied. He turned to see Torma lying on the ground, Isheeni nestled beside him as dozens of men, women and children were crowded around them both, reaching out to touch them.


Torma… when you and Isheeni are done basking in the attention… I’ll meet you back at the villa. Martin spoke.


Torma turned his massive head and looked at him. Martin… this is… this is inspiring.

Martin nodded. Enjoy it my brother. The walk will do me good.


Thank you Martin. Isheeni’s voice broke in.


Torma’s head turned and gazed at the carmine red scales of the young dragon as Martin led Tarifa, Aihola and Isra down into the crowd heading for the villa. 
Roluth had been watching Torma since they landed, marveling at how so completely graceful the mammoth dragon was. So majestic. He had not even settled to the ground fully. He turned away quickly however, when Torma’s golden eyes fell on him.


Young Roluth! Torma spoke firmly. Roluth’s rust colored eyes half lifted to gaze at him. He had no desire to anger this dragon, and he knew now how ridiculous his statement that he would fight him for Isheeni now was. It was completely obvious as Isheeni leaned up against him affectionately and Torma’s long tail absently stroked her own shorter one. Do you intend to take to the skies without your bonded ones?


Roluth heard Aelnala chuckle softly. No. He answered.


You fought beside my mate young Roluth. Torma spoke. Fought bravely and without fear. Do not remain alone. Come sit and enjoy the attention beside us. 

Roluth watched as Aelnala moved around him and settled next to Isheeni on the soft grass. He saw Isheeni’s head extend over Torma’s back and rest above his wings. Isheeni… you did not…?

I told him young Roluth. I keep nothing from my mate. Isheeni answered. As Aelnala and I have told you before Roluth… you are young and you have yet to learn the ways of our kind. You have learned much in your time with Isra… and you fought bravely. You need not worry Roluth. If my mate intended any harm… you would already be on the ground under his talons. You will always welcome with us Roluth. Come sit… you have flown more this day than at any other time in your life and I imagine you are tired. Come rest and bask in the attention.

Torma met his eyes again. I have found it is best not to argue with her. He spoke with humor in his voice. You deserve this more than us. Come Roluth.

If a dragon could smile, Roluth’s would have stretched the length of the field before him. He moved deftly up beside Torma’s huge bulk and settled to the ground next to him.

USU OZEIB 7


Yuri stood in the airlock tunnel on the orbiting station with her mother and could only gaze in disbelief at the condition of the BLOOD JUSTICE as repair crews began to swarm over her hull. There were huge chunks of hull missing, carbon scoring dotting the superstructure wherever she looked. The elegantly curved bow of the ship was caved in, open to space on one side, the sensor array fin and dome torn completely off. She could see the shimmer from force fields holding the void of space back and she glanced at her mother quickly, worry etched all over her face.


“Mother?” She gasped softly. “What… what if I have lost him? They were supposed to leave, not stay and fight!”


Aikiro reached out and took her hand. “Be strong Yuri.” She spoke turning as Tesand approached from the opposite end of the tunnel. He walked quickly up to them with the pad in his hand.


The airlock hatch opened then and they both turned as three men came walking out. Yuri’s hands went to her mouth as she saw him.


“I don’t care what they have to do!” Moran spat. “You tell the dock engineer to get the hull fixed and reload the missile bays! We can do without the lateral sensor array until we can do a more complete repair on her at a proper shipyard! We need to be ready to move in…” Moran turned when he heard the intake of breath and he saw Yuri and her mother in front of him.


Yuri stared at him aghast. The wound on the side of his head was still oozing, the entire neck and shoulder of his uniform soaked in blood. His left arm was red and the uniform sleeve burned through to his skin. There were several smaller lacerations on his face that had stopped bleeding and there was a nasty gash above his left eye that had caused his eye to swell almost completely shut, turning his skin black and blue with bruising. Moran looked at Yuri and saw the horror in her eyes, as well as the surprise in Aikiro’s eyes as well. She stepped forward.


“Commander Moran… what… what happened?” She asked softly.


“Another Fleet Group came out of reversion just after our transmission was jammed.” Moran replied. “They hit us pretty hard. I tried to get as many of our ships out of there as I could… but there were too many of them. Only… only seven made it back with me.”


Our ships.


Aikiro did not miss that statement and more than anything this convinced her of what she wanted to do. Perhaps not right now… but most definitely in the near future. “Do you feel up to giving us a full briefing? We need to know what is happening.” Aikiro spoke.


Moran nodded immediately. “I need a few minutes to get cleaned up.” He answered.


“You need to see a medical officer.” Aikiro spoke firmly. “Why did you not heal yourself with the blood you have onboard?”

“I had men who needed it more than me.” Moran answered.

Aikiro tilted her head slightly at this and stared at him. “See to your injuries Commander Moran. Then get yourself cleaned up and report to the Headquarters building in three hours.” Aikiro said.


“As you order Lady Aikiro.” He spoke.

Aikiro looked at Yuri. “I will not need your assistance until then as well daughter. Tesand and I have some things to discuss.”


Yuri nodded slowly. “Yes mother.”


Aikiro looked at Tesand. “Admiral Tesand, let us look over the reports you have brought from the Headquarters building.”


Tesand nodded and motioned down the corridor with his hand, falling in behind and to Aikiro’s right as she moved for the tunnel entrance.


Yuri looked at Moran, her eyes never leaving his face as he watched her mother and the Admiral walk down the corridor. She watched as his eyes returned to her, or at least what little of his injured eye he could see out of. 

“I will report to the medical center and shower Princess.” Moran spoke softly. “You do not need to wait for me. I know the way to the Headquarters building.”


Yuri stared at him… almost feeling the pain in his words and suddenly realizing the pain was hers as well. This man had stood beside her for so long… loved her completely for so long… and her words to him must have been like a knife in his chest. 


“I… I thought I had lost you Robert.” Yuri spoke in a whisper meeting his good eye. 


“I lost a lot of good men Princess.” He spoke his voice still holding an edge of formality to it.


Yuri moved closer to him unsure of what to say or do. The emotions sweeping through her were not anything she had felt before. She looked up into his face, reaching up tentatively with her hand to caress his face, being careful not to touch the injuries. She saw his eyes close slowly as she touched his skin. “Robert… Robert I… my words to you were not… they were cruel and not true.” She shook her head slowly. “I have never felt…”


Moran opened his eyes. “Yuri… do you love me?” He asked.


Yuri looked into his eyes. “Yes.” She answered without hesitation.


Yuri gasped loudly when his arms wrapped around her and crushed her body to his. She hissed in pain when his fangs bit deeply into her neck, and then her arms were wrapping around his head tightly, holding him in that position as he fed on her blood. Her eyes glazed over and she smiled… her own fangs extending as the delicious sensations raced through her. He lifted her off the floor and pressed her back against the wall of the tunnel, Yuri pulling his head tighter to her neck with one hand as the other gripped his back through his uniform shirt and held him there, her legs wrapping around his waist.


Aikiro stopped at the entrance to the airlock tunnel ring and turned back, seeing Moran holding her daughter pressed against the interior of the docking ring, and obviously feeding on her blood as she tried to pull him closer her face a mask of bliss. She looked at Tesand as they stepped into the next section. “You were going to say something before the Commander exited Tesand?” She spoke.


Tesand held out the data pad. “I asked the Chief Engineer for a damage assessment.” He answered evenly. 


Aikiro looked at the pad briefly. “Tesand… I know nothing about this sort of thing.” She spoke looking at him. “That is why I have you.”


“Aikiro… he should not have been able to bring this ship back.” Tesand spoke. “What he did… I have never seen anything like this. The LSD coils and power conduits are cross routed and rigged like nothing I have ever experienced. Allowing his men to use the onboard blood instead of himself. Did you see the way his men responded to him as they were exiting? No hesitation in his orders or even the hint of a question. They will do what he has asked them.”


Aikiro smiled somewhat. “What are you saying Tesand?” She asked. “And you should know that you of all people are not allowed to hold back from me. Not now.”


Tesand met her gaze. “This man might very well be our saving grace Aikiro.”


“And your suggestion?”


“Give him a Fleet Command Group.” Tesand spoke. “Something Veldruk would not do. Give him a Fleet Command Group and the rank to use it properly. And then turn him lose on these Kavalian scum.”


“Your suggestion will anger many of the older Purebloods Tesand.” Aikiro spoke.


“Vith them!” Tesand spat. “Our Coven… your Coven is at this very moment on the verge of collapse! Many of our officers are frightened! The reports are not good Aikiro… you have seen them yourself in the last few hours! We will learn more when he makes his report… but our men are fracturing. Many of them were loyal to Veldruk. Not to you.”


Aikiro nodded slowly. “I sensed this?” She said softly. She met his eyes. “Tesand… are you loyal to me after what you have seen? What I have done?”

“That is a question you will never have to ask me!” He snapped softly. “What do you want me to do? I will take a Fleet Group and go into battle without hesitation. I will kill whoever you ask me to kill! My only loyalty is to you! To your safety and that of this Coven! I…”


Aikiro reached out quickly with her hand and touched a finger to his lips in a very uncharacteristic show of emotion for her. “No Tesand.” She spoke softly. “I know what you will do.” She said. “Forgive me… I only wanted to see if your loyalty to me extended out of your bed. I will never question that again.”

Tesand did not take offense at her motives. He had watched her and protected her for over four millennia, and his feelings for her had only grown stronger. He knew how she was… what she was like and he had long ago accepted that about her. He took a deep breath. 


“You are Empress of the High Coven Aikiro.” He spoke evenly. “The only way for me to continue what we share… what I have always wanted to share with you… is for me to be loyal to you and the High Coven. Veldruk was a fool! He did not know what he had in you! I intend to explore that to its fullest extent and possibility… and I will kill every pureblood, turned or Kavalian scum who keeps me from that goal.”


Aikiro smiled at him. “I do believe you would Tesand.” She spoke. “I do believe you would.” She reached out quickly and squeezed his hand before pulling back. “And know that I want that as well.”


Tesand nodded. “Then let us set to the task of discovering who we can trust and killing those we can’t.”

USU OZEIB

HIGH COVEN MILITARY HEADQUARTERS

“They came across in two locations...” Moran spoke as he stood in front of the star chart. His injuries were healed, in part because he had taken Yuri’s blood and finished by ingesting nearly two additional pints of fresh blood. He had taken a steaming hot shower, Yuri washing his body. There had been nothing sexual between them even under the water. Too much was happening, and it was merely a way for Yuri to show her feelings for him. She had almost lost this man because of her own hate and fear and while she washed his lean muscular body, Yuri vowed to never make that mistake again, softly professing her love to him over and over as she washed his body. .

The secure room was filled with thirty of the most senior Pureblood officers in the High Coven Fleet and Military. There were aides sitting along the walls on both sides with Aikiro’s personal detachment of viciously loyal Immortals guarding both entrances and watching the men in the room with intense eyes. Tesand sat to Aikiro’s right, Yuri to her left as they listened to Moran.


“… We counted easily three thousand plus ships ranging from medium cruisers to these big boys that are easily a match for our REVERENCE-Class dreadnoughts.” Moran spoke confidently as he moved through the holo images and information. “They split into two separate corridors when they crossed the border… one headed for the outer defense line… the second corridor directly for our border planets.”


“They have done the same from the Epeclion Border as well.” Corana spoke form his chair. “Two separate corridors from their initial border crossing.”

“They’re trying to draw us out in small units.” Moran spoke. “I’ve seen this tactic before on Earth. They…”


“Tactics you learned on Earth have no place in this room Commander.” A senior Pureblood Admiral spoke now. He looked at Aikiro. “Empress we must send our forces out to engage them now. Engage them wherever they might be.”


“That’s suicide.” Moran spoke. “They’ll cut us to ribbons!”


“This is not some training exercise half breed!” The Admiral snapped loudly. “We are the High Coven!”


Yuri made to open her mouth but Aikiro reached out with her hand and placed it on her leg stopping her.


[Mindvoice Shielded] No Yuri. Aikiro spoke.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Mother they can not be allowed…

[Mindvoice Shielded] Daughter do you have faith in this man who has claimed more than just your body from what I have seen? Aikiro asked. And know Yuri… know that I do approve.

Yuri looked at her. [Mindvoice Shielded] Yes. She answered without hesitation.


Aikiro nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Then let us see what he does. I have already seen the loyalty he commands among those on his ship. I want to see what else he commands. Trust me Yuri.


“This half-breed as you called him…” The voice spoke from the side as the older, white haired Pureblood High Coven Admiral walked from the entrance past the four Immortals there. “This half-breed defeated me and I outnumbered his forces three to one. That is something no one in this room can say, least of all you Admiral Rdran!”


The Admiral stopped behind the empty chair and turned to Aikiro. “Empress Aikiro… I beg your forgiveness for being late to this meeting. I wanted to inspect the BLOOD JUSTICE myself before coming here. With Admiral Tesand’s permission I have been monitoring via communications implants.”


Aikiro nodded slowly. “Admiral Pontal…”


Pontal looked at Moran before settling into his chair at the table. “Please… continue with the discussion.”


Moran opened his mouth to continue but Rdran beat him to it. “As I was saying Empress… we must meet this attack head on. Send our forces out to destroy these Kavalian scum before a few minor victories they have achieved against inferior led forces gives them confidence.”


“Our own forces are only now coming to full alert status.” Corana spoke.


“Send them out as they become active!” Rdran spoke.


“And they will be destroyed piecemeal.” Moran spoke now. “That has got to be the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.”


“You will remain silent half breed!” Rdran bellowed. “You do not make decisions in this room! What would you have us do? Cower before these animals like whimpering fools!”


“No. I expect us to act like military leaders and not a bunch of arrogant pompous assholes looking to make a name for themselves!” Moran spat. “If we send our forces out in bunches the Kavalians will chew them up and spit them out. Have any of you in this room even looked at the reports I submitted?” His eyes swept across the table growing angrier by the second as no one but Corana and Pontal would meet his gaze. Moran stepped up to his chair and lifted the stacks of data pads on the table. “I had my men make these reports when they could have been helping to repair my ship!” Moran tossed them onto the center of the table and watched as they scattered across the polished surface.

“It is not your ship Commander!” Rdran barked. “It is my ship! It is part of my command and now it will take three weeks before it can be fully functional again!”

Moran glared at Rdran. “These are not some half baked idiots pouring across our borders you fucking fool! They are well trained and well led! They are executing directives and orders exactly as they have been instructed. They have one purpose and that is to destroy us! If we send our forces against them in small groups they’ll be wiped out. That is what they want us to do! That is why they are hitting us in as many places as they can! The Kavalians have superior numbers! Their ships are equal to our own in firepower and maneuverability! We have the advantage in speed and shields… but that will only be a factor so long as we use it properly! They…”

“Commander Moran!” Aikiro roared coming to her feet. Moran stopped and turned to meet her eyes. “You will control your temper Commander!”


Robert stepped back quickly and took a deep breath. “My apologies Empress.” He spoke softly after a moment. 

“I do not doubt your loyalty to this Coven Commander Moran. Not after that display.” Aikiro spoke. “What is it you recommend?”


“Empress!” Rdran spoke turning to face her. “He is a half breed! He has neither the rank the experience nor the Pureblood status to be making recommendations within this room, regardless of his status as the Princess’s consort! The High Lord would never have allowed this.”


Aikiro turned her dark eyes on Rdran. “I am not the High Lord Admiral Rdran!” Aikiro snarled in a low voice. “My pig husband is dead! Or have your eyes failed you so much that you can not see I am a woman and not a man!”


“Empress… I only…” Rdran started.


“I wish to hear what Commander Moran recommends Admiral.” Aikiro spoke. “Is that an issue with you?”


“No… no Empress.” 


“Good. Now… Robert… what do you suggest we do?” Aikiro spoke.


“My view hasn’t changed.” Moran spoke immediately. “We trade space for time. They have us outnumbered right now. Our forces are too wildly dispersed to do anything but die. If we send them against the Kavalians piecemeal then we may as well throw our hands up and surrender right now. They are going after our border planets to establish a foothold within High Coven space.” He turned back to the Star Chart. “If the reports we have received so far are accurate… they’ve already captured Pharna, Maset, Gasar, Vorda and Esenio. As we speak they are hitting Sthani and Rulale. And this is only within the thirty-nine hours since they began coming across the borders. And from there they’ll be able to launch multiple attacks into five different sectors pushing further into High Coven space.”


Rdran snorted in disgust. “This is why we should hit them now… the Kavalians are no match for our forces! What you speak of is treason!”

“What I speak of is common sense you moron!” Moran barked. “Yes… we have equal numbers of ships, over half of which are not even combat ready! And most of which are not even fully crewed!”


“What?” Aikiro barked looking at the men at the table. Tesand’s head had come up at this, his eyes wide as well.

Moran looked at her. “As it stands right now… we can only field seven… perhaps eight fully crewed and combat ready Fleet Groups.” He spoke.


“That is a lie!” Rdran exclaimed.


Moran whirled on him. “Is it?” He barked. “I don’t know what you have been doing for the last year Admiral Rdran… but when I’m not playing my role as consort to the Princess as you so eloquently reminded all of us was my role… I’ve actually been working. I’ve haven’t been cavorting with the politicians and seeing who I could get on my side! I’ve been training and working with the men that I was given to lead. During that time frame I’ve also discovered that over half our entire fleet has got a bad case of the ‘I don’t give a fuck’! Including your precious little Fleet Group all safe and cozy by Halus Four!”


Rdran came to his feet. “How dare you accuse me of…?”


“I’m not accusing you of anything asshole. I’m only telling the truth!” Moran spat.

Aikiro looked at Corana and Pontal. “Is this true Pontal? You are the most senior Fleet Group Commander here. Do not lie to me!” She gasped.


Pontal slowly nodded his head. “Regrettably I must concur with Commander Moran.” He spoke. “The past few years the High Lord has not been as concerned with fleet status and condition. We have had to manage as best we could.” Pontal turned and glared at Rdran. “Some of us have done a better job than others.”


“Empress Aikiro… I assure you that nothing this half breed dog says is in any way…” Rdran began walking around the table towards Aikiro. 


Robert Moran had heard enough. He was tired of playing games with these patsies. No one was able to stop him as he blurred in motion far faster than anyone thought was possible. Rdran’s words were cut off as Moran’s hand clamped around his throat and his body lifted into the air before slamming back down on top of the polished surface of the table with a thunderous crack. Moran leaned close to Rdran’s wide eyed face, stunned at the power and speed of the attack. Moran’s eyes had changed to vampire cobalt blue and his fangs burst from his gums as he glared at Rdran, his hand closing tighter around the pureblood’s throat.


“I did not come all the way from Earth after fighting Lycavorian and Elf scum for over five hundred years to have a pompous, no good shit for brains pureblood call me a liar!” Moran growled viciously as both Yuri and Tesand came to their feet next to Aikiro. “Go ahead Rdran… I guarantee you before anyone moves out of their chair or one of those Immortals lifts his weapon to shoot me you will be very much fish food, you sack of pureblood shit!” He squeezed tighter. “Twenty-three ships I lost! Twenty-three ships and over fifty thousand men! I don’t care how old you are fuck nuts… but if you disrespect the sacrifice they made for this Coven one more time, so help me I’ll drink your blood until you are nothing more than nasty shriveled shell!”

“Robert!” Yuri barked out. “Release him!”


Aikiro had a smile on her face as she looked at what was taking place. Yes… she had certainly found the man she was looking for. Now all she needed was time.


“ADMIRAL MORAN!” Aikiro bellowed. Robert looked up as Yuri and every set of eyes at the table went to her in shock. “Release him Admiral Moran! Now!”


Robert looked at her with confusion in his eyes as he removed his hand from Rdran’s throat and stood up quickly. Rdran gasped for air and flipped off the table to his feet, his own eyes full of fear as he stared at Moran.


“Empress… Empress I demand this man be executed!” Rdran gasped out as he struggled to his feet.

Aikiro turned her head a look of utter disgust on her face. “Tha’zwn! Captain… deal with this pathetic man please.”


The Immortal Commander in command of Aikiro’s detachment stepped forward, lifted his rifle and fired without pause. Rdran’s head erupted like an overripe melon, splattering blood all over the wall he was next to. As his body slumped to the floor Aikiro slammed the data pad down on the table starling almost everyone, but drawing their attention.

“I am not Veldruk gentlemen!” Aikiro snapped. “I will not tolerate laziness or pompous fools. You call Robert Moran a half breed because my daughter turned him, yet he has shown more loyalty to this Coven then most of you at this table. He speaks not from desire for personal gain, but from a stand point of how to save our Coven. If you will not treat him as an equal freely, than you will treat him as an equal in rank. He has just assumed command of Admiral Rdran’s Fleet Command Group. Make no mistake… if he fails in his duties I will kill him just as quickly as I will kill any of you. Regardless of how much influence you have within the High Coven Pureblood ranks.”


Aikiro settled into the chair as the door opened and the aide rushed up to where Tesand stood. “We are at a cross roads for the Coven and our people gentlemen. If you feel you can not take orders from me… this will be the only opportunity I will give you to depart High Coven space.” Aikiro looked at the men sitting at the table. “When we leave this room… if you are not fully in support of seeing this Coven continue… I will end your miserable life without a second’s pause. Do I make myself very clear?”


Aikiro saw the men at the table nod their heads quickly. She knew some of them would go against her… but until they revealed themselves she could not act.

Tesand turned slowly as he handed her the data pad. “We have lost the shipyards along the Epeclion border.” He spoke. “The Dire Brood Fleet Group attempted to stop the attacks and they were destroyed to the last ship.” He said softly.


Aikiro took a deep breath. “We will implement Admiral Moran’s plan immediately gentlemen. I will not have our forces destroyed in small groups like insects. We can regain what we lose… but we need to be alive to do that. Tesand?”


“Empress?”


“Issue the orders telling our forces to stand by for new orders. They are not to engage the Kavalians in any way. We must save what we can now. Have all of our inner production planets go on full alert. I want ships. I want new clone soldiers. I want weapons. And when we are ready… I want to make these Kavalian pigs regret they ever set foot in High Coven space.” Aikiro spoke.


Tesand nodded. “As you order Empress.”


Aikiro nodded. “You have quite a bit of work to do gentlemen. I suggest you get to it.”


The men at the table began to move quickly from the room. Moran glanced at Yuri quickly and then moved to follow the others. 


“Robert… wait a moment.” Aikiro spoke.


Moran stopped and turned just before he exited the door. As the last officer filed out he stepped back closer to her. Aikiro lifted her hand with a wave and the door sealed shut behind them. She got to her feet and turned to face him, glancing at Yuri quickly as well.


“That was quite a display Robert.” She spoke.


Moran bowed his head. “Forgive me Empress. I…”


“No.” She said. “Do not apologize for your actions. Yuri has told me how much you value the Coven… and I have seen it myself this day. Can we win Robert?”

Moran looked at her. “I don’t know.” He answered honestly. “But I’ll be damned if I ever give up.”


Aikiro smiled at his words and moved closer to him. “My daughter carries a child that is not yours Robert Moran… and yet you remain more true to her now that you were before.”


“Mother…” Yuri spoke stepping forward.


“As much as it disgusts me to say…” Aikiro spoke. “The child… it is a girl you know.” She said seeing Moran’s eyes go to Yuri quickly and then back to her. “When the child is born we will send her to Nuwaroa to be raised. Then you have my blessing to begin a family of your own. I don’t know what the future holds either… but once this child is born Robert Moran… once this child seals the loyalty of Vavant’s family to me… Vavant is yours. Kill him. Feed on him! Burn him! I do not care. Just make sure you leave no trace.”


Moran’s eyes glittered with cruelty. “Of that you can be sure.”


Aikiro nodded. “There is another issue that I would like your advice on.”


“I serve the Coven and you Empress.” 


Aikiro chuckled. “And you may dispense with that right now when it is just us.” She spoke. “Tesand only does this in front of others… and as with him… when we are alone, away from prying eyes and ears you may call me Aikiro.”


Moran glanced quickly at Yuri and then lifted his head up and he stood to his full height. “Thank you.” He spoke.


Aikiro nodded. “Good. Now… my other issue.” She said turning and moving to the counter and pouring three glasses of rich dark blood as Moran and Yuri moved up next to her. She held out the glasses to them and waited for them to take the glasses before lifting her own. “The Lycavorian dogs have begun a purge of every asset we have within their territory. They are leaving no stone unturned. They have my son Vonis. I want him back.”

“May I ask why?” Moran asked. 


“Two reasons actually.” Aikiro spoke. “Yuri and I have already discussed them.”


“Vonis is privy to every intelligence operative and operation we have ongoing inside the Union.” Yuri told him. “Father gave him this knowledge so that he would not be left out to dry so to speak. He can withstand most interrogations without concern, however if the dogs ordered him to be interrogated with drugs or using methods that are extremely harmful to our species… he might reveal more than we are willing to reveal.”


“This concerns you?” Moran asked.


Aikiro nodded. “If he has allowed himself to be swayed by some female elf whore then he may not have the fortitude to resist the more vigorous means those animals could employ to interrogate him.”


“The second reason?” Moran asked.


Aikiro’s eyes hardened. “I wish to execute him myself for his fool actions.” She spat.


Moran didn’t bat an eye. “What can I do?”


“Yuri tells me that during your time spent with Cha’talla you had reason to meet with the Overseer we bribed.” Aikiro spoke. “I want you to reach out to him once more and arrange an exchange with Leonidas for Vonis’s return. Yuri will conduct the actual exchange.”

Moran watched Aikiro turn and move back to the table and sit down. He looked at Yuri and saw her nod her head. Moran moved to the table and took the seat Tesand had occupied only minutes before. 


“It is possible he has already revealed this information to the Lycavorian dogs.” Aikiro spoke. “And if that is the case I want to kill him myself even more. I gave Veldruk two sons and he raised one to think he was a god… and the other to think he is above his mother’s judgment.”


“Leonidas will undoubtedly want something in return.” Moran spoke. “If he even agrees to an exchange at all. What do we have that he would want?”


“Safe passage for every agent he has within our borders back to Lycavorian space. No questions asked, and he will know I am not fool enough to think they do not have agents within our ranks.” Aikiro answered. “And the identity of the Overseer who arranged for the attack on the Hadarian witch’s sister after he had made a deal with them to not attempt anything further once they got her back across the border. He will like that information though that is not something you need to reveal to the man you meet.”


“Is it the same one?” Moran asked.


Aikiro shook her head. “No. But he does stand to gain from any action Leonidas conducts so I’m sure he won’t mind the results.”


Moran nodded. “I will contact him as soon as I greet my new command.” He said.


“Act quickly Robert.” Aikiro spoke. “I will need your full attention on the Kavalians once this is arranged. Our very future depends on it.”


Moran looked at Yuri and for the first time since returning a smile split his face. “Yes I know. And it is a future I want to enjoy.”

EARTH

WICHITA

Syrilth rested on the deck of the Type I Dragon Transport watching intently as the red haired female moved from chamber to chamber checking instruments. She wore the strange looking glove over her right hand and as she passed it over each egg Syrilth would watch as the small green lights would flicker and then become solid. She had remained inside this ship with her siblings all night, never sleeping and watching as their eggs were handled by the many Lycavorians as if they were precious gems. Roluth had left with Aelnala and his new bonded sisters many hours ago while Tharua and the rest of her hatched brothers and sisters wandered among the hundreds of their kind that now filled the field all around the ship resting and waiting for something to happen. The green scaled dragon she now knew as Miath rested at the very bottom of the ship’s ramp. He was a Hybrid dragon, born from a Heavyhorn mother and Firespitter father, and he was the bonded brother to the diminutive female that now looked after her siblings. He was never far from her side Syrilth noticed, always with at least one of his gray eyes on her. She had met Isheeni’s children and the other Queens of the Union Arzoal had told her as well as the Firespitter who was bonded to the elven Queen who was now with child. 


The last hours had been full of wondrous new events and things Syrilth never believed she would see. The exit of the three hundred Bonded Pairs, as she discovered they were called, from their ships overhead. The exit of four hundred of her own kind from this very ship as it hovered above the field and the hatching of her newest sister who she had named Talnara in honor of her mother. Talnara now slept curled into a ball on the soft hay only a few feet away. The Guardian of the Line had arrived with Majeir and the others, Majeir refusing to leave the Guardian’s side as he moved about the many dragons and Lycavorian troops that had arrived to provide protection.


And then there was Maruad. 


He was under heavy guard within the bowels of one of the destroyed buildings of the ruined city they were on the outskirts of. She had seen him briefly and the injuries he had sustained at Aricia’s hands. Roluth had told her it was inspiring to watch as she beat him to within a heartbeat of his life, never once showing mercy or pity on him. As events around her were changing Syrilth had found the hatred slipping away with so many new discoveries over the past hours. The discovery that there were thousands more of her kind, and thousands upon thousands, even millions of Lycavorians and elves who viewed her kind as sacred icons. Arzoal had sat for hours with her here in this ship and told her of how they had come to this point in their lives. She had told her of Aricia’s and this King’s action on Enurrua in ending the war that had raged for thousands of years and freeing their kind. How he had returned them all home to the planet of their origin and how the elves now looked at them as their ancestors from which they had evolved. 

Syrilth turned as she saw Anja step away from the last chamber and look at her with those jade colored eyes.


All of them are responding the vitamin and enzyme proteins Syrilth. Anja spoke with a smile. They are already beginning to grow more rapidly within their eggs as their bodies get what they have needed.


Tharua and the others? Syrilth asked.


I made sure they ate all of the meat we gave to them. It was the same as what you and Roluth got from Isra. Anja answered. Within three or four days, all of you will be the picture of health. You can now hunt freely and get what you need easily. With the correct diet and medicines we will give you, I do not doubt your brothers and sisters will become more than a handful for you. 


Majeir?


Anja nodded slowly. She will be fine. I examined her thoroughly when Walter brought her here. Aside from a little pain in her head from where she was struck, she is also in excellent health. You did an amazing job raising them to this point Syrilth.


Will… will I lose them?


Lose them? Anja spoke. Why in the world would you lose them?


If I am to act as… as the Elder for this planet… I…

Anja stepped closer and reached up to stroke her smooth snout even as Miath walked up into the ship and settled to the deck next to her.


You will never lose your siblings Syrilth. Anja spoke. They will remain here with you. The ship we arrived on… it has the ability to change its shape to some degree. The cybernetic avatar… we call him Avi… Martin left instructions for him to arrange the ship into the best possible configuration for dragons to grow and prosper. I believe it has already landed and soon you and the others can go there. It will be your home. You’ll be able to teach them to fly; you’ll be protected from the elements. You will not lose your siblings Syrilth.

The Elder Mother has an aide Syrilth. Miath spoke now. Two of them actually. An elven female and a Lycavorian Spartan. She communicates through them since not all of those that we come into contact with can communicate on a level such as Anja and the others you have met up to now. You will always be able to speak with Tarifa and Aihola… and I’m sure you will have your own aides, if that is what you want to call them. You will never be alone.


They all turned as Tharua came trotting up the ramp and into the massive ship.

Syrilth! Syrilth!


Tharua… what is it? Syrilth spoke as she gathered her legs under her.


They… they are gathering to board this ship! Tharua exclaimed. The others of our kind! They are leaving!

Syrilth turned quickly to look at Anja who had her eyes closed and a smile on her face. Anja! What is happening?


Anja opened her eyes and looked at her. Martin is coming. She replied. We are going to meet him. That is why they are coming to board. We are not leaving Syrilth.


The King? Syrilth gasped.


Anja nodded. He has sent word that we are to gather on mountains east of where Maruad was holding the eggs. Isheeni and Aricia are already there waiting for us with Arzoal. It seems Maruad was taken there very early this morning.


This morning! Syrilth nearly shouted. I saw no one leave the city.


Nor did I. Tharua spoke.


Anja and Miath chuckled within Mindvoice. Martin can be very secretive when he wants to be Syrilth. If he wanted Maruad removed without notice… believe me when I tell you no one would have noticed. She removed the strange looking glove just as Iriral landed outside the ship and she saw Dysea and Isabella on her back. She watched as they leaped nimbly to the ground and began to walk up the ramp. Anja had to admit Dysea looked radiant, Isabella equally so. They were apparently so closely tied together now that what affected one of them affected the other. Anja felt warmth surge through her as she remembered her and Bella’s tryst on the City Ship and she could not wait for it to happen again, this time with all of them.

Melyanna! Nauta Melme is moving. We must go! Dysea spoke within Mindvoice as she came up and took Anja’s hand while laying a sizzling kiss upon her. Dysea looked at her with smoldering emerald eyes when she broke their kiss. Bella told me of your encounter Melyanna. I sincerely hope you have enough energy left for the rest of us.


Isabella shrugged sheepishly. She tortured me for the information Anja. I couldn’t resist her.


Anja laughed and held Dysea close to her. Well… you were preoccupied if I remember. But I think we can discover something to do while Bella and Martin have some time together. 
Martin and I? Isabella gasped. I… I don’t think I am ready for that just yet. She spoke with smoldering hazel/green eyes of her own. 
Dysea chuckled and pulled Isabella closer to them. You are as ready as we were when the time came Bella my love. Don’t fight it any longer.

She’s right Bella. Anja said.

Isabella looked at them for a long moment. Perhaps… perhaps you may be right.

Of course we are right. Dysea spoke nuzzling her neck.

Anja looked at Syrilth now. You must come with us Syrilth. You are an Elder now and you will be expected to be there.

I would not miss Maruad’s judgment if my life depended on it. Syrilth spoke.


Anja nodded and moved to put the medical glove away. She looked up at Dysea and Isabella as Iriral led the procession of dragons into the cavernous ship, the first fingers of dawn beginning on the horizon. 


Melyanna… where is Seanna? Dysea asked.


She has returned to Eden City. Anja replied as she ushered Miath into one of the adult pens. There were some issues she wanted to take care of.


Issues? Dysea asked.


Anja met her emerald eyes. I did not understand them myself… but it is something she needs to resolve herself. I think she… I think she has discovered a male that caught her attention on Lycavore. I can not help her with that. She will be fine.

Dysea smiled and nodded. Very well… once our brothers and sisters are all onboard we can depart.


Twenty minutes later the Type I’s engines were whining in power as they propelled the ship off the ground into the sky. The massive transport rotated a hundred meters off the ground as it continued to climb and then it lit off its thrusters. 

They headed west.

PACIFIC OCEAN
HALF A MILE FROM THE OREGON COAST


Do you think we wore them out my brother? Torma’s voice asked as he propelled them along the surface of the Pacific Ocean only fifty meters off the water. The sun was well into the sky now and the water was surprisingly calm.


Martin chuckled and shook his head. Doubtful.

I had almost forgotten how passionate Isheeni could be. Torma spoke. And it is even more pronounced now that she carries eggs. Torma turned his head after a few moments of silence from his bonded brother. What troubles you Martin?


A lot of things trouble me Torma. Martin answered. The Coven… these Kavalian. What I have discovered recently. This Maruad fool. I wasn’t kidding when I told Helen I would like nothing more than to take my Queens and go stick my head in the sand somewhere.


But you will not. Torma said confidently. It is not in your nature to run from a problem, no matter what it may be.


Martin shook his head slowly as he reached up to scratch under the cheek protector of his helmet. No I won’t run. I still haven’t decided what to do about this Maruad character Torma. He killed Syrilth’s mother and father for his own gain when he could no longer control them. He has given the order to kill helpless eggs by smashing them onto the rocks. The larger part of me… the Bonded Pair part of me wants to send him into the dark abyss for what he has done. The part of me that is King knows I must act according to our laws and put aside my own personal feelings. That is very hard for me to do.

Without the laws we follow Martin my brother, we become no better than this Maruad. Torma spoke evenly. My kind knows this. They have known this since the day we became part of the Union. They trust in you and your judgment. You are the one who pulled us from the horror that we lived on Enurrua. As any of your Spartans would die for you… any of my kind would do the same.

I know. Martin answered. And that is part of why I don’t want this job. Having so many lives hinge on my word. My decisions. I fight with this every day.

You have done this all of your life Martin. Torma spoke as he banked lazily over the water. It is something you have done with barely a thought. Just as your father did. Just as your grandfather did. It is in your blood. Though it may not seem like it to you… no one follows you because of the name you carry my brother. They follow you because of who you are. They know, just as I know, you are the best hope for the future. You lead with your heart Martin, just as your father before you. And again they know… just as I know… no matter what happens… you will not abandon them. And if it is within your power to succeed… we will succeed. Together.

Martin was silent for a long time as the rush of the wind beat against their psychic shield and the sun glittered off the ocean below. The salt air filtered through his lungs and he breathed deeply. 


He betrayed your people my brother. Torma’s voice echoed in his mind. No matter what your heart desires… you must never forget that.


Martin’s eyes hardened. I don’t intend too.

You have decided to not speak of it haven’t you? Torma said.


It will become known sooner or later. Martin answered. Things like that always do. Until then… no. Four of us know the truth. I have no intention of taking back what has been accepted without question and caused so much happiness. For all those involved.


Including you and your Queens?


Martin nodded. Including me and my Queens brother. 


Good. Torma spoke. Our path has been set before us Martin Leonidas my brother. Now all we need do is follow it. And when that path alters course… we can only make the best guess to remain on it.

Torma my brother?


Yes.


Torma… let’s go deal with this fool Maruad and get going on that path then.


Indeed!


With a bellowing roar Torma turned sharply and pointed them at the shore.

Heceta Head.


It had once been the tallest lighthouse on the Oregon coast. Now it was nothing more than a broken shell and crater in the ground. The sky fire from the passing of the comet had burned away the hundreds of thousands of trees that had once covered this majestic site. The bed and breakfast home half a mile across the small bay which had catered to the wealthy at the end was now shattered and decrepit. Isra and Aihola had attacked in force and they left almost nothing standing. It was now blackened by fires that had raged for hours and parts of it still had whispers of smoke rising from the ruins.

The eruption of Mount Saint Helens in the north so long ago had caused parts of the cliffs nearby and along the entire coast to fall into the ocean, flattening almost completely what had once been a towering mountain behind the lighthouse, and separating part of what had once been California completely from the mainland. Now that flat expanse of land and the remains of the lighthouse jutted out into the raging ocean only three hundred meters below. And spread out on the huge expanse of flat terrain and along the entire coastline on either side were seven hundred dragons and their riders. The Type I transport had landed only a kilometer away and it had been nothing to move here, a short hop on a dragon. Upon arriving, Anja and the others found Aricia and Isheeni waiting for them. Their reunion was passionate and eager and as hundreds of dragons looked on the five women had shared blistering kisses of love as well as embraces of devotion and joy at once more being together. Isheeni rested beside her mother and she smiled a dragon smile as Syrilth and Tharua walked up and settled to the ground next to her.

Isheeni… they are… Syrilth began to speak.


Isheeni nodded her head. Yes. They share each other as well as the King. Isheeni spoke.


Arzoal turned her head and looked at Syrilth. That is their power and strength as a family. She spoke.


Syrilth turned her head and her eyes grew wide as she saw Maruad standing on the ground that had once been the lighthouse.


Maruad! She hissed out.


He is truly a pitiful man. Arzoal spoke with some humor. He has done nothing but sit or stand there whimpering like a baby or making odd threats.

He is unguarded! Tharua exclaimed.


Where will he go Tharua? Isheeni spoke. Seven hundred of our kind watches him with murder in our eyes. He waits for the one who he thinks will grant him a reprieve from justice for they are the same species. A reprieve he will never see.


Syrilth turned as her sister Majeir scampered up her tail and came to rest on her shoulders between her wings. The ocean is so beautiful Syrilth! Majeir exclaimed.


Yes it is little one. Yes it is. Syrilth looked at Isheeni. Your mate… will he be here soon?

Isheeni met her eyes. He will be here soon enough with the King. They are typically male and enjoy making grand entrances.


Aricia nuzzled For’mya’s elven ear firmly as she held her tightly in her embrace and she felt For’mya sigh in delight and passion. [Mindvoice Shielded] Oh I have plans for you this night For’mya. Aricia spoke including only her fellow Queens in the conversation.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I hope they include us as well. Anja spoke brightly.


Aricia squeezed her hand with a seductive smile. [Mindvoice Shielded] Oh they do. All of us in fact.

The four Queens and one concubine to the King of the Union moved together, holding each other tightly as they walked to where Isheeni and Arzoal rested. They settled to the ground in front of their dragons, Isheeni stretching out with her head to gently butt Aricia in the back of her shoulder, as Iriral and Miath stretched out on the ground on the opposite side of Arzoal.

“This is what you call justice!” Maruad screamed out from where he stood. “Where is this King you wait for? Bring him to me so that I can…”


Isheeni’s eyes clouded over with love as she, Aricia and her fellow Queens felt the overwhelming surge of power unleash around them.


They are here! Isheeni spoke calmly.


“This is what you call justice!” Maruad screamed out from where he stood. “Where is this King you wait for? Bring him to me so that I can…”

Thud


Thud


Maruad turned quickly, the words dying in his throat as the bright sun was blotted from the sky by the enormous shadow rising from below. As he completed his turn his dark eyes went wide in horror as he realized it wasn’t a shadow at all, but the single largest dragon he had ever seen in his lifetime. Arzoal had not moved from her spot on the ground and he was unable to judge her size with any real accuracy. But this dragon… this dragon was not resting on the ground and he was enormous. A dragon with jet black obsidian scales and eyes the color of gold. He staggered back quickly, losing his balance and falling to the ground, even as the enormous beast flared its wings, and came to almost a complete stop in mid air. The wingspan on the monster before him had to be at least twelve meters across and Maruad scrambled backwards frantically, kicking at the ground with his feet to back up away from the creature. Torma settled his nearly eight tons of muscle and power to the ground and unleashed a roar that caused Maruad’s clothes to ripple with the force of air that Torma expelled in that bellow directly into his face.

Syrilth and Tharua’s eyes were wide as well and Majeir had stopped scampering along her back in excitement as they watched that colossal black dragon drop to the ground in front of Maruad. In front of the man that had caused them so much pain in their lives.

Isheeni… Isheeni… this is your mate? Syrilth gasped out still unable to grasp the enormity of Torma’s size. He was equal to the Elder mother in sheer size, but his obsidian scales rippled with muscles that she did not have, and he appeared much heavier. His scales gleamed with heath, just as all the other dragons she had seen so far, his talons thick and brutally sharp she saw. His wingspan was larger than the Elder Mother by a good meter and a half, yet for all his size, his movements were confident and graceful and above all else, they were fluid. Syrilth thanked the dragon gods that events had transpired as they had, for looking at Isheeni’s mate as he dropped to the earth in front of Maruad, she had no doubts this dragon would have swatted her and Maruad from the sky like insects. She could feel the breadth of power within Mindvoice that this dragon commanded and it made her shiver inwardly in fear and awe.

Isheeni’s azure eyes were full of love and desire as she gazed at the obsidian scaled male dragon who had claimed her heart and soul so long ago. He is beautiful isn’t he? She spoke wistfully even as her wings rippled slightly in delight.


He is… by the gods… he is so large. Syrilth stammered. 


Syrilth… he is huge! Tharua exclaimed.


Isheeni chuckled and her azure eyes gleamed. Oh you have no idea. She spoke as she remembered their night together last night. They hadn’t been away from each other for so long a period of time in their entire lives, and they had certainly made up for that last night. Isheeni thought she would go hoarse from all the trumpeting in pleasure she had experienced last night. Of course it made matters worse because Aricia and Martin were experiencing the same thing.

In droves.


Now justice will be done. Arzoal spoke softly.

Martin glared at Maruad from Torma’s back as he roared out his hatred for the man in front of him. He was a large man, nearly as large as Danny he saw, but judging from the look in his eyes right now he was nothing more than a coward.
Martin felt the dragon armor release his legs and he acted quickly. Drawing from the staggering TK power that he and Torma commanded as a pair he exploded out of the saddle, executing a forward flip just as Maruad was scrambling to his feet. The crested plume on his helmet, now released from within the psychic shield that surrounded them when they flew, whipped about in the warm ocean breeze as Maruad’s eyes went wide. Martin’s size eleven combat boots smashed into his chest like a sledgehammer and pain lanced through his chest as two of his ribs snapped completely in half within his body. Maruad felt his body lift into the air and he flailed wildly as he was tossed like a child’s toy across the expanse of where the lighthouse had once stood, crashing painfully to the ground twenty meters from where he had been. He could hear the bellows and roars of approval from hundreds of dragons all around, their roars deafening and almost painful to his ears.
He saw the shadow above him as he rolled over and then Martin’s yellow/gold eyes were glaring at him, his unique dual fangs fully extended and exposed.

You must be Maruad! Martin barked out loudly in Mindvoice, his voice carrying to every dragon and Lycavorian that was watching what was happening. My name is Martin Leonidas. And it is certainly not a pleasure to make your stinking acquaintance! Let me introduce my Bonded Brother Torma!

Maruad could only stare as Martin reached down, grabbed the front of his shirt and once more using his TK power he tossed Maruad through the air back towards a waiting Torma. Maruad impacted the ground even harder this time and he groaned loudly in pain as his broken ribs ground against each other and pain coursed through his chest once more. His dark eyes went wide once more as he saw the massive dragon’s mace like tail hurtling down towards him. He had never seen a Heavyhorn dragon before Aelnala. Since he had not fought Aelnala directly he had no idea what they could do with their tails. The clubbed end of Torma’s thick tail smashed into the ground next to his body with such force, Maruad bounced several inches off the ground as dirt and dust exploded up showering him.
Torma lowered his massive head to within inches of Maruad’s face and bared his own extremely long and lethal fangs and teeth, his wings snapping out to their full extension with a loud popping noise.

Hello fool! Torma shouted out within Mindvoice.

Despite the pain racking his body from his older injuries at the hands of the female, and now his new broken ribs, Maruad kicked at the ground pushing away from Torma as he heard the immense beast laughing softly in his head mocking him.


Now you will see Syrilth. Arzoal spoke gently as she turned to look at her.


Elder Mother? Syrilth gasped.


Can you not feel it Syrilth? Arzoal said. The utter commitment to each other that they share. Like Aricia and my daughter they are almost one mind, and the power they command is unlike anything I have seen in my lifetime.


Far more than Aricia and I will ever achieve. Isheeni broke in.


It frightens me at times to imagine what they could do. And they grow more powerful as time passes. Aricia said.


This is what we now share Syrilth. This is what the King has given us. Little more than a year ago our kind was nearly extinct. We were losing Syrilth. Then he and Aricia blue eyes came into our lives. There is not a dragon within the Union who would not willingly sacrifice themselves for this man and what he had done. He considers all of our kind his family Syrilth… and Martin Leonidas is extremely protective of those he considers family. Arzoal told her.

Isheeni nodded her head in agreement. A fact that Maraud will discover soon enough.


Quite painfully I’m sure. Anja echoed.


“Get back!” Maruad screamed as he got to his feet glaring at Martin. “You are King! You… you can not act this way!”


Martin was standing in front of Torma now, his massive head looking over Martin’s right shoulder.


What is wrong Maruad? Martin taunted him. Are you upset because there are no weak ones around here you can dominate? Are you angry because you no longer hold the lives of Syrilth’s siblings over her head? That you can no longer force her to act how you want her to act for fear of you destroying the eggs of her brothers and sisters?


Martin began walking forward his anger growing. Dragon eggs! Eggs that could not defend themselves! Eggs that you and your flesh eating monster friends killed! Let me show you how I feel about you Maruad! 


Martin lifted his hand and Maruad was seized in the grasp of some unknown force and hurtled forward, directly towards Martin. He could not stop his motion, he could not close his eyes, and he could not prepare for the pain.


Martin’s armored fist smashed into Maruad’s jaw with enough force to bring him to an immediate halt and the sound of his teeth smashing together was clear even across the large area. Maruad vaguely heard the sounds of joyful trumpets from the gathered dragons as he felt his body propelled backwards from the power of the blow, his mind not even registering the pain from his jaw or the fact he was now missing five teeth. A wheezing sound escaped his lips as he landed on his back, jolts of agony shooting through him like fingers of electricity.


I would at least respect you if you had fought honorably Maruad. Martin yelled out as he moved to stand above Maruad’s body. You are a traitor to your own kind. A scum of the worse sort. Dragon eggs are precious! They are life! And one of them is worth more than ten of you, you nubous piece of shit!


Martin held out his hand once more seizing Maruad’s body in his TK grip. This time however he simply lifted him straight up and rammed him back into the earth, eliciting an agonizing howl of pain from Maruad that sounded like that of a dying animal coming from his between ragged and bloody lips.


I should let my Queen finish beating you into raw meat! Martin growled. She was doing such a wonderful job of it! It would have spared me from having to stand in your foul presence and smell your stink!


Oh he is feeling his oats today! Anja laughed within Mindvoice. Carians Little Wolf… what did you do to him last night?


Dysea, For’mya and Isabella laughed softly as Aricia blushed under her tan. I missed him. That is all. She said with a smile.


You will need to show us your technique Aricia. For’mya spoke.


Yes indeed. As powerful as his aura is right now… he could go on for days. Imagine the pleasure in that. Dysea spoke.

Maruad skidded to a halt, slamming into Torma’s stone like tail as he was once more tossed through the air and landed painfully. Blood spilled from his lips this time as he rolled to the side. Clawing at the loose dirt he pulled himself away from Torma who did not move from his spot. With a heave of monumental will Maruad hauled himself to his feet. He staggered around almost drunkenly as Martin move to stand once more next to Torma’s front foreleg as he settled to the ground calmly.


“Just… just kill me you dog!” Maruad screamed as blood showered the area in front of him. “Kill me… and be done with it!”


Martin’s eyes fell on where Aricia and the others sat watching events unfold. His women. One had already given him a beautiful son, and two more carried his children even now. His yellow/gold eyes fell on Isabella. Her long hair cascaded over one shoulder and she held not only Dysea’s hand, but Aricia’s as well. Anja leaned up against her on her other side, while For’mya leaned against Aricia. Looking at her in all her vampiric beauty Martin decided he would have her this night if she was ready. All of them sat proudly, their heads held high, their hair blowing in the slight breeze and he could not feel anything but love and warmth for them all. His eyes then caught the movement and they shifted to the small hatchling that was watching from atop Syrilth’s back sitting on her hind legs and her small wings flapping every few seconds.

Martin knew his path then.


Martin turned back to Maruad as he staggered trying to maintain his balance. No Maruad! I’m not going to kill you! Martin exclaimed loudly within Mindvoice. That would be too easy! He stepped away from Torma’s body and turned his eyes directly to Syrilth. I’m going to let the youngest of those who you have tortured and dominated judge you Maruad. He turned and looked directly at Syrilth.

Majeir!


Majeir! Martin’s voice sprang out at them like a voice from the darkness.


Syrilth gasped within Mindvoice as dozens of heads turned to look at her young sister who had frozen in place on her back. She looked at Arzoal. Elder Mother?


Arzoal’s eyes smiled as she gazed at Syrilth. You have nothing to fear Syrilth. Now you see why we adore him so.


Sister! Majeir exclaimed. He called my name!


Syrilth turned her head and looked at the spirited hatchling sister whom she had almost lost but for the actions of a man much like the King who stood before her now. She took a deep breath. Go to him Majeir! He calls for you!


Syrilth he is so big! And… the black one… he frightens me. Majeir announced loudly causing Isheeni to laugh and turn to look at her.

He is my mate little Majeir! Isheeni spoke. My beloved husband. And the King is Aricia’s mate. Do you think she or I would hurt you Majeir?


The hatchling’s head whipped back and forth. Oh no Isheeni! You and Aricia blue eyes are good! 


Isheeni nodded. And we would not take bad mates Majeir. She spoke gently. You have no fears little one.


Syrilth nodded now… finally letting go of all she had experienced and understanding what the future held for her and all of her siblings. Go Majeir! He is waiting. He will not hurt you.


Do you promise?


Syrilth nodded her large head. Oh yes Majeir my sister. I promise.

Majeir leaped from Syrilth’s back and landed nimbly on the ground and moving for where Martin stood.


Martin squatted down as the dark green hatchling came towards him. Her eyes were wide and focused on where Torma rested on the ground, but she bravely continued forward.

Martin smiled as he held out his hand. Hello Little One. He spoke.


Majeir stopped several feet from him and simply gazed at him. He was so much more powerful than Maruad Majeir could sense that right away, but his voice was warm and soothing to her mind. She looked at his extended hand and moved up to press the top of her head against that open palm. She felt the calm and peace flowing through her then and she moved even closer.


You… you are the King Martin that Isheeni has told us about. Majeir spoke as she looked at him.


Martin nodded with a smile. That would be me yes. 


Majeir looked up as Torma’s massive head extended over Martin’s shoulder. She shrank away a little simply because of his size, but those golden eyes were kind and friendly. 


You do not need to fear me little Majeir. Torma spoke evenly. I have two daughters not much older than you.


You do? Majeir exclaimed. Her eyes blinked. Did you hurt my brother Roluth because of what he did?


Torma chuckled within Mindvoice. Your brother is right now in Sparta and I left him feasting on a very large stag that we caught last night hunting together.


He hunted with you? Majeir asked shocked.


Torma nodded. He will be a strong dragon one day. As you will be. Climb up on my back little one, so that everyone can see you.

Really?


Torma nodded and both he and Martin watched with smiles as she flapped her wings madly to reach up and finally come to rest on Torma’s back in the center of his saddle. He stood up and moved closer to Martin before settling back onto the ground.


Majeir? Martin asked.


She turned her small head to look at where Syrilth rested her eyes wide in wonderment. Syrilth! Look at me! Look at me!

Majeir? Majeir turned her head again and looked down at him. Do you know who this… this man is? Martin asked pointing to where Maruad stood.


Vile Maruad! Vile Maruad! He hurt my sister Syrilth! He hurt my brothers! Majeir exclaimed.


Majeir… what if I told you I want you to decide this man’s fate. Martin spoke as he stepped up onto Torma’s leg and his head came even with Majeir.


Me King Martin? She exclaimed with wide eyes.


We are not like… like vile Maruad Majeir. Martin spoke. Torma is my brother. What he feels I feel and what I feel he feels.


The Guardian? He saved me! Majeir spoke. I like him.


Martin smiled. Yes I heard about that. He said. Should I kill this man Majeir?

Syrilth says killing is not good. She says we only kill to protect ourselves. Vile Maruad made her kill so that he would not hurt my brothers and sisters. Majeir spat. I hate him! I hate him!


Your sister is wise Majeir… and she is right. Torma spoke now. 


Why do you ask me these questions King Martin? Majeir asked in a softer voice now as she looked into his yellow/gold eyes. 


I want to kill him Majeir. I want him to suffer for everything he has done to your sister. To you and your brothers and sisters. Martin told her. I could… I could end his life easily for his actions. We have laws that we follow Majeir… and by those laws I would be right in killing him in punishment. Do you think I should do that?


Majeir shook her head. I don’t like killing. I know… Syrilth has told me there are laws. And that sometimes killing is punishment. Especially for vile Maruad’s crimes. The White skinned monsters killed a lot. I don’t like killing.


Martin reached out and gently stroked her neck scales and ran his hand down over her wings. Then tell me what I should do with him Majeir.


Send him away! Majeir said quickly. Send him away where he can never hurt my sister again. Send him far away so he can never hurt my kind again! Send him away King Martin! Make him be alone as we have been for so long! Never to see the sun light and feel the wind along our wings! Send him away King Martin!

Oh Majeir! Martin heard Syrilth sob within Mindvoice.


Martin stared at her for a long moment and then he leaned forward and softly kissed the top of her head. I will do as you ask me Majeir. I promise you. He smiled. Would you like to fly with my brother Majeir?


Her eyes flew open. Really?


Martin nodded. Dig your talons in tightly to the saddle here Majeir. Hold on tightly and Torma will show you what it is to have the wind across your wings. You will be able to fly soon… but this will give you an idea of what it feels like. Martin stepped down off of Torma’s leg and watched him rise to his feet.


Torma looked at him with clear focused eyes. [Mindvoice Shielded] The first step down that path brother.


Martin met his eyes and smiled. [Mindvoice Shielded] The first of many steps down that path Torma.


Torma nodded his huge head and turned to look at Majeir as she dug her talons into the saddle tightly. Ready little one?


Oh yes!


Then let’s fly! Torma shouted just before he flexed his powerful legs and propelled them into the sky.


Martin turned slowly to glare at Maruad. He reached up and removed his helmet, tucking it under his arm and moving to stand a meter from the man he so wanted to kill.


If it was up to me you sorry excuse for a Lycavorian, I would gut you where you stand and watch as your entrails spilled over the side of this cliff we stand on. Martin snarled within Mindvoice. They are like family to me… and you have killed four of them. You are a coward Maruad. And you are not even a very good coward at that. Admiral Riall! Martin bellowed out.


Every Lycavorian and dragon heard Riall’s surprised voice echo within their heads from across the sea in Sparta. However no one saw Gorgo’s naked arm fall from his bare chest as he sat up in their bed quickly. Mi… Milord?

Riall… I want a planet. I want a planet barren of all life. A planet that never sees the sun. I want the loneliest planet in the universe Riall. Where no one ever travels. Where no one visits. As harsh a planet that possibly exists. Is there such a place? Martin asked.


Milord… I would have said Ukwav before you destroyed it. Riall answered. There is another such place sire. On the far reaches of our border with the Colarian people. It would take four months to reach it sire, so far from the nearest Jump Gate that it is. Perpetual blackness. Volcanic activity. I doubt very much could live on the surface.

Martin smiled cruelly. Perfect. He said. When you are awake enough and able to pull yourself from my mother’s arms for a moment, contact Admiral Joarl. I want a frigate tasked with taking one passenger to this planet.


Their mission sire? Riall’s embarrassed voice asked.

The passenger will be given one month of rations and water and they are to leave him there Riall. Martin answered.


Sire… Martin… the planet… I do not know if it can sustain life for any length of time. Riall spoke. We have never done extensive sensor scans of the surface. It has no redeeming qualities. Nothing on it is useable for anything.


So no one would have a need to go there? Martin asked.


No Milord.


Make it so Riall. Martin spoke.


As you order sire.


Martin looked at Maruad whose eyes were wide in horror. The youngest of those you have tortured for so long has judged you Maruad. And that judgment will be followed. You will be alone Maruad. And you will die alone. No history of you will be kept and you will in effect cease to have ever existed. Stick that in your pipe and smoke it fool.


Martin snapped out with his clenched fist and hit Maruad with a trip hammer like right cross that snapped his head around so forcefully his body carried with the momentum of the blow and slammed him into the ground. His eyes rolled up into his head and his last vision was of the sun in the background and then blackness washed over him and he fell unconscious.

It would be the last bit of sunlight he would ever see in his remaining lifetime.

SPARTA

KING’S VILLA

“…Already have that information.” Martin spoke to the holo transmission of Armetus. “Though we can probably avoid telling them that.”

He sat on the couch in the main living area of the villa. The fire burned brightly, chasing away the cool chill of the night air. He wore only the loose black pants with crimson trim, several data pads spread out in front of him on the small knee high table, as well as a large urn of Aricia’s coffee. 


It had been an eventful day after dealing with Maruad. Martin and the others had watched as Syrilth accepted the position of Dragon Elder for Earth there on the wind swept cliff after Maruad had been dragged away. The four hundred dragons that had come to Earth expecting to have to fight to free the eggs of their kind had unanimously elected to remain on Earth with Syrilth and begin building another safe haven for dragons within the Union. Upon leaving that cliff they had flown to the City Ship that now resided on the island of Sardinia. Even Martin had been amazed at the configuration Avi had been able to obtain. He had landed the ship next to a dormant volcano and then used the City Ship’s powerful thrusters to actually jam the ship into the rock at the base of the mountain. Though not as large as when they had been flying in it, the City Ship still retained three kilometers in length. Avi had transformed the top three decks into what amounted to a massive cave. It was completely open inside and would allow for even adult dragons to take flight. The bottom two decks had been enlarged enough to allow dragons to move freely, but it still retained the many separate rooms and such. Syrilth had fallen in love with it the moment she entered the cavernous open area. There were four entrances into the ship now, and as they spent several hours moving through the ship, Majeir and her siblings had taken off and were running freely through the many corridors and rooms.

They had returned to Sparta after that, Martin telling Syrilth she needed no invitation to come to the villa whenever she desired. It was now her home as well as his. Syrilth was still somewhat taken aback at his frankness and openness with her and Arzoal had only chuckled and told her ‘Martin Leonidas will grow on you’. Then she and Syrilth began the task of arranging instruction for the young ones and the delivery of the eggs to the cave.

Upon returning to Sparta he had been in meetings all day, to include a military briefing that Riall attended with him in regards to what was happening in High Coven space. They had only returned from that briefing thirty minutes ago. Martin found his Queens all sleeping on their bed, their limbs entwined with Anja and Dysea occupying the center of the bed. He had changed quickly and returned to the living area to find Riall had also put something more comfortable on and then just as they sat down to talk Armetus contacted them.

“I assumed as much sire.” Armetus spoke from within the transmission. He was on a LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser heading for Earth. “They have demanded we do not seek to interrogate Vonis anymore than we already have and they demand a representative of this Overseer be allowed to have regular visits with him until the exchange can be arranged.”
“They think much of themselves to demand anything at all with what is currently happening.” Riall spoke. “By all accounts they are getting their asses handed to them quite badly.”

Armetus nodded. “Indeed.”

“Tell this Overseer to set it up Armetus.” Martin spoke as he sat back on the couch. “I’ll agree to those terms on one condition. I want certifiable proof that Veldruk is in fact dead. His head would be nice, but I’ll settle for a blood sample. We don’t have enough information on these Kavalians to leave our people hanging out there in the wind. Bring them home.”

“We will be depriving ourselves of the possibility of valuable intelligence in the future Martin.” Riall spoke from the chair he sat in. The mug of coffee was situated in his hands and he was drinking slowly.

Martin nodded. “I know… but I’m not willing to risk our people should things hit the shitter for the High Coven. They’d be fighting both the Kavalians and the Coven in order to escape if things go south. None of them are worth losing over intelligence we can probably get in other ways.”

“Well things do not appear to be going well for the Coven at the moment.” Armetus spoke. “The Kavalians came across from opposite borders and split their forces. They’ve already taken twenty-three planets and their attack is barely three days old.”

“How much of that is due to superior numbers and surprise more so than superior training Armetus?” Riall asked.

“I would say all of it is due to superior numbers and surprise.” He replied. “I can’t be completely sure… but my people in The Wilds are reporting the High Coven is not engaging the Kavalians head on. Only small skirmishes. It appears as if they are letting the Kavalians win. At least for now.”

Martin leaned forward. “Veldruk is dead for certain? No doubts?” He asked.

Armetus nodded. “That much we do know for sure. Three of my agents were able to get that out to us before communications were frozen.”

Martin nodded. “My condition still stands.”

Armetus nodded. “They seen awful anxious about getting this Vonis back Milord. Should we just let him go? They are being attacked by a hostile force, they are losing planets almost hourly and they contact us through an Overseer for the return of one of their own. Perhaps this Vonis knows more than he is letting on.”

None of them saw Isabella step close to the hallway entrance and simply begin to listen as she wrapped the shadows around herself, holding her Mindvoice shields at the highest possible level she could maintain. She had been working with Dysea for months on her shields and her own Mindvoice abilities had increased dramatically. She wore only the loose white shirt that fell to the middle of her thighs and she crossed her arms over her chest as she listened.

Martin nodded. “I’m sure he does.” He spoke. “He is also Bella’s brother and…”

“Half brother sire.” Armetus spoke. “And he did try to have her killed twice. And he was plotting a third attempt when he was captured. Not to mention attempting to bring down IES and a good portion of the vampire community that calls the Union home. He was caught within Union space conducting espionage and assassination missions sire. We would be well within our rights to drain him for everything he knows and then execute him. It is nothing personal sire… I respect and honor Isabella… now more than ever… but while he may be her brother, he is also a spy.”

“All good points Armetus… but my feelings for Bella overrule common sense in this case. I love her just as much as my other Queens. I will not resort to more direct means with Vonis until I know and understand what Bella wants to do.” Martin spoke.
Armetus didn’t question this and nodded his head. “Very well Milord. I certainly trust you and Isabella enough to not concern myself with that. It is your decision.”

“The purge?” Martin asked.

“Proceeding better than I had hoped.” He answered. “We’ve rounded up over twenty minor agents that we have suspected for sometime. No big fish so to speak… but the raids and investigations are ongoing. Word is spreading quickly through the Union what is happening and we are getting hundreds of offers of assistance from the vampire communities alone. On four different worlds. Many of them are incensed that the attacks on the palace and your family happened and they have sworn whatever help we may need.” He smiled. “I have promoted Marci and left her in command while I transit to Earth. She deserves it Milord. And I never thought I would hear myself say that I am very happy she is on my team.”
Martin smiled. “Well… I never thought I would hear myself say I’m in love with a female vampire. But damned if that ain’t so.” He spoke as he gulped his coffee. “I know it throws off the normal rotation… but we’ll stay here in Sparta for at least six months until you are reasonably sure we got as many as we could. We’ll come back so that Eliani and Resumar can be born, but we’ll only stay for a few weeks so that we continue with a normal rotation.”

“I should return Martin.” Riall spoke. “Gorgo… Gorgo and I can not stay here forever. This is your home.”

Martin shook his head. “No. This is your home as well.” He held up his hand when Riall began to speak. “Dilios has told me that since Sparta has reclaimed Gytheio as our port city there are hundreds of villas that are newly built and lay vacant.” Martin saw Riall’s eyes light up.

“Truly?” He asked. “We have always wanted a home by the ocean.” He spoke.

“Then take her there tomorrow and find one you like Riall.” Martin spoke. “And get used to the fact that when we come to Sparta for our stays, you and my mother will be coming with us. And I’m going to try and convince Jora and the others to move here as well. This is where our history lies. Apo Prime will always be a haven for us… a second home… but my heart is here in Sparta. My mother’s heart is here in Sparta.”

Riall nodded slowly. “Yes… I saw that yesterday when she was walking the streets. It was as if she had never left.”

“I would hope you will feel that way one day as well Riall.” Martin said.

Riall met his eyes. “My heart resides with her. Wherever she considers home I will go.” He spoke.

Martin tilted his head slightly and Riall saw a small smile pass across his face. “Armetus I will see you when you arrive and we can work out the details of what we have talked about. I am tired and now I want to get some sleep.”

Riall stood up quickly. “As do I.” He spoke.

Armetus nodded from the transmission. “I will see you when I arrive sire.”

Martin nodded as the transmission ended and he looked at Riall. “We have a meeting with Dilios and Panos in the morning in regards to setting up a permanent command center in Sparta for when we are here. I’ll see you for breakfast.”

Riall nodded and moved for the front door to make the short walk to the small apartment he and Gorgo were using. Isabella kept the shadows wrapped around her, the tears falling freely down her cheeks as she watched Martin gulp the last of his coffee and straighten the data pads on the table in front of him. There had been a time when she dreaded to hear those words, and now they filled her with longing and warmth. She watched as he turned and headed for the bedroom, coming even with where she stood, and then he moved.
Isabella yelped in surprise when his arms engulfed her and the shadows spilled away from around her body. He lifted her from the floor and pinned her to the wall, his dark brown eyes gazing at her with a myriad of emotions.

“Hello Bella.” He spoke softly with a smile.

She gazed at him with wide eyes, unable to comprehend that he had detected her with the shadows wrapped so expertly around her. No one had ever detected her in nearly two thousand years of life.

“Martin… Martin… how…”

His face changed a fraction as he saw the tears on her cheeks and he reached up with one hand to wipe the trail from her skin. “Bella… why are you crying?” He asked. She lowered her head quickly, embarrassed that he had seen her like this, but his fingers went under her chin to lift her face back level with his and he gazed into her hazel/green orbs. “Bella?”

“You!” She declared softly. “You make me cry.”

Martin looked confused. “What did I do to make you cry?”

“Your… your words make me cry.” She spoke. “You… speak them with no hesitation. With no question. They are what you feel for me… and there is no doubt in your words.”
Martin canted his head slightly and looked at her. “You mean the words that I love you?” He spoke.

Isabella nodded. “I am frightened Martin Leonidas.” She spoke.

“Frightened of me? Why?”

Isabella shook her head. “I am not frightened of you Martin. I am frightened because of what I feel for you. I am frightened because when you look at me… I do not want you to see my sister and all the pain she has caused you. I am…”

Martin pressed a finger to her lips. “This is what has occupied your mind all these months?” He asked. “That I see Yuri when I look at you?” Isabella nodded. “Have you told Melda Min this?”

“No.” Isabella answered quickly. “Her love for you, Aricia’s, Anja’s and For’mya’s, their love for you is without question. Without thought. As is yours for them. I… I did not think you could feel the same for me and that is why I have fought for so long to not love you.”

Martin grinned. “Has it worked?”

Isabella met his eyes. “No.” She said.

“Bella… I do not see Yuri when I look at you.” Martin spoke tracing her cheek with his finger. “You are nothing like your sister Bella. Nothing!” Martin hissed. “And believe me when I say I knew her far better than you.”

Isabella reached up and stroked his cheek, running her fingers through the mustache and goatee that was so meticulously trimmed. “We have… we have caused you so much pain in the past Martin. How could you feel...?”

Martin shook his head. “No Bella. You have not caused me any pain. You’ve caused me some sleepless nights dreaming about your delicious body… but never any pain.” He said softly as he leaned over close to her and let his lips graze her cheek. “And I do not hold your people responsible for the actions of only a few. Least of all you.” He leaned back and gazed into her eyes. “Never doubt that Bella. Never doubt that.”

“Then make me feel what you make the others feel Martin.” She said softly. “I want to know why none of them will ever desire another man for the rest of their lives. I want to feel you inside me! I want to cry out your name as they do. I want to…”

Martin’s lips descending on hers ended her sentence. He lifted her into his arms and pulled her away from the wall as he kissed her. It was all Isabella could do just to wrap her arms around him as his kiss sent currents of uncontrollable desire swelling through her. He carried her to the couch and shoved aside the table with his foot before dropping to his knees and placing her firm ass down on the edge of the couch. She gasped as his hand filled with her thick dark hair and he yanked her head back gently. Not enough to illicit pain, but enough to show her he was in charge. His lips went to her exposed throat then and she cooed as they danced across her satiny skin.

He held her head with his hand and reached up with the other, tearing away the shirt she wore in one smooth motion. Her fingers dug into his shoulders as she felt his hand glide across her exposed chest, her nipples already standing proudly erect and the studded piercings cool against the burning of her skin. Isabella had felt like this before with Dysea… her body hot and tingling with pleasure and passion, yet it had never been this powerful. This overwhelming. His presence before her was so dominating and powerful and she cried out as his lips encircled one of her nipples and pulled on the stud with his teeth as he suckled. Her hands went to his head as his burning lips descended lower, trailing down the deep valley between her large breasts, nibbling all the way. He released her head as he moved across her flat abdomen, his tongue tasting her flesh. She fell back on the couch, her eyes wide in wonderment at the sensations flooding through her. She never imagined it could be like this. Her times with Dysea and the others were incredible… but now she burned in a way she had never felt before.

Martin’s tongue moved ever lower, a moist trail of liquid heat burning her skin as he went. She felt his warm breath on the insides of her thighs, the softness of his facial hair caressing her and then his finger touched her throbbing pussy causing her to gasp and arch her back slightly. His finger danced across the engorged lips, touching and teasing, caressing her sensitive flesh and she could feel her pussy opening like a butterfly opens its wings. He flicked the ruby piercing on the hood of her clit causing her belly to heave at the waves of staggering pleasure that caused to surge to the forefront.
“Mar… Martin… no… more…” She gasped. “Stop! I can’t… I can’t…”

If Martin heard her, Isabella was sure he ignored her, for his warm lips suddenly dropped to her pussy and his tongue began a long, slow torturous lick upwards until it stabbed her pierced clit and everything exploded into delicious flashes of light and waves of as yet unfelt pleasure ripped through her being. Her quivering thighs clamped down on his head, something he didn’t seem to mind in the least as his hands cupped her firm ass cheeks and he held her suspended off the couch as he feasted on her juices. Isabella’s fists clenched and she punched the cushions of the couch, her body rigid and her abdomen spasming in powerful swells, her come rushing from her clenching pussy as his tongue worked her into a frenzy and then beyond a second time in as many minutes. Her eyes changed to vampire cobalt blue and she released a silent scream exposing her fangs, even as her fingernails drew long furrows along his powerful shoulders and upper back nearly breaking the skin.
Isabella felt his lips leave her still clenching pussy and before the tremors of her orgasm had eased his lips came down on hers once more. She could taste herself on his lips as she had on Dysea’s sweet lips so many times before, yet this was so much more. She tasted his need, his burning and his desire for her and she reached between their bodies for him. He caught her hand however and pushed it above her head holding it there.

“No.” He growled.

Isabella looked into his eyes and saw they that too had changed to yellow/gold orbs. He took her other hand as well and pinned them both above her head. Isabella looked down and saw his cock then, realizing her had gotten his pants off somehow, and her cobalt colored eyes grew even wider. Dysea and the others had told her how large he was, and how he filled them, but until this moment she had never really believed them.
“Martin… you… wait… Ahhhhhhh!”

Isabella’s eyes flew open and the muscles in her neck bulged outward as every will crushing inch of Martin’s immense cock slid into her in one glorious twelve inch plunge. His hands dropped to her hips and he remained still inside her, their groins mashed together as Isabella attempted to regain her breath stuffed with so much pulsing hot cock as she was. She could feel every incredibly thick inch of him in her depths, stretching her in a way she never thought possible. No man had ever penetrated her so deeply, so completely and the moment he began to move within her, conscious thought dissolved into heavenly enchantment.

His powerful body thrust slowly at first, too slowly as she exploded around his cock in her third orgasm in a matter of minutes, and she felt every throbbing pulse of his cock. As her come bathed his cock and leaked out to coat his large, low hanging balls his thrusts increased in power and speed. She had to do nothing but lay there as his hands held her hips tightly. She placed her own hands flat against his now sweaty chest and she could feel the heat of his body and the hammering of his heart. The low rumbling of his breathing as he was intent on making her his in every way possible as she withered beneath him. That single thought exploded into her mind and drove her mad with desire. She wanted to be his. She needed to be his. 
Isabella clenched her teeth and pushed herself up, wrapping her arms around his broad shoulders and she began matching his strokes into her depths with her own hips, slamming into him as he reached places she never thought she had. Every powerful thrust into her body set off small explosions within her brain, the pleasure building and building to a crescendo she could not stop even if she wanted too. 

And she did not want to.

She pressed her cheek to his, content to let him control her body, to meld their flesh together as she gasped out her delight. The friction of his rock hard abdomen against her pierced clit and his broad chests against her pierced nipples was too much for Isabella to stand for long. She gripped the back of his head, relishing in the feel of his long black hair and put her lips next to his ear.

“Martin… oh… oh god…” She panted.

Martin’s thrusts only seemed to increase in power and intensity at her words, his hands tightening on her hips. “Do… do it Bella!” His voice was ragged but unmistakable in its intent.
Isabella was far too gone to think about it. With glazed over cobalt blue eyes, the shudders of pleasure gripping her more tightly now than they ever had with Dysea, Isabella opened her mouth and sank her vampire fangs into Martin’s neck.

Her cobalt blue eyes flew open wide and she heard him howl out in utter pleasure. The moment his blood touched her tongue Isabella’s body shattered and exploded in otherworldly pleasure. Martin’s roar echoed across the silence, his cock swelling even larger within her and then his searing hot come was racing up his enormous length and erupting inside her with the force of an exploding volcano. The moment the first blast of his come hit her womb Isabella sank into an abyss of pleasure that she did not want to come out of. Her eyes closed dreamily as she fed hungrily on the spicy blood of the man who had claimed her heart so many months ago, and he filled her with his essence and held her body tightly to his own.

It was several moments before Isabella regained enough conscious thought to realize the pleasure was ebbing. She withdrew her fangs from Martin’s flesh, lovingly licking the small puncture marks and then drawing her warm lips across the now sealed holes. She clung tightly to him as he shifted slightly and found his way to his feet. She groaned as his still steel hard cock throbbed within her and she buried her face in his hair to try and chase away the tremors of another orgasm. Every step he took caused her to squeeze him more tightly as she fought back the waves of delirious bliss. She didn’t notice as the lighting changed and then her vampire hearing detected the four additional heartbeats around her. Her head came up quickly as soft skillful hands caressed her flesh as Martin lowered her to their massive bed. Dysea’s delicious lips claimed hers and she kissed her deeply, plunging her tongue into her mouth and tasting all that Bella had to offer.

Isabella nibbled her elf lover’s lips as she pulled away and saw their faces. All of them were naked and aroused, the musky aroma of sex thick in the air, and she did not need to be a wolf to detect that. Her cobalt blue eyes moved to Martin’s face as she felt his huge cock flex within her. She saw him smile at her in the dim light of the room.

“You belong to us now Bella.” Martin spoke softly lowering his head to her neck and dragging his tongue along her sweaty throat. “You will always belong to us.”

Isabella watched him lift back up and grab her hips tightly, withdrawing his huge cock almost completely causing her to gasp in delight.
“I… I thought we… we were done.” Bella rasped out.
“Done?” Anja spoke seductively as she lowered her face to brush her full lips across Isabella’s ear and neck.

For’mya leaned in close to Isabella as well and nuzzled her neck and ear. “Bella my love… we have only just begun.” For’mya whispered in a soft enchanting voice.

Isabella looked up at Martin through clouded; half closed eyes and saw Aricia and Dysea firmly nuzzling Martin’s face and neck, their tongues tracing his sweaty skin. His eyes were wide and his dual fangs fully exposed as he was awash in their combined female auras.

Isabella screamed as Martin rammed himself home inside her just as Anja and For’mya enveloped her burning nipples in their warm lips and she plummeted into a world of delicious pleasures and feelings that she would not come out of until many hours later.


And then only because she could stand no more.
SPARTA

ONE MONTH LATER


Isabella walked into the Spartan Senate hall, three Durcunusaan bowing their heads to her as she passed. There were no more questions in regards to her status among their people. Two days after that first night with Martin and the others, when she had fully regained all of her senses she had met with Deia and made it official. There was little fanfare, as Isabella had long been considered a Queen of the Lycavorian Union regardless of her personal feelings in that regard. Her official acceptance was ratified unanimously by the Union Senate overnight and the announcement made on the Netnews Channels the next day. She had wanted it kept as low key as possible and it barely made frontline news since she had been considered a Queen already. The Netnews channels were far more interested in the ongoing war with the High Coven and what was now called the Kavalian Federation Imperium. 

That suited Isabella just fine. 



They may have been regulated to operating from Sparta and Earth while the Intelligence Purge continued, but that in no way limited the members of the Senate. Many had not been to Earth or Sparta ever before and within the first week it was all the members of the Senate could do to actually appear for work. Deia had to declare an entire week free so that over a thousand Senators could flock to every corner of the planet. Many chose to remain in Sparta itself, or the Port City of Gytheio, and simply enjoy the new cuisine and the much slower pace the men and women of Sparta chose to take in their daily lives.

As for Isabella… there was a new spring in her step and a twinkle in her eye. Many noticed that she had fully completed her transformation from dark brooding former vampire princess to outgoing and smiling Lycavorian Queen. It was common now to see her walking the markets with Dysea or any one of the Queens laughing and shopping. She spent her days working primarily with Dysea, Tarifa and Selene as they hammered out three large trade agreements and they were present for the very first Eden City Higher University as it opened its doors and saw thousands of students from every culture and species line up to enroll. She had finally discovered her destiny in this life and she had grabbed hold of it without fear. In the evening at the villa there was hardly a moment that did not go by when she was not touching one of those she loved in some fashion, most especially her ussta she-elf. While she would have been very content to make love to one or all of them every night, there were just times when all they wanted to do was cuddle with each other, touching each other in some fashion. She finally learned and came to understand that it was the wolf in them, wanting to be in physical contact with those they loved, needing to be. That had always included her, yet now Isabella relished those moments most of all.
She had been with Dysea at one of the Spartan elementary schools when Martin had Mindvoiced for her to come to the Senate building. She knew immediately what it was in regards to. She had spent the last two weeks meeting with Vonis almost daily and simply talking to him, trying to get him from wanting to go back. He was teetering she knew, and he always asked to see Va’nimia, if only to insure she was safe and doing well. That was something Isabella herself would not allow. Va’nimia was in Eden City under the watchful eyes of Aihola and Lynwe. She had taken a job working in one of the smaller schools, and she had a Durcunusaan guard with her all the time for her own protection. She too was always asking to see Vonis, and it was obvious to anyone who spoke with her that she was deeply in love with him no matter what he had done.

As she entered the Senate Hall Isabella smiled to herself for she didn’t doubt she was perhaps the only pureblood vampire that was allowed to freely walk within these walls without an escort of some sort. As she entered the main meeting chamber she noticed immediately that it was almost empty. Her eyes fell on where Martin sat at the large table, Deia, Armetus, Riall, Panos and Dilios the only others in attendance. She glanced at Martin with worry in her eyes as he came up to her. They shared a very brief but sensuous kiss and he led her to the table.
“They have sent a response haven’t they?” She asked as she settled into the chair next to Martin.

Armetus nodded and slid the data pad across the table. “One week from today. In The Wilds on Tamin Three.”

Isabella picked up the pad and nodded her head. “Out of the way. Half way for both of us. Sparsely populated with only three major settlements. Did they pick this spot?”

“The Overseer they control.” Deia replied. “Yuri herself will be there for the exchange.”

Isabella looked up quickly. “You’re joking?”

“No.” Martin said.

“Then I am going as well.” Isabella answered.

“Bella…” Martin began.

Isabella shook her head. “No. With a little more time I could have convinced him to stay. Can’t we delay it somehow?”

“Bella… we have seven intelligence operatives that have turned themselves in because we said we would make this deal.” Martin spoke. “I can’t back out now Bella… I would forfeit their lives if I did. I’m not willing to do that.”

Isabella took a deep breath and shook her head quickly. She of all Martin’s Queens was the more militaristic, and knew well the consequences of reneging on such a deal as this. “No… of course not. I would not allow that Martin you know that.” She spoke softly. With a hiss of anger she got to her feet and tossed the data pad across the room listening to it shatter against the far wall. “Vith!” She swore.

Deia and Riall couldn’t help but smile at her curse. Isabella rarely allowed her anger to show but when she did she reverted to the ancient vampire language to curse. If she was extremely angry, then she reverted to the ancient Lycavorian language and then everyone got out of the building she was in.
“You should see this as well.” Martin told her holding out the second data pad.

Isabella met his eyes and took it from him. Her hazel/green eyes grew a little wider as she read. She looked up quickly. “This is confirmed?”

Armetus nodded. “I don’t know how he discovered it, but the most senior of the agents we had in the High Coven military was able to pull this from a computer core before he turned himself in and the core was wiped.”

Isabella looked at Martin. “They want to kill him.” She said.

Martin nodded slowly. “Whatever he has in his head they want back or they want to execute him because they think we already have it.” He leaned forward at the table. “We are leaving in the morning. I’ve had Vengal and his Drow scouts standing by for a couple of weeks now. Lynwe is going with me… Danny and Nayeca. Lisisa and Yuriko and I assume you as well Bella. Or am I wrong?”

Isabella looked at this man she so loved and she smiled. “All men and women who have a reason to hate her intensely.” She spoke.

Martin shrugged with a grin. “Nothing like a family reunion to get your blood pumping.” He said. “Especially when half the family wants to kill you outright and the other half want you to die real slow. I don’t believe for a minute she will come alone… she hates me more now than she ever has, though for the life of me I can’t figure out why.”

Deia and the others laughed at that and Deia shook her head. “No… I can’t imagine why Martin.” She said. “You are such a gentle and understanding man.”

“She has no reason to like me either.” Isabella said as she grinned. “Most especially since I have taken the active role as Queen.”
Martin nodded with a smile. “I know… that is why you and I are going to walk right up to her and say hello.” He pointed to the data pad. “Use that. Talk to him Bella; try to get him to see staying with us is his best option right now. I may want to talk with him… but at least I’m not going to kill him.”
Isabella nodded her head and squeezed the data pad. “I will try.” She stepped up next to him and kissed him fully on the lips heedless of those in the room. “Thank you Martin.”

He smiled and watched as she turned quickly and left the Senate hall. He turned back to the others and looked directly at Riall.

“I’ll take MJOLNIR’S HAND and my Strike Wing.” He spoke. “Riall… since Ceneu is still handling things from Apo Prime you get to be back up. MOON WHISPERER is in orbit right?”
Riall nodded with a smile. His new personal LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser had arrived two weeks ago with his Strike Wing and he had since spent the last days since it had arrived onboard, learning all about his new ship, and the nights were full of rediscovering his precious mate Gorgo. “We’ll be ready.” He spoke confidently.

“Remain Shrouded unless the sibfla hits the fan.” Martin spoke. “Once the transfer is complete Armetus will contact you. If everything goes smoothly take your Strike Wing back to Apo Prime, drop off Armetus and the others and then return to Earth.”

Armetus nodded. “I will return to Earth within a few days after I insure my people are fine and I debrief them.”

Deia looked at him. “Martin… many of the Senate would like to return as well.” She spoke. “I can leave the Deputy Prime Minister here on Earth, but there is still work we can’t do from here, as much as I would like to say we could. This is my first trip here and… well I find I like it here.”
Martin met her eyes. “I don’t know… with the Purge going on Tenna… you and the others could become targets of the High Coven.”
“Mandri…” Deia smiled. “You can not keep us hidden away here on Earth. We must be seen.”

Panos and Dilios sat in their chairs with looks of surprise on their faces at what Martin and Deia had called each other. The ancient language was making a remarkable comeback here in Sparta and in the last two years alone three different schools had opened that taught only the ancient language. It was not uncommon to hear the Lycavorian language being spoken freely on the streets of Sparta now, far more so than anywhere else in the Union. Panos, Dilios and those among the Spartan Senate were the first to have learned the language. Martin and Deia’s close relationship was not well known outside of their small circle and they had both chosen to keep it that way. Martin saw their expressions and he smiled.

“Yes… we are related.” He spoke. “Deia was Eliani’s sister. She is my Great Aunt using human terms.”
Deia looked at them. “It is not known outside of a small few… for many different reasons and that is how we have chosen to keep it.” She turned back to Martin. “There will only be a few hundred of us Mandri. You can have Vistr blanket us with security if that makes you feel better. The ones who have chosen to go back with me have already stated they do not mind. They know how important you view their security and they will not question the added security forces. Laustinos can be my conduit to you. Earth has become almost as fortified as Apo Prime and he will be safe here.”

“He doesn’t like me very much Tenna.” Martin said.

Deia laughed. “When has that ever bothered you before?” She exclaimed. “He has a cool head and he is exceptionally intelligent and well versused in the politics of things. That is why I chose him as my Deputy.”

Martin nodded slowly. “Very well. But understand that when we come to Sparta for our extended stays I want you here as well. Perhaps not for the full six months, but you are my family and I like having my family around.”

Deia smiled and reached out to squeeze his hand. “That I would enjoy immensely, if only to watch you chase your children around the villa. At the rate you are going now… I suspect you will be overrun with little ones within three or four years.”

Martin turned a slight shade of red under his tan and the others at the table laughed at his expression as he sat back and waved his hand dismissively. “Bah… it will never happen. One from each of them.”

Deia laughed. “Oh yes… I’m sure they will agree to that.” She spoke sarcastically.

“What of the Zaleisian Defense Minister’s request?” Panos spoke now. “Milord… how much longer will I need to house those foul beasts in my prison? I grow weary of the Prison Commander contacting me and giving me the litany of their demands.”

Martin looked at him. “We know most of them are clones right?” He asked.

Deia nodded. “Anja has confirmed it. Biogenic clones. They are more durable than the cloned vampire troops, but biogenics is unreliable and often times dangerous in its results. That is why it has been banned for hundreds of years. Even within the High Coven.”

“What time frame is he requesting?” Martin asked.

“Three months.” Panos answered. “Perhaps four. They demanded that we do not attempt to interrogate any of their men and that they are to be treated with the utmost respect.”

“They were caught on my planet conducting covert missions!” Martin barked out. “You tell the Zaleisian Minister he can stick it in his nubous ear. He’s lucky I don’t kill them outright.”  

“You know they are only doing this to test us.” Deia spoke. “They know that we know we will not execute these men because we want to find out as much as we can about this Kavalian Federation. We should arrange the exchange and demand whatever intelligence about the High Coven they discover up until that point. At least then we gain something.”

“I agree.” Riall spoke. “The enemy of my enemy is my friend.” 

“Yeah… but the question remains do we want these people for our friends?” Martin asked. “Set it up for three months from now. Here… in Sparta. They are allowed to bring one ship into Union space. We will escort them from the border here to Earth. If they deviate from the instructions we give them, I will order the ship destroyed and every one of the prisoners executed.”

Deia nodded. “I’ll make the notification.” She said.

Dilios leaned forward. “Sire…?” He saw Martin’s look at him and he held up his hand. “Martin… what of Dymas’s request?”

Martin crossed his arms over his chest. “What about it? He is Senior Polemarch of the Lycavorian Ground Forces. If that is what he wants to do, I am not going to question him on it. I like the idea.”

Deia looked between the two men. “What’s this?”

Martin looked at her. “Walter wants all training of our ground forces to happen here. Earth has the space and the different environmental regions, and he wants to reestablish the Agoge Program on a much larger scale.” Martin held up his hand at her expression for Deia knew the brutality of the Agoge. “It will not be as bad as that.” He spoke quickly. “No… even I won’t allow that. But it will be tough and hard and with Walter and Lander and some of the older Spartans from my father’s time in charge of it… we will definitely see an increase in morale, pride and skills. He says he can turn out Spartans in thirty-six months that will be the equal to or better than any cloned troops the High Coven or Kavalians can field.”

“What about the men that have already fulfilled this training course?” Riall asked. “Those that have been serving for decades if not centuries Martin. We can not ask them to do it over again.”

Panos leaned forward now. “I have spoken with many of the Spartans among Joarl’s forces over the last year.” He said thoughtfully. “This is not something that will be forced on anyone… most especially those who have been fighting for longer than many have been alive. It will be completely optional for anyone who has already passed their training requirements. I think however, after speaking with many of them, an opportunity to be named Spartans under the gaze of Martin’s father at Thermopylae is too great an honor for them to turn down.”

“You would hold the graduation ceremonies there?” Riall asked. He looked at Martin. “Does your mother know this?”

Martin nodded. “She was the first one that Walter and Panos went to with this idea. She agreed before they even finished telling her how they would implement it. I don’t much like my father or our name being put on such a pedestal… but Aricia and the others brought my mother in on it after she had talked to Panos and Walter and convinced me.”

Deia smiled. “Well… perhaps I will use your mother more often to get what I want if she was able to convince you of something so easily.”

Dilios nodded as the others chuckled. “Lady Gorgo was very insistent that we do this once we told her. We will conduct the graduation ceremonies in such a way as to not disturb King Leonidas’s monument or tomb. But to have the eyes and spirit of Martin’s father looking down on them as they are named Spartans… well…”

Riall nodded. “I know well the feelings of being there. It will require much construction and training. I would like to be involved with that Martin. If Dymas does not mind.”

Panos smiled and nodded. “He was hoping you would offer to help.” He spoke. “We will need the guidance of someone familiar with how things have gone these last centuries outside Sparta so we do not offend anyone.”  

Deia nodded. “It will have my support as well.”
Martin nodded and got to his feet. “We can hash out the rest of it at a later time. None of it’s really important… and I have a date with a vampire upaee to prepare for.”
SPARTA 

MAXIMUM SECURITY DETENTION CENTER

KING’S ROW


It was perhaps the most heavily guarded portion of Sparta.


The main street was lined with the statues of past Kings of Sparta from the Agiad Line. Some were branded as traitors and killed, some as cowards and expelled, but their statues and history were forever cemented in the annals of Sparta. Bunkered positions lined the street on both sides and the ten meter high steel and concrete wall encompassed a four square block area that backed up to the old south gate of ancient Sparta. In the entire two thousand year history of the prison, no one had ever escaped. Some had tried, all had failed. If by some miracle you were able to break out of the lower levels and make it to the surface, the troops manning the bunkered positions and sniper towers along the wall would end your escape attempt instantly.

The large four story building at the end of the street was very unassuming, but underneath the ancient deco of Greece was the most advanced and secure detention center anywhere in the Union. Even more secure than all but one of the facilities on Apo Prime, and that was only because they had modeled it after this particular center. The four stories above ground held offices and one floor was a complete barracks. There were two hundred and fifty actual cells on nine levels below ground and they were guarded by a minimum of a hundred Spartans at any given time. Talco and all of the Kavalians captured in North America had been moved here and were under heavy guard.

Isabella stood in the room with the only vampire prisoner as he sat at the single bare table looking at the data pad. He wore a light blue jumpsuit which was the standard prison uniform. She turned from the clear glass viewing window as Vonis tossed the data pad onto the table. The room was soundproof, but the four Spartans that walked the corridor outside were clearly visible.


“Why show me this?” Vonis asked finally.


“Why?” Isabella spoke. “Vonis… they will kill you if you go back.”


“You don’t know that.” Vonis said. “This could be wrong.”


“She killed Veldruk Vonis!” Isabella barked.


“Why would you care about that? You hated our father. You should be pleased he is dead.” Vonis spoke. “You should hate me for that matter. I have done some of the same things he has done.”

Isabella moved closer to the table her hazel/green eyes narrowing. “I hated him because he forced me to bed with a pureblood that was as vile and twisted as any man I have ever known. I hated him because he butchered my mother like a dog in the street for trying to protect me!”


“She was protecting you because you were defecting Isabella.” Vonis spoke. “You were about to betray your people.”


“I betrayed no one! And those who followed our father were not my people!” Isabella barked loudly. “They never asked me anything that was not already well known when I came to the Union! I wanted more than what our father offered me! I certainly did not want the blood and violence that he and Xerxes so thrived on Vonis. The senseless killing of conquered people whose only crime was not wanting to live under the heel of the High Coven! And I never wanted the attention of the brute Eclan! Did you know he wanted to share me with his sick perverted friends? Did father ever tell you that? How he forced me to endure the sick attentions of four men at once. Father knew all this and he did nothing!”


“And now you share the bed of the Lycavorian King and four other women Isabella.” Vonis said softly. 


“And I do so willingly Vonis… I do so because I love them. All of them. I never thought I would ever feel that emotion after what our father did to me. What he forced me to endure. I have learned otherwise in all my years.” Isabella spoke. “And I would die for any of them in an instant! Just as you would die to protect Va’nimia.”


Vonis hissed loudly. “You do not know of what you speak.” He spat.


“Don’t I?” Isabella spoke. “Then why have you asked to see her every day Vonis. Why did you enter such a rage when you saw that scum about to rape her? You killed them without thinking and you did so quite brutality in fact. Your only thought was to protect her and get her to safety. Why is that Vonis?”


“It… it does not matter now.” He spoke softly. “Why do you care so much about me?” 


Isabella shook her head. “No Vonis… you are my brother. Why do you think no one has questioned you? Why do you think whatever you have requested has been given to you within reason?”


“It is a ploy… to earn my trust.” Vonis spoke.


Isabella slammed her hands down on the table with such force the metal bent inward and Vonis pushed back his eyes wide. He looked up and saw her eyes had changed and her fangs had extended. 

“Forn nubous igord!” She screamed. “Do you know who is King here? Do you have any idea bode! Veldruk ordered his father butchered like a dog in the street Vonis! Xerxes had his body dismembered and put his head on a stake because Leonidas slaughtered his invincible army at will! If they had not been betrayed by one of their own, Leonidas would have won! Martin has more reason to hate you than anyone walking this planet… any planet! Father held his mother in a prison for fifteen years, enduring unimaginable tortures and rapes. Martin Leonidas could wipe away your very existence in a single blink! He would erase even the memory of you Vonis! You have not been questioned or treated as the Kavalian dogs who share this prison with you because he has ordered it Vonis, not me. And he has done this because he loves me! He loves me! A pureblood vampire… just like you! The same species that has caused him more agony in the last three millennia than you could possibly imagine! You are still alive by his will alone! Not mine! That alone should tell you he is different. That alone should tell you that you have a future here. In the Union! Or do you not wish to see your child born Vonis?” (You fucking fool! Child.)

Vonis’s head came up his eyes wide. “What?” He gasped.


“Vanimia carries your child Vonis!” Isabella spoke. 


“You lie!” Vonis screamed bringing himself out of his chair and slamming his own hands down on the table, his eyes changing to cobalt blue and his fangs extending.


“Do I?” Isabella spoke. She stood up quickly as the door slid aside and two Spartans entered the room. She held her hand up to them.


“My Queen?” The senior Spartan asked.


Isabella turned to look at him and nodded her head. “I am fine.” She said. “I am not in danger. Return to your posts.”


The two Spartans glared at Vonis but they backed out of the room as she ordered and Isabella turned back to look at him. His cobalt eyes were wide as he stared at her. “They… they called you Queen.” He spoke.


Isabella nodded. “Yes… but you knew that Vonis. It was one of the reasons father sent you to kill me.”


Vonis returned slowly to her chair. “I… I did not…”


“You didn’t believe it would actually happen did you.” Isabella spoke. 


Vonis met her eyes. “Father and Yuri… they said you would never be accepted.”


“Yes well… father is dead and Yuri and your mother are scrambling to save the High Coven.” Isabella spoke. “You have seen what I had delivered to you Vonis. Martin allowed me to show you what is happening within Coven space. To be brutally honest, they are getting their asses kicked at every turn. This…” Isabella reached out and lifted the pad. “This is only a means for them to tie up loose ends. They want you dead Vonis… for whatever you hold in your head they want you dead. Whether they believe you might give it to us… or that you already have… you will die if you return.”

“And you expect me to believe your King will not want this information if I remain?” Vonis said.

“Vonis… if Martin Leonidas wanted what you have in your head… believe me when I tell you he would have it already and you would be a vegetable or dead.” Isabella replied. “Do not throw away the future you could have here with us. With me. Do not throw it away over some misplaced sense of loyalty to those who are not loyal to you. You are my brother… and you are not like Yuri, your mother and most definitely not like our father. You are like me in that you want more. What I… what Martin offers you is the opportunity to explore that future. He wants nothing in return. He already has my love… and he does not want anything else.”


Isabella took a deep breath and moved to the door. “We are leaving in the morning. You will be transferred to MJOLNIR’S HAND… Martin’s ship, later this evening. You do not have much time to make a decision Vonis. It will be out of our hands once we arrive on Tamin Three. Martin will not risk a war or the lives of seven men and women because you can not make up your mind. Think about that… and know you will never see your child before Yuri or your mother bleeds you dry.”

Isabella motioned to the Spartan and he touched the panel sliding the door open. She stopped in the doorway and looked at the senior officer. “Make sure the Kavalians do not see him when he is transferred. And insure he is given decent clothes and not this prison garb. If he is going to his death… at least he can do so with his dignity.” Isabella turned back. “Goodbye Vonis.” She spoke. “I have done all I can to convince you. I will trouble you no more. Your future is in your hands now.”

TIMAN THREE
ONE WEEK LATER


It was a pretty disgusting planet as far as Martin was concerned. The three settlements, while large and modern were wretched gatherings of the scum of the universe. The streets were clogged with trash and in three different cases, rotting bodies tossed into the allies behind one of the many taverns. The scents that filled the air were horrible and disgusting and it was all he and the others could do to keep from vomiting so sensitive were their noses.


They had met the Overseer in the large hanger like structure on the edge of the largest settlement. He had brought two STRIKER DTs as their agreement limited each group to only thirty troops, and both of those ships now pointed outward through one end of the hanger, an elf Spartan in each of the sniper turrets on the top, one of them For’mya. The hanger was massive in size and the large table had been set up directly in the middle of the hanger. Martin stood ten meters from the table now, Isabella on his left, Aricia on his right. He was not prepared to risk Anja or Dysea on this mission because they carried the future of the Union in their wombs. Isabella was a superior warrior, and Aricia had already proven her skills, while For’mya resided in one of the sniper turrets ready to viciously protect all of them. Danny stood to Aricia’s right, Anuk beside him. All of them wore the black Spartan body armor without their helmets however. The thick gold trimmed crimson capes scrapped along the floor of the hanger and connected to their armor at the shoulders with small silver disc shaped circles and inverted ‘V’s adorning them.


Behind them, standing an additional ten meters back was three Durcunusaan in a triangle, Vonis standing rigidly in the center.


Martin glanced back to look at his stoic face quickly and then turned to look at Isabella. [Mindvoice Shielded] You weren’t able to convince him Bella? He asked softly making sure Aricia was included within their connection.


Isabella shook her head. [Mindvoice Shielded] I tried as hard as I could. She replied. My father’s training still rules his mind and I will not allow him to put our people at risk.


[Mindvoice Shielded] There is still time Bella. Aricia spoke hopefully.


The blast of engines drew their attention as two High Coven Runners lowered into view near the other end of the hanger. Isabella shook her head. [Mindvoice Shielded] Not any longer. She spoke.


They watched in silence as the Runners set down and their engines powered down to silence. The rear ramps opened and standing on the ramp as it lowered stood Yuri. She was flanked by half a dozen heavily armed troops and three Immortals. Behind them were five men and two female vampires. No one exited the second Runner and Isabella laughed softly within Mindvoice.

[Mindvoice Shielded] She must think we are fools. She stated her connection open to Daniel and Anuk now.


[Mindvoice Shielded] How many? Danny asked shifting on the balls of his feet.


Isabella sniffed the air gently, using her inbred ability to detect blood of any kind even if it pumped within a person’s body. [Mindvoice Shielded] At least twenty. Perhaps more.

Aricia was watching Yuri as she walked confidently towards them. She glanced up at Martin. [Mindvoice Shielded] You took this woman into your bed Beloved? She asked in an offended but humorous voice.


Martin chuckled. [Mindvoice Shielded] Let’s just say it was one of my weaker moments.

[Mindvoice Shielded] That lasted for two years? Danny piped in with a chortle.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Ok… one of my weaker periods. So sue me. Martin stated with a laugh. Let’s do this. Her stench already makes me want to vomit.

They five of them moved up closer to the table and stopped as Yuri moved up to the same distance. Her cobalt blue eyes glared at him.


“Martin… it has been a long time.” Yuri spoke easily.


“Not long enough to suit my tastes.” Martin answered. “You have to be my most favorite bitch in the universe.”


Yuri’s jaw twitched ever so slightly and her eyes moved to Aricia and then turned to look at Isabella. “And I see you have brought your pureblood whore and my traitorous bitch of a half sister.”


Aricia smiled. “I still don’t understand what you saw in this pomai Beloved.” Aricia spoke. “She smells like worn month old pussy. Do you not ever bath woman?”


Danny couldn’t contain himself and he laughed out loud.


“Your pet has a sharp tongue Martin.” Yuri spoke with a grin. “I wasn’t aware you were into children Martin. Really… you must learn how to control your playthings.”

Martin chuckled. “Ah… Yuri. I understand that you are upset because Aricia and Isabella and the others make me feel something you never could. I’m sorry… but when I found them… it was like going from Pre-K to college. They are just so much tastier and they smell so much better.” Martin leaned over to firmly nuzzle Aricia’s ear and then he did the same to Isabella before looking back to Yuri. “Sister… you ain’t even in the same category as what I got now. You are what they used to refer to as a dead fuck! Of course… I’ve already told you that haven’t I. You just got too much shit in your ears to understand that.” Martin’s words made both Aricia and Isabella’s heart sing inwardly in joy. “Let’s get this over with. I don’t want to keep you from your little war with the Kavalians. That would be downright unsportsmanlike, and they seem to be doing such a fine job of kicking your fat ass!”


“Do not be so sure of yourself Martin. You are not invulnerable.” Yuri snapped viciously. “I didn’t think you would actually keep the terms of the agreement.”


“Unlike you Yuri… I have honor.” Martin spat.


“I could kill you now and be done with it.” Yuri spoke. “You brought less than what we agreed on. And where is your beast? I was under the impression he was never far from your side.”


Martin shrugged. “I don’t need anymore than what I have.” He spoke confidently. “Unlike you. And if you are referring to Torma… he’s around somewhere. I think he was chasing one of the scrawny animals they have on this stinking planet to eat.”


“We shall see.” Yuri spoke. “Now!” She barked out.


Martin didn’t move as the shadows unwrapped all around them and cloned vampire troopers began appearing with their weapons trained on Martin. He crossed his arms over his chest with a bored look and shook his head as Aricia and Isabella simply smiled. Four cloned vampire troops had appeared within several feet of Martin, Aricia and Isabella, their eyes hard and their weapons unwavering. In all nearly fifty had appeared and were now spread out among them with cruel smiles on their faces.

Yuri smiled sadistically. “I could kill you now and eliminate an enemy of the High Coven in the blink of a single eye. Perhaps I will just kill all of you and leave this place with my brother so that I can return him to my mother.”


Isabella began laughing then and she shook her head. “You are even more arrogantly predictable that I thought sister. It is no wonder the Kavalian dogs are crushing High Coven forces wherever they meet.”


The smashing sound from above caused Yuri’s head to lift skyward, as well as all the other vampires in the hanger. They watched as the body of the cloned vampire soldier fell from above and smashed to the floor directly in front of Yuri. His body was missing an arm and a leg and appeared as if he had been ravaged by a monster of sometime.


Martin laughed and Yuri’s head snapped up to glare at him. “He must have tasted bad.” He spoke. “Torma never spits out his food!”


Yuri’s eyes went wide as a massive tidal wave of shadows moved from the far walls of the hanger with blinding speed and swirled all around them. And then suddenly white haired, half vampire Drow elves began to appear by the dozens as they unwrapped the shadows from around their bodies. Her eyes went back to where Martin stood but Isabella was no longer next to him, and she watched as Aricia simply lifted her hand and a shimmering psychic diamond appeared in her palm and she launched it at the nearest cloned trooper. Yuri watched his chest explode out his back as Martin launched a similar psychic diamond and a cloned trooper’s head vanished in a spray of blood and bone. An entire section of the wall to her right smashed inward and the immense body of the obsidian scaled dragon appeared, followed by the smaller azure blue scaled beast. Torma simply lifted his front foreleg and brought it crashing down on two cloned vampires, impaling them on his thick talons. Isheeni let out a bellow and lifted another in her forelegs, her wickedly curved talons shredding his body into three bloody sections before she tossed the carcass to the side.

None of the Drow elves was more evident that Lynwe’s nearly six foot tall body as she physically launched a cloned trooper through the air to smash against the hanger’s wall while sticking her K12 into the face of another and pulling the trigger, her amber eyes hard points of gleefully savage light as she did what she had wanted to do for so many years. 


Yuri stepped forward to move but felt the pressure of three weapons press against her flesh. 


“Hello mother.” Lisisa’s voice was trembling with barely harnessed rage as she pressed the barrel of the K12 against Yuri’s right temple, the shadows drifting away from her lithe frame. “It’s so very nice to see you again.”


“Hello mother.” Yuriko’s voice echoed the barrel of her K12 pressed to the back of Yuri’s left ear, as the fingers of shadows melted away from her as well. “It has been so long.”


Isabella unwrapped the shadows from around her body directly in front of Yuri and placed the Shukur fighting knife’s point directly under her chin. Her cobalt blue eyes were filled with hate and rage.


“Moving would not be in your best interests at the moment Yuri. But I will not stop you if you tried.” Isabella spoke.


In five seconds there were nearly two hundred half vampire Drow elves surrounding the much smaller group that Yuri had so arrogantly assumed would be enough. General Vengal was smiling brilliantly as he stepped from the back of the STRIKER DT, his P190 in his hands and he strode toward Martin quickly, waving his hand at the seven intelligence agents who had wisely dropped to the floor of the hanger.


Martin looked at Yuri as Torma and Isheeni moved towards them, Torma lifting his front leg and flicking an oversized Talon into a cloned trooper that stared at him in awe. The talon smashed into his midsection and sent him hurtling across the hanger, his arms flailing wildly.


We are not here to play with them husband. Isheeni admonished him playfully as she came up to stand behind Aricia.


He was in my way. Torma echoed as he too moved with confident grace and came up behind Martin.


Martin smiled as he stepped forward. “Never assumed you have outsmarted me Yuri.” He spoke as he came to stand next to Isabella. “You will always be wrong.” He looked over his shoulder and smiled as every one of the surviving cloned troopers was covered by at least four Drow elves. “You do remember the Drow don’t you Yuri?” Martin spoke turning back to look at her. “You should… but don’t worry, they do remember you. They remember you as the vile bitch who ordered that they all be experimented on by your twisted doctors. Another of your mistakes Yuri. You discarded them as weak and impotent. They weren’t what you wanted. That mistake was my gain Yuri… because one word from me… and you die. All your little troopers here die.”


“I wish that anyway father.” Lisisa hissed as she jacked back the hammer of the K12 and pressed it tighter to Yuri’s temple. “For all the pain I have suffered. All the humiliation. I want her blood on my hands!”


Martin moved over next to her and leaned close to her head, gently nuzzling her cheek. “No Lisisa… control your lust. Let it leave you. You are my daughter as well now… and this will not solve anything.”


“You can not…” Yuri started.


Isabella pressed the point of the blade against Yuri’s chin further. “Don’t not speak bitch!” She hissed. 


Lisisa felt her father’s warming aura embrace her and she closed her eyes as it filled her with love and acceptance.  She reveled in those sensations for a brief moment and then opened her eyes once more and took a deep breath. Martin smiled and kissed her cheek gently. “That’s my girl. No matter what happens in the future Lisisa… always remember you have my love and the love of your mothers. Unconditionally.” He stepped back and moved next to Aricia. “We came here to do a deal.” Martin spoke. “I have my people…” He looked back as he saw Vengal and Armetus ushering his agents into the DT. “Where is my proof that your asshole father is dead?”


Yuri glared at him as Isabella applied more pressure. “Will… will you call her off?”


Martin smiled. “Bella?”


Isabella glared at Yuri for a moment and then took the Shukur away stepping closer Yuri and putting her face close. “Remember this day as a gift sister!” Isabella snarled. “And every day hence forth as a gift, a gift of continued life given to you by Martin Leonidas.”

Isabella stepped back away from her and felt Martin’s arm encircle her waist. He leaned forward and nuzzled her neck while kissing her cheek as he pulled her back to stand next to Aricia who quickly took her hand.


“Lisisa. Yuriko.” Martin spoke. He waited while they slowly stepped back lowering their weapons and moving to stand behind him. His eyes fell on Yuri as she glared at him, reaching up to touch her chin. “My proof… or we walk with Vonis and you go back to getting your ass kicked by the Kavalians.” Martin told her.


Yuri motioned with her hand and one of the Immortals stepped from between the three Drow elves that had their weapons leveled at him. He moved to the table and placed the medium sized box on the surface. He entered a code and the sides of the box slid open to reveal the shriveled head of the former High Lord Veldruk. The skin was ripped open as if someone had taken a hot knife to his face, his eyes wide in death and bulging veins across the corneas still visible.


“Damn!” Martin barked. “He was uglier when he was alive.”


Isabella moved forward and lifted the portable scanner passing it over the remains twice as she watched the results. She turned to Martin. “This is no clone.” She spoke. “It is him.”


Martin nodded. “Couldn’t have happened to a nicer guy.” Martin spoke. He turned and motioned to the three Spartans who were still guarding Vonis.


Yuri glared at her brother as he was brought forward. He wore a simple cloak and cowl and his face was impassive as he was led up to stand next to Martin and Isabella. She stepped closer, mindful of the many weapons still directed at her, as well as the intensely fierce look of the two dragons.


Vonis lifted his eyes to meet Yuri’s gaze. “Yuri… I am…” He spoke.


“Do not speak to me traitor!” Yuri snapped. “Our mother has already decided your fate Vonis. She wishes to speak with you about your future.”


Yuri’s eyes were cold he saw, without the warmth he had seen months before when she looked at him. Her face was a mask of anger and he could smell her blood pumping angrily, her humiliation at what had just happened enhancing that anger to boundless proportions. 

“Vonis?” Martin’s voice broke the silence and he waited until his eyes turned to look at him. Martin motioned with his head behind them and Vonis turned slowly. He heard Isabella gasp in surprise and Vonis’s eyes grew wide as For’mya led Va’nimia down the ramp of the DT. He could see her stunning blue eyes even from where he stood and they were filled with tears.


[Mindvoice Shielded] All you need do is turn and grasp the future Vonis. Martin’s voice burst into his head and his wide eyes turned back to him in shock. He had brushed aside his Mindvoice Shields as if they weren’t even there. I have lived my life by one primary rule Vonis. Never fear the unknown, for it could bring wonders you can not imagine. You took the first step when you discovered Va’nimia, now embrace the unknown and move forward. You will not be questioned or harassed in any way. On that you have my word as King. You can have a future with a woman who loves you Vonis. A woman you love as well if only you will allow what I can smell you feel for her to come out.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I will be hunted. I will never be at peace. Vonis spoke tentatively.


[Mindvoice Shielded] You let me worry about that. She carries your son you know. Martin lifted his hand. And she asked me to give you this.


Vonis looked down and saw the necklace he had given to her those long weeks ago. He lifted it from Martin’s hand as Yuri looked on in confusion. She could feel the tremors within Mindvoice, but the shields guarding that conversation were more powerful than any she had felt except for her mother.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Your decision right now will not affect just one life, but three lives. Do you love her enough to reach past what you fear? You are Isabella’s sister… and she was right when she told me you are not like your father and Yuri. Prove to me Bella is right about that Vonis and I will protect you myself if I have too.

[Mindvoice Shielded] And you will want nothing in return?

Martin smiled at him. [Mindvoice Shielded] I have Isabella’s love. Whatever information you have in your head Vonis is not more important to me than that.

“Let us go brother!” Yuri growled as she reached out to take his arm. “We have much to talk about.”


Vonis felt her fingers close around his arm and he looked up as Va’nimia began to turn and walk back up into the DT, For’mya holding her weeping body, the sobs making her shudder with their power.


That sealed Vonis’s decision.


“King Leonidas I request political asylum within the Lycavorian Union.” He barked out.


Martin’s Shi Viska flared into existence as did the Shi Viskas on the three Spartans that had escorted him her. He stepped in front of Vonis and the three other Spartans stepped up next to their King and closed ranks between Vonis and Yuri. He had told them this might occur and to be ready.


“Request granted!” Martin barked.


For’mya and Vanimia were half way up the ramp of the DT when the commotion from behind them caused them to turn as four Shi Viskas flared and appeared and Torma bellowed out a threatening roar. Va’nimia’s eyes were wide as she watched Vonis’s body blur in motion and then he was in front of her lifting her into his arms and crushing her to him.


Va’nimia’s dam burst then and the last weeks of not seeing him and discovering she was pregnant and might never see him again dissolved into nothing as she felt his arms crush her to him. She cried out in joy when he buried his face into her long dark hair and then his lips were upon hers and he was kissing her with more passion and feeling than he ever had before. It was a kiss that Va’nimia surrendered to completely and responded to without hesitation.


Vonis tore his lips from hers and set her down on the deck of the ramp, his hands coming up to stroked her hair and gaze into her tear filled eyes. Blue eyes that had captured all that he was from the first moment he had laid his gaze upon them.


“My… my name…” He gasped out leaning forward and gently holding her face in his hands. “My name… is Vonis.” He told her. “My name is Vonis, Va’nimia of the Elves. And I love you with every waking breath in my body. I will always love you. I… and I wish my future to be with you and whatever that may hold for us. If… if you will have me.”

Va’nimia’s face rivaled the brightness of any sun when she heard those words and she threw her arms around his broad shoulders as he lifted her off the deck. She was nodding her head as fast as she could, nuzzling his rough stubble of a beard with her soft skin and loving the way that made her feel. 

“Yes!” She gasped. “Yes… I will have you Vonis. I will have you for eternity.”


“I am… I am sorry for all the pain I have caused you Va’nimia.” He spoke softly. “I can not begin to tell you how sorry I am. I hope one day… I hope one day you can forgive me.”


Va’nimia shook her head quickly and brought her face close to his, her forehead resting against his lips. “The… the moment you returned to me I forgave you.” She whispered to him. “The moment you returned to me.” She lifted her head slowly. “I… I carry our child Vonis. It is a boy.”


Vonis nodded. “A boy child that will grow up free beside his brothers and sisters. However many you desire my Va’nimia.”


For’mya smiled as she watched Va’nimia bury her face into his chest and Vonis’s arms pull her as tightly to his as his strength allowed.


Yuri glared at Martin. “You have broken our deal!” She shouted. “You will return him to me this instant!”

Martin shook his head. “No Yuri. I brought him… just like I said I would. He requested political asylum before being transferred into your custody. I granted it. Is that a problem?” His Shi Viska hummed on his arm and while it was not leveled in a threatening manner, Yuri knew full well that unlike normal Spartan warriors, Martin could launch his shield from any position his arm was in and not from just directly in front of him. He could control his Shi Viska as if it was a living thing.

“I will… I will not forget this Martin!” Yuri snarled. 


Martin smiled. “And I won’t forget your failed attempt at bringing more troops than you were suppose to and trying to kill me Yuri. I’m sure you won’t forget… and neither will I.” He tilted his head slightly to the side. “You know… he never told us anything Yuri.” He spoke softly. “We questioned him for hours… and he never told us anything. You were going to kill him for nothing. You were going to kill him for falling in love with a female elf. Tell me Yuri, how much of a hypocrite does that make you? You fell in love with a clone that you turned into a vampire.” Martin turned his head.
“You know nothing of what you speak!” Yuri barked.

“Don’t I?” Martin asked softly. “You love Moran don’t you? Or is that just a ploy for you as well?” Martin stepped closer to her, towering over her body. Yuri tried to back up but she really had no where to go and she glared up into his eyes.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Did you think I didn’t learn anything about you in the two years we were together Yuri? I’m not as stupid as you think I am. Isabella and Aricia were standing there watching, even Aricia unable to penetrate the shields her Beloved had thrown up. Tell your mother Yuri… tell her this for me. The Kavalians are coming to pick up the fools they sent to Earth to steal dragon eggs. Once they do… that will be the last contact we will have with them. If they enter Union space, no matter where it might be, I’ll obliterate them.

[Mindvoice Shielded] Why should I believe you? She snapped.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I hate traitors to their own people Yuri, even more than I hate you. They will receive no help from us in any way. Whatever is happening is between you and them. Martin reached up and took the small data pad from the small pouch on his body armor. He held it out to her. This is everything we have been able to discover about the ones that came to Earth. You probably haven’t had time to inspect them since they are kicking your asses all over the place. He waited for Yuri to reach out and take the pad and smiled when she did. He knew then if she was taking it, they were losing badly. The Intelligence Purge will continue Yuri, and whenever we find a High Coven agent they will be executed. I’m not fool enough to think we’ll get them all, but we’ll get most of them. He spoke softly. We will not attempt to come into High Coven space Yuri; we will remain within our own borders unless you and your mother do something stupid.  

[Mindvoice Shielded] Why?

[Mindvoice Shielded] I told you… I hate traitors to their own people. Lisisa… my mother… my Queens… they are untouchable to you and Aikiro. If any harm befalls them Yuri and I discover you or the Coven were behind it… what the Kavalians are doing to you will look like a walk in the park compared to what I will do.

“Beloved!” Aricia called. “We must go!”

Martin turned and looked at her quickly and nodded his head before looking back to Yuri. [Mindvoice Shielded] Remember my words to you Yuri. I will not repeat them. He started to turn and walk away but looked back at her. Remember November 12th 2066 Yuri. You aren’t as smart as you think you are, and you should be more careful who you let rape you. Goodbye Yuri.

[Mindvoice Shielded] I will kill you! Yuri growled savagely. If it is the last thing I do in this life I will kill you Martin!

Martin’s smiled once more. [Mindvoice Shielded] Maybe one day Yuri. And then again… maybe not. No one knows what the future holds. I’d be more concerned about your future right now. It appears your precious High Coven is in deep trouble. So long Yuri. Give your mother a kiss for me… just to let her know how I feel about her.

Martin turned and headed back for the DT. “We’re leaving! Lynwe… cover us!”


“I have it!” Lynwe announced.


Martin looked back to Yuri. “Tell Moran I said hello Yuri.” He barked over his shoulder. 


Yuri could only stand there and watch as the man she hated most in this life slipped through her fingers once more.


Aricia and Isabella fell in beside him as he walked and slipped their hands into his. “Beloved… what were you saying to her? I could not penetrate your shields. You have never done that to me before Martin.”


“I was giving her a warning.” He answered looking at her. 


“What warning?” Isabella asked.


“That if she or her mother ever attempts to harm any of you again… my mother or Lisisa… I will find her.” Martin spoke softly. “And when I do it will take her a very long time to die, and I will watch as the life bleeds out of her for that entire time.” Aricia and Isabella stopped walking and he turned to look at them. “What?”

“You told her that?” Isabella gasped.

“In those words?” Aricia barked.

Martin nodded. “Yeah… pretty much! I did it politely though! I have learned to be more diplomatic in the last year thanks to you guys.” He said with a smile.

Aricia and Isabella smiled at the same instant and both of them threw their arms around him. He laughed and picked them up in his arms and headed for the DT.
SPARTA

KING’S VILLA



FOUR MONTHS LATER


Anja and Dysea walked side by side down the corridor from their bedroom. They were both beginning to show the very first signs of the children they carried, their normally flat abdomens just beginning to bulge. The thin robes they wore were tied at the waist loosely, and it was easy enough to determine they were naked beneath the robes as they walked. Their tanned legs were exposed as they walked their skin tanned and still luxurious in its softness. They were talking softly as they came into the main living area and crossed the huge room and entered the huge kitchen. The smell of Helen’s biscuits and Aricia’s coffee filled the entire villa and as they entered they saw Aricia and For’mya leaning close together looking at a large data pad and giggling, while Isabella and Helen were standing by the counter speaking in soft whispers and smiling.


Helen turned as they came into the kitchen. “Well… the sleeping beauties finally awake.” She spoke with a huge smile.


Anja held up her hands as she and Dysea settled into the bar stool like chairs. For’mya and Aricia both leaned over to receive kisses from Dysea. “Don’t blame us.” Anja spoke. “If two of our bedmates hadn’t been making so much noise last night we would have got up much earlier.” She said looking directly at Aricia and For’mya.


“Melyanna and I had to put pillows over our heads.” Dysea said as Isabella walked over and gave them both a mug of coffee while exchanging soft kisses with them.


“That’s not our fault!” For’mya exclaimed. “Blame Martin Leonidas and Bella!”


“Yeah!” Aricia echoed.


Helen held up her hand. “Stop! I don’t want to hear anymore!” She declared with a huge smile. 


“Where is Nauta Melme? He was the first to get up.” Dysea asked.


For’mya motioned with her hand to the patio and both Anja and Dysea turned to see Martin walking slowly back and forth along the patio, Androcles in his arms, his small pudgy hands gripping his father’s long black hair. They could just make out Torma’s huge body on the side of the villa, Elynth resting beside her father on one side, her matching golden eyes gazing on their bonded ones. She was getting larger, growing nearly two more meters in length in the last four months and developing the elegant lines of her mother, but the muscular proportions of her father.

“Andro woke early.” Aricia spoke. “Elynth’s arrival woke Martin up and when Bella and I came out they were all there.”


Anja and Dysea could feel the tremors within Mindvoice of Martin speaking, and they opened themselves just tad more to hear what he was saying.


…Eliani and Resumar come you will need to look out for them. They are your brother and sister. You will have many brothers and sisters, and you will need to watch over them always. Lisisa is reborn and she will look to you as well even though she is much older.


They heard Elynth chuckle within Mindvoice and then her soft voice filtered in as well. He says he knows all this already King Martin. He wants you to tell him about his grandfather. And then how you and my father met and became one.


They watched Martin’s head turn to look at his son in his arms. Your grandfather? Well what do you want to know boy? 

Yes… that could take several days to relate. Torma’s deep voice boomed.


Anja and Dysea smiled when they saw Andro yank on his father’s hair and a bubbling baby sound escaped his throat.


Andro says everything. Elynth answered.


Everything? That’s quite a bit. Martin’s voice spoke. Ok… well we need to start with the building of Sparta. It was a great…


Anja and Dysea turned back to the others their eyes glittering in love. “He has Melyanna and I lay on the bed next to each other with Andro between us and then he rests his head and talks to all of them. It’s almost as if he knows they can hear him even within our wombs.” Dysea said running her hand over her abdomen.

Isabella nuzzled her elven ear. “How do we know they can’t?” She said softly.


“Indeed.” Helen spoke and they all turned to look at her. “You have all heard me say your children will be different… because you are all different.” She looked at Isabella. “All of your children. I know all of you can feel that because of what you share with Martin and each other. Embrace that… nourish that within them and within yourselves. That is your strength as a family.”


The chime on the door broke their thoughts and Helen held up her hand. “I will answer it. Enjoy your coffee… and you two eat!” She spoke pointing to Anja and Dysea.


Helen may have been the First Oracle of their people, the Feravomir, but she was also a member of their family as far as any of them were concerned. She seemed just as happy here in her kitchen in the villa as she did working her days at setting up and accepting students to her School of the Mages. 

Anja and Dysea reached for the plate of biscuits that was on the table as Aricia held up the data pad to them. “Which dress for For’mya?” She asked. “The blue one or the red?”


“Aricia stop!” For’mya spoke. “We don’t even know if the Senate will approve such a thing. And it is not something I wanted anyway.”


“It may not be something you wanted For’mya…” Isabella spoke softly settling into the chair between her and Dysea. “It is something we want however. And Martin as well.”


“It will… it will change the constitution.” She spoke. “There hasn’t been a change in the constitution in nearly twelve hundred years.”


“Deia supports it... and it was she who brought it up first because of what occurred on Apo Prime.” Anja spoke as she buttered her biscuit. “All of the Senate members who remain here on Earth support it. Gorgo can be very persuasive it seems.”


“That was an isolated incident.” For’mya spoke. “I dealt with it.”


Aricia chuckled. “Yes you did. Deia said quite explicitly too.”


For’mya nudged her with an elbow and a smile. “He had it coming.”


“No doubt.” Dysea spoke as she pushed several crumbs from the biscuit into her mouth. “We have been…”

Dysea stopped talking when Helen led Admiral Joarl and Danny into the main living area. They all turned quickly, for while Danny, Anuk and Nayeca were frequent visitors to the villa, Joarl was not. Since Anuk was now also showing signs of her own pregnancy and they had just discovered last week that Nayeca was also with child, they were spending quite a bit of time here, though that had always been the case because of how close Martin and Danny really were.

Danny’s smile was bright as he looked at them and smiled. “Top of the morning to you!” He bellowed.


“Daniel Simpson… you do not shout within these walls!” Helen barked slapping his shoulder as she walked by into the kitchen.


“What… is that a new rule or something?” Danny asked. “Marty and I have yelled a lot in here the last few weeks.”


“Something that our ears are still recovering from Danny.” Anja spoke with a smile as he stepped up to the table and kissed her cheek.


“Yeah… well that’s the price you pay for being mated to a Spartan.” He answered as he kissed Dysea’s cheek as well. “How are the two most gorgeous pregnant women I know outside of my own mates of course?”


Dysea chuckled. “Let me get my ear plugs and I will tell you.” She spoke as she squeezed his arm.


Danny moved around the table and gave kisses to them all as Martin walked into the living area, holding Andro in his arms. He looked over at him. “Skipper… when are you gonna get a smaller table? I keep telling you having to walk around this big sucker to say good morning to your mates will be the death of me.” Danny finished with Isabella and then stepped over to the counter to pour himself a mug of coffee.

Martin smiled. “That’s because you’re getting fat!” Martin popped. “I’m gonna have Anuk and Nayeca put you on a diet.” He turned back to Joarl as For’mya got up and reached for Andro. He reached out with pudgy arms for her as she took him and returned to her chair next to Aricia. “Joarl… what’s up?” He asked as Helen came over and gave him a mug.


“Milord… we have heard from the Kavalians.” He spoke.


Martin sipped his coffee. “It’s about time.” He spoke.


“Sire… they have a ship already waiting at the Actar border. We did not know they were coming.” Joarl spoke evenly. “Initial sensor scans have put it equal in size and firepower to our LEONIDAS II-Class sire. They are requesting immediate approach vectors to Earth. They are exceptionally arrogant and insistent.”


Martin smiled. “Why doesn’t that surprise me?” He said. “They have a right to be it seems. They are kicking the shit out of the High Coven… that’s for sure.”


Danny nodded. “Fifty-three planets in four months is an ass whupping no matter how you slice it.”


“Beloved… you must watch your language!” Aricia snapped placing her hands over Andro’s ears.


“Sorry.” Martin spoke sheepishly.


“Both of you!” For’mya barked looking at Danny. 


“Ok. Ok.” He answered trying to make himself smaller against the counter.


“Your orders Milord?” Joarl asked.


“What do we have on them?” Martin asked.


“Captain Iness and his Strike Wing sire.” Joarl answered immediately. “A LEONIDAS I, four MOONLANCERS, two NOVA-Class-Attack Cruisers and five AUTUMN MOON-Class.”


Martin nodded. “Very well. Inform them they are to power down their weapons and shields for the duration of their stay in Union space. We will maintain a constant sensor lock on them… and if there are any twitches from those systems we will destroy their ship and everyone on board and execute the prisoners we have.” He spoke.


Joarl nodded quickly and bowed his head. “As you order sire.”


“How long before they arrive?” Martin asked.


“The Actar border is only six hours from Earth sire.” Joarl answered.


Martin nodded. “That gives me enough time.” He said. “Once they are in orbit I want three PDPs on this ship the entire time. These folks are not our friends… no matter how much they want us to believe that.”

“I’ve already arranged for that Milord.” Joarl spoke.


“Good. Who are they sending?”


“A Kavalian by the name of Keleru. He is apparently what they call their Prefect.” Joarl replied.


“No one else?” Martin asked quickly.


Joarl shook his head quickly. “Not to my knowledge sire.” He didn’t understand Martin’s relieved sigh.


“Ok… we’ll meet with him in the Acropolis Senate Chamber. Outdoors. Have the area secured and make sure no one is within four blocks. Danny… you want to take care of that?”

Dan nodded. “Consider it done.” He replied.

“Inform me when he arrives, and have Laustinos greet him and keep him company until I get there.” Martin spoke.


Joarl nodded waited for a few seconds to see if anything else was coming and then turned and headed out of the villa. Helen saw the look on Martin’s face and she walked up to him slowly. “What is it Martin?” She asked softly.


Martin shook his head quickly. “Nothing…” He turned to look at Anja who barely nodded her head to him. “I’m going to get changed and then speak with Armetus before he leaves for Apo Prime.”


Isabella looked up. “Why has he been here all this time Martin?” She asked. “He keeps himself locked away within the Senate’s library?”


Martin met her eyes. “He’s working on something for me. Nothing major really. You know how he is when he gets something in his head.” He moved to the table and shared soft kisses with all of them before glancing at Anja once more and heading for the bedroom. 

SENATE CHAMBER’S LIBRARY



Martin moved into the large room and his eyes found Armetus almost immediately. He was sitting at the center table, data pads and books piled up all around him, many of them of the hand written variety. His head came up when he smelled his King enter and he came to his feet as Martin approached.


“They are arriving.” Armetus spoke. “Yes I heard.”


“You’ve had almost four months Armetus.” Martin spoke. “Is there anything you can tell me?”


Armetus took a deep breath and nodded. “As much as I am not happy about it sire… I’m afraid your suspicions and your nose were right. About everything.”


“Ah… fuck me!” Martin spoke dropping himself into the chair next to Armetus and his head going to his hands. “When you didn’t come to me before now I was hoping it somehow wasn’t true. Begging that it wasn’t true.”


Armetus lowered himself into his chair. “I did not want to come to you unless I knew for sure Milord. I made that determination four days ago, but I was going through all of my work before I came to you. I’m… I’m sorry. I… I truly wish it was not so Milord.”


Martin looked up now and for the first time since he had known this young King, Armetus saw moisture in his eyes. “Ok.” Martin said taking a deep breath. “Cut the Milord crap and tell me. I want to know it all Armetus. Leave nothing out.”


“It… it could take several hours Martin.” He spoke now using his King’s name. 


Martin looked at him. “I got time.”


Armetus returned to his chair and reached across the stacks of books and paper collecting several hand written documents that appeared to be older than both of them put together. He turned in his chair and held them out to Martin. “These are the official records entered into the library here in Sparta three thousand and six years ago. Everything about it was suspicious from the outset, but back then they did not have what we do today as you know. They discovered…”

DRAGON CAVE

3.2 KILOMETERS FROM KING’S VILLA


It was nearly identical to their cave on the Island Palace Estate on Apo Prime though slightly larger. It had been built within the first three months of Androcles being born, and it was now their home when they came to Earth, even though they spent much of their time at the actually villa itself. It remained on the Villa’s Estate grounds, with a single winding path through the towering timber that led to the patio of the villa. Outside it appeared just like any other mountain in the area, albeit a little out of place. The Lycavorian engineers had told them it would eventually blend right into the timber and vegetation all around and appear as natural as anything. The interior of the cave was massive, easily two hundred meters high and then two hundred meters long so that their children could learn to fly in relative safety from the elements until they were strong enough to face them. There were half a dozen smaller indentations in the surrounding walls that were used for sleeping pens and food storage. Isheeni and Torma never slept apart, and like their bonded ones, they were always touching each other in some fashion when they slept.


There was a hidden tunnel at the rear of the cave that had been dug out of the earth and traveled for four kilometers underground until it came back up within the western mountains around Sparta. It was an emergency tunnel, and while they never expected to use it, Isheeni and Torma had taken Elynth, Jeth and Aurith through the entirety of the tunnel to the end so that they had their bearings when they came out the other end.

Isheeni saw Torma sitting by the opening of their cave and she tilted her large head as she gazed at his powerful body and obsidian scales. He was almost twice her size, yet he could be the gentlest creature in the universe when he took her and they mated here on the ground. When they flew… the instincts of their kind overruled all and it was heated and powerful as he would plunge on her over and over, wrapping his enormous wings around her as they plummeted to the earth coupled in the most intimate fashion of their kind. Isheeni moved up next to the dragon that held her soul and she rubbed her snout across the scales on his side while her tail caressed the soft underside of his much longer tail.


What troubles you husband? She asked.


Torma turned his golden eyes on her as she settled next to him on the soft earth. Martin. He said simply. Something is wrong.


What do you mean? He is in the city. Is he hurt?


Torma shook his head. It is inside. He told her. You know that our bond has grown so much stronger this last year.


Isheeni nodded. Yes… far more than my mother ever thought. More than mine with Aricia. Elynth is showing this as well with Andro. What is wrong my husband? 


Torma nodded his massive head. Martin has shared many things with me that even his Queens do not know Isheeni. It is hard to keep them from me when I experience most of it with him. 

It is no different than with Aricia and I husband. Isheeni said. What do you feel from him Torma? Tell me my love.


Torma turned his golden eyes on her. I feel betrayal Isheeni. Betrayal and rage. And it is growing.

GREATSOUL-CLASS KAVALIAN DREADNOUGHT

STORMKILLER

ORBITING EARTH


“Three of their Planetary Defense Platforms have realigned to monitor us Prefect.” The officer called out. “The Strike Wing that escorted us here is maintaining station only one million kilometers away.”


Keleru looked at Pusintin. “You expected this I presume?” He spoke calmly.


Pusintin nodded. “We were found on a Union planet conducting a covert operation Keleru. I would be surprised if we did not have this much attention.”


“They fear us then?” Keleru spoke.


Pusintin met his eyes. “No. We are an unknown to them. They know the history of our people and the conflict we had with them. They also know we are victorious at every turn against the High Coven. They are curious. But frightened of us…” Pusintin shook his head. “Now that a Leonidas sits once more on the throne… they will never fear any empire or person again. Be cautious 
and questioning perhaps… but no… fear is not something they will feel.”

“Then why the show of force?” Keleru asked.


“Make no mistake Keleru my friend… if we step one millimeter out of line they will vaporize this ship and everyone on it in a single blink regardless of the consequences. That includes you and me.” Pusintin spoke.


Keleru looked at this man that had been with him for so many years as one of their own. “You have never lied to me when I ask you a question Pusintin. Never once. It is one of the reasons I hold you in such high regard. I have never asked your Pride Leader about your past. I felt when you were ready you would tell me. I must ask you now my friend. What do I not know about you?”


Pusintin looked at him and nodded. “I will tell you what I can on the way down. The rest you will undoubtedly discover when we are on the surface.”


“And why have you not revealed this to me before now?” Keleru asked.


“I never thought I would come to this day Keleru.” Pusintin replied softly. “Never in all my life. You have treated me as a son and I consider you and the others my people now. Never doubt that Keleru. Never doubt that.”


Keleru nodded. “I never have Pusintin.” He answered. “Come… our transport is waiting and I wish to hear what you have to say to me. I get the feeling it will be enlightening.”

SPARTA

ACROPOLIS OUTDOOR SENATE CHAMBER


Laustinos looked at Gorgo as they stood waiting inside the pillars that surrounded them. This was the original Senate gathering place and now it acted as the outdoor chamber for the warm spring and summer months. It had been restored over the years to its original splendor and now Gorgo was letting her eyes drift over the chamber as memories of long ago filled her.


Laustinos had been chosen by Deia to be her Deputy only one year ago on Armetus’s recommendation. He had spent the first years of his career as a political analyst for Armetus and knowing that he did not want to remain in the intelligence field he had jumped at the chance to become Deia’s Deputy. He found working with her to be a wonder. She was shrewd and knowledgeable to the extreme. When Queen Dysea had come into the fold and began working with her, Laustinos had been slightly put out, but Queen Dysea had turned out to be quite down to earth and very open to learning many things from both Deia and him. He found her unique wildflower scent intoxicating and he always wondered what she saw in the King. She was beautiful beyond measure with her hair and eyes, and Laustinos did not particularly care for the King. He found him to be abrasive and inflexible. He shrugged to himself. He could do nothing for he was only a Beta wolf, and had he been an Alpha he doubted he could project an aura strong enough to override what he sensed from the King filtering through Dysea’s blood.


The King’s mother he found fascinating and when she had volunteered to greet their guests with him as he left the newly established University where he spent most of his time here in Sparta, he had jumped at the chance. She had helped to build this very city so long ago, and there were rumors spreading among the citizens even now that whatever Gorgo had asked of her son in the last four months had come forth.


“Does it bring back memories Lady Gorgo?” Laustinos asked with a smile.


Gorgo turned to look at him with a smile on her face. “Yes it does.” She spoke with a knowing glint in her eyes. “You don’t care for my son, do you Laustinos.” She spoke.


Laustinos looked surprised at her statement and his eyes widened. “What… what makes you say that Lady Gorgo?” He asked quickly.


Gorgo chuckled and moved to stand in front of him. Gorgo had regained her full health and radiance in the last four months, and she didn’t doubt for an instant it was because she was back in the home of her heart. Her hair once more shone with brilliance and her skin was flush with health. She was back at her normal weight and all of her strength had returned as well as her sharp mind. Riall had surprised her with a trip to Gytheio where he had presented her with their new home. A large villa only a hundred meters from the ocean water. That had led to four wonderful days and nights of rediscovering each other more passionately than Gorgo had ever remembered their times together as being and it made her sing out in joy inwardly whenever she looked at him now.


Gorgo had returned to Thermopylae five times in the last four months. She had laid flowers on Leonidas’s tomb and prayed and finally let go of him after so many years. As that decision swept over her, Gorgo felt the strong breeze sweep over the top of the monument and caress her skin and that she knew, that was Leonidas’s breath of love and happiness for her at what she had found with Riall. And it was his blessing upon her.


“He is like his father Laustinos.” Gorgo said with a smile. “He can be bullheaded and stubborn as a mountain… but he will always absorb what you tell him and consider it. He values Deia’s word as gospel, almost as much as his Queens. That means he values your words as well. Never doubt that.”


Laustinos looked stunned and his face showed it. “I… I never… I always thought he disliked me.”


Gorgo chuckled. “No… that is not the case.” She said. “Just try not to let your attraction to Dysea show so much when they are together.”


Laustinos looked at her with horror in his eyes. “Lady… Lady Gorgo… I…”


Gorgo reached out and squeezed his arm. “Calm down young Laustinos… Be at peace. You are not in any danger. Dysea finds your attentions flattering… but as with all of my son’s Queens… no one will ever be able to separate them. Or their love for each other.”


“That… that was never…” Laustinos stammered.


“Don’t worry young man… I’m quite sure you are not the only young wolf who has found one of the Queens attractive.” Gorgo said playfully. “You…” Gorgo sniffed the air suddenly and she turned as the half dozen Durcunusaan Spartans marched up with the two strangers. Gorgo stood there staring at the two men as Laustinos turned and saw them. 

“Ah… finally.” He spoke moving confidently up to where Pusintin and Keleru stood, the six Spartans warily watching them. “Prefect Keleru I presume.” He said.
“Do you always treat visiting dignitaries in such a way?” Keleru demanded in a harsh voice.

Laustinos did not miss a beat. “Forgive me Prefect… but considering our history and your actions in recent months, precautions must be taken to insure not only your safety but ours as well. I’m sure you understand.”

Keleru looked around quickly. “Where is my nephew Talco? Where are my men?” He spoke. “Why does your King keep me waiting. I am not…”

Gorgo blocked out the Kavalians voice as her eyes settled on the second man. He was very tall and very heavily muscled and he was also a Lycavorian; that much was obvious and more than likely why the Durcunusaan looked at him so. His dark blond hair was short and his dark eyes were familiar some how. She stepped closer as his eyes came to settle on her and she inhaled deeply allowing his evergreen scent to filter through her. His scent was familiar to her somehow, but Gorgo was sure she had never seen him before. 
Pusintin stepped around Keleru when he saw her, his dark eyes showing his surprise. This was almost too good to be true. She was just as he remembered from so long ago. The day she had left him. He detected the Spartans shift their position slightly, but not interfering as he moved closer to her around where Keleru stood. They had no real reason to be wary, they had searched them both for weapons upon arriving. He had told Keleru everything he could in the time allowed. He had not been angry as Pusintin first thought; Keleru had been amused to the extreme and it showed.
“I do not laugh at you my Pusintin my friend. I am laughing at the irony of it all.”

Pusintin had to agree.

Laustinos saw the large man moved from the Prefect’s side and he looked at the unknown Lycavorian. The questions as to why a Lycavorian would be traveling with a Kavalian were just starting to light off in his head when the Lycavorian spoke. 
Seven words that Laustinos would not soon forget, nor the expression on Lady’s Gorgo’s face. That would be forever etched in his mind until he died.
“Hello mother. It’s been a long time.”


Martin exited the Senate Chamber so deep in thought, his feelings of rage and betrayal simmering just beneath the surface, he didn’t notice Danny standing by the entrance. He came up short and looked at the only man he had called brother through the years.


“What are you doing here?” He asked.


Danny pushed off the wall. “I don’t know. I was hoping you could tell me. In the last hour alone I’ve had Aricia, Anja, Dysea, For’mya, Isabella and Torma contact me and want to know why you aren’t answering them.” Dan spoke as he came to stand in front of him. “I get within three hundred meters of this building and then I can feel it as well. What’s going on Marty? I’ve felt you this hyped up only one time before… and the end results for that were not in the least bit pretty.”


“It’s complicated Dan.” Martin spoke.


“Yeah… I imagine it is.” Danny said. “Now why don’t you explain it to me.”


Martin took a deep breath and nodded. “I discovered it as we were coming back from Lycavore.” Martin spoke.


“Discovered what?”


Martin opened his mouth to reply when the COM unit on his belt chimed insistently. He reached down and slapped it hard. “What?!” He barked.


“King Leonidas… Admiral Joarl wanted me to contact you and inform you that the two Kavalian representatives have been escorted to the Acropolis Senate Chamber. They are meeting with Deputy Laustinos and Lady Gorgo right now.”


Martin’s face twisted into a snarl. “I thought there was only one coming!” He barked.


“The… the Kavalian Prefect informed us when they arrived in orbit that there would be two of them Milord.” The voice stammered obviously flustered at having the King so angry at him. “The second representative is a Lycavorian Milord.”


Martin’s eyes flew open in horror. Danny immediately came to alertness, his body tensing.


“Marty what’s wrong?” He barked. “What is it?”


TORMA! Martin screamed out within Mindvoice. 


I am already above you my brother! Torma bellowed. I have been circling for an hour as your emotions have churned. I’m coming down! 


Danny had time to look up and see Torma’s massive body block out the sun and then he was being pulled up into the air by Torma’s TK power along with Martin and deposited in the saddle behind him as they sped across the tops of Sparta faster than Danny had ever seen Torma fly.


The loud crashing on the patio brought Aricia and the others running from the bedroom where they were dressing. They saw Isheeni skidding to a stop on the patio tile, Iriral skipping across the tile and almost falling into the wading pool.


Aricia looked at her oddly as she saw Miath set down as well.


Isheeni! What is it? What is wrong?


Come quickly Aricia! All of you! Something is happening with Martin! His scream for Torma nearly deafened me! Did you not feel it?


Aricia’s eyes were wide now and she shook her head. No!


Anja stepped forward. He has been blocking us for several hours now! Isheeni what is happening?


I don’t know! Come quickly! Whatever is happening has caused Torma to block me as well! He won’t answer me any longer. All I know was that he was circling the building where Martin was and wouldn’t return to the cave! Hurry!

They needed no further urging and soon three dragons lifted off the ground of the villa, throwing the Durcunusaan Spartans guarding the villa into a fit.


COM units came alive all over the city of Sparta then.


Gorgo staggered back quickly from the man in front of her wide eyes. “Who are you?” She gasped.


Pusintin smiled as he stepped closer his words throwing the Spartans around them off guard and making their actions tentative. “Don’t you recognize me mother? It is me.”


Gorgo shook her head. “You are dead!” She snapped. “You can not be alive!”


“But I’m not dead.” Pusintin declared. “I’m standing right in front of you. You seem surprised that I am alive mother, understandably… since you left me to die!” He shouted.


Gorgo shook her head. “No! This is not possible!”


“Oh but it is mother.” Pusintin looked all around. “Sparta has grown I see. It is almost as I remember. Do you remember when you saw me last mother? The night you gave me to Dymas’s new bride until he returned from fighting Xerxes and his Coven. I cried for you for hours. Don’t you remember mother?”


“No!” Gorgo gasped. “I had to leave! I had to leave!”


“You left me alone mother!” Pusintin shouted. “Father was dead! And then you left me! You abandoned me you bitch!”


Gorgo’s eyes darkened. “I did what needed to be done!” She barked angrily. “I did what I needed to do to save the line of your father! I told you that!”


“I was seven years old mother!” Pusintin screamed. “I was seven years old and you left me!”


“Sparta needed a King!” Gorgo snapped. 


“And I needed my mother!” Pusintin screamed again. “Can’t you even call me by my name! The name you and father gave me! Do you even remember my name!” He snatched the four inch long tiger’s claw he wore around his neck as a last resort weapon. It appeared as the end of the pendant that Pusintin wore around his neck and had for years. He has used it in the past to disembowel enemies and as he tore it from around his neck he intended to disembowel the woman who had brought him into this world.


PLEISTARCHUS! The scream echoed within the confines Mindvoice, and even though it was an outdoor venue the sound almost seen to carry across the space. I REMEMBER YOUR NAME!

Pusintin winced from the enormity of the voice in his head. The power of the voice had swept aside his Mindvoice shields like they were a toy and he turned grabbing for his head just as Torma’s massive body settled to the ground only ten meters away. He saw the bodies launch from between the wings of that beast and he could do nothing to stop Martin from ramming into him with his shoulder and sending his body careening into the still concrete seats that filled the Acropolis Senate Chamber.


Keleru made to move and try to help defend his friend but suddenly he found himself buried under the weight and strength of the huge black Spartan who glared at him with yellow eyes and exposed fangs. He saw the six Spartans moving to encircle their King’s mother even as the head of the monstrous black beast extended over the black Spartan’s shoulder and glared at him with a snarl that exposed flesh shredding teeth. Keleru’s eyes grew wide in unabashed fear as he came face to muzzle with one of the creatures his people so feared.

“You made a mistake coming here Kavalian!” Danny hissed in a voice that held all the rage and angry of his brother. It had taken Martin only ten seconds to pass to him within Mindvoice what he knew and now Danny was equally as enraged over what was happening.


Pleistarchus/Pusintin groaned in pain as he rolled over on the concrete bench. The impact of his body against the ancient stone benches had caused a huge section of the fourth row to break off and fall to the ground. He hadn’t been hit like that in decades and the pain fueled his own rage. As he turned his head and eyes and saw Martin, his own eyes changed and the dual fangs that were so unique to Martin Leonidas burst from his gums as he leaped from his spot in the fourth row.


Consumed by his anger as he was Martin didn’t expect the attack and his ‘dead’ brother smashed into his side tossing both of them between two of the thick pillars of the Acropolis and into clear space outside on the grass just as Isheeni, Iriral and Miath were landing on the open ground. They practically leaped from their bonded mates and rushed to where Gorgo was surrounded by Durcunusaan Spartans.


“Gorgo!” Aricia gasped as she skidded to a halt and pulling her into her embrace as Gorgo reached for her tears streaming from her eyes. Isabella reached her next and fell to the ground next to her, quickly positioning herself to protect Gorgo. “Gorgo… what is happening? Who is this man?”


Anja, Dysea and For’mya were beside them now, Anja looking over to where Danny was on top of the Kavalian looking more dangerous and poised to kill than at any time she had ever seen him.


“Gorgo?” For’mya asked softly reaching out to her tear stained face. 

Gorgo shook her head and buried her face in Aricia’s chest.


Martin rolled quickly to his feet, eyes changed and dual fangs extended and he watched Pleistarchus match his move. They stared at each other for a long moment.


“So you know!” Pleistarchus barked. “Good. It’s nice to be remembered!”


“I know that you are a traitor to your people and a coward!” Martin screamed as they walked in a circle glaring at each other.


“You know nothing!” Pleistarchus bellowed. “You know nothing of those days after she left me! You were still safe within her womb! Out there among the stars! I was here… the High Coven hunting for me every day!”


“You had an entire city behind you!” Martin yelled. “Thousands of Spartans who would have died for you at your whim! You betrayed them! You betray the memory of our father with your very presence in his city after what you have done! You have killed hundreds of our people! You helped to kill thousands you sorry sack of shit!” Martin saw Pleistarchus’s eyes go a little wider. “Did you think I would not find out what you have done! You helped those animals kill thousands of our people!” Martin’s arm snapped out to point at Keleru as Danny yanked him out of the Acropolis and held him. “Our people! Men and women that would have followed you to hell and back! All you cared for was who you could get into bed next!”

“I was King!” Pleistarchus roared. “They were happy to share my bed!”

“How many of our people died in the earthquake while you were King Pleistarchus?” Martin barked out. “How many? Our city… half destroyed. You allowed that to happen!”


“They left me to die on that road!” Pleistarchus screamed.


“You fucking fool! They were Spartans! They would never have left their King! They sent a flanking force to hit the Coven forces from the rear! Your Kavalian friends ambushed them using modern weapons against spears and shields! That is why you were overwhelmed!”


“I know what happened that day!” Pleistarchus spoke. “They saved me that day! They brought me into their world and made me one of their own! They freed me from the bindings of this city and this fool planet!”


The moment the word had gone out from the Villa’s security force, three complete Mora of Spartans surged from their barracks. Word passed quickly and soon those three Mora were descending upon the Acropolis Senate Chamber like a wave. 

Helen beat them there.


She had felt the incredible surge of anger and rage the moment Martin and Danny took to the skies above Sparta. As she rushed through the Acropolis her eyes were wide as she caught glimpses of Martin and the man in the open outside. As she came to the end where Aricia and Isabella were huddled holding Gorgo with the other Queens Helen’s eyes grew even wider as recognition washed over her.

“Son vada carians… Joa!” She gasped as she settled to the ground behind Dysea who was gripping Aricia tightly. “It… it can not be!”

Dysea snapped her head around. “Helen… Helen who is this man!” She barked. “Nauta Melme and he… they are talking as if they know one another.”

Helen shook her head. “Gorgo… Gorgo… can it be?”

Gorgo pulled her face up and looked at her. “Dustha… how… how can this be? You… you told me he was dead!”

“Who was dead?” Anja nearly shouted. “Who the fuck is this man?”

“He is… he is Martin’s brother!” Helen gasped as heads turned to look at her in stunned amazement. 

None more so than Daniel Simpson. 

“He is… he is Martin’s older brother Pleistarchus!” Helen gasped out.


It was almost surreal to watch as the two men, both larger than most, circled each other like predators. They both had yellow/gold eyes that blazed fiercely now, and the dual wolf fangs that were unique to only the line of Leonidas. Spartans warriors and civilians were swarming the area now, gathering around the acropolis, the Spartans unsure of what to do or how to act with their King so close to the second man.

“Why did you not return? Why didn’t you try to escape!” Martin gasped. “This was your home! These were your people! You left them! You were the first born of our father’s sons! You should have honored him and…”


“Our father was a fool!” Pleistarchus screamed. “Just as you are! I will do what he never could! I will do what he failed to do because he was weak! I will destroy the High Coven.”

They both turned as Gorgo surged off the ground from where Aricia held her. “Your father was not weak!” She screamed. “He was never weak! You are weak if you stand there speaking the words you speak! You are not the son I brought into this world! You are nothing more than a betrayer of your own kind!” Aricia and Isabella held her back, Gorgo’s eyes burning in unrequited rage now.

Pleistarchus laughed and turn backed to look at Martin. “You have something that belongs to me brother. Something I discovered just recently. I want it back!”

Martin shook his head. “Never. There has been enough pain and suffering there. You will cause no more… I will not allow it.”

“You won’t…”

“No!” Martin screamed. “I will act as you should have in that regard!”

“So be it!” Pleistarchus snarled. “Now… are we going to fight my dear brother or are you going to bore me to death.”


Martin’s eyes flared wide and he snarled at Pleistarchus. “You are not my brother!” He bellowed. “You were never my brother! I have only one brother… and he stands there!” Martin’s arm and hand extended out to where Danny stood and everyone saw his eyes go wide.
Danny heard the gasps from the side and his head swiveled as he saw Anuk and Nayeca standing only feet away from him, their hands across their mouths in stunned surprise at Martin’s words which had carried across the field. “He is the only brother I have ever known! He will be the only brother I will ever know! The only brother I will ever need! You are a pathetic excuse for a Spartan! And a traitor to your kind! Father should have discarded you the day you were born!”

Pleistarchus face twisted into a snarl. “I will kill you for your words! I will kill you in front of the wenches you call Queen and I will take the throne of Sparta once more! Then I will use them as my whores!”


Martin’s smile was the most savage expression anyone had ever seen from him. “Sparta is my city! Earth is my planet!” Martin roared. “This is my Union! You no longer have any claim to it! You lost that when you took up arms against your own people! Come Pleistarchus you betraying, back stabbing motherfucker! Let’s dance!”


The flash came quickly and then the massive raven black wolf was there. Three and a half feet at the shoulder and nearly three hundred pounds of muscle and teeth. Coiled steel like bands of muscle propelled the massive beast into the air straight at Pleistarchus. What met that wolf in midair was not a man, but a dark blond haired wolf equal in both size and height, with rippling muscles and jaws of razor like teeth. The titanic collision of over six hundred pounds of muscle, hair, flesh and teeth was unlike anything anyone had heard before.

Martin’s hind legs reared up and he raked his talons down, wanting to open Pleistarchus’s belly in the first moment. His brother brought his own hind legs up blocking that move and Martin’s talons sliced open his legs instead. As Pleistarchus howled in pain he brought his jaws down and they snapped shut like a steel trap on Martin’s left shoulder as the two massive bodies smashed into the ground.

“Martin!” Aricia screamed as she struggled to come to her feet.


“No! No!” Gorgo yelled grabbing her arms and Isabella’s shirt as Helen reached for Dysea and Anja. “No! You mustn’t interfere! They… this is no longer about right or wrong! Friend or foe!”


“Gorgo is right!” Helen gasped holding Dysea and Anja’s hands tightly. “If you interfere one or both of them will turn on you!! This must play out!”


“What? Why? What is it about then?” Aricia gasped.


Gorgo looked at her. “This is blood against blood Aricia! This is about betrayal of that sacred trust that blood and family and honor has.”


“He is Martin’s brother!” Anja gasped. “He is… he is your son Gorgo.”


Gorgo shook her head. “The day Pleistarchus took up arms against his own people he became a pariah. He is not my son’s brother nor is he my son. Not any longer.” Gorgo turned her head and looked at Danny whose own eyes were on her now as well.


The two wolves broke apart, both of them leaving splotches of blood on the bright green grass as they circled each other snarling and biting at the air. Resumar had been the largest of their kind ever recorded in history, the holovids of him from thousands of years ago some of the most popular data scrolls viewed in the many schools and universities. No actual data images of his son Leonidas existed because of the time period in which he lived in Sparta, but there were hundreds who had seen him when he had lived and all of them agreed he was equal in size, if not larger than his father. 

The sons of Leonidas matched that size without equal.

Pleistarchus feinted to his right and drove inside to try and clamp his jaws on Martin’s throat. His massive paws came up short and dug furrows in the ground when Martin didn’t take the bait and the huge black paw flashed out in riposte. Four long bloody streaks appeared along Pleistarchus’s head, partially ripping away his right ear and Martin leaped back. He howled out in pain and staggered away. Martin leaped in with the same intent, but Pleistarchus snapped his head around, ignoring the pain in his head and sprang upwards, driving his shoulder into Martin’s side and raking his right paw down Martin’s side as he shoved him away. Martin howled in pain and slammed into the ground rolling. Pleistarchus pressed his attack and leaped. 


His brother’s three hundred pounds drove him into the ground, his front paws folding under him with the unexpected weight and Martin’s muzzle slammed into the ground with enough force to rattle his teeth and cause him to bit his tongue savagely. This only served to save his life for he felt Pleistarchus’s jaws snap shut just behind his ears intending to seize the back of his neck and crush his spine. With a painful heave he reared back on his hind legs lifting his entire body completely off the ground until he was standing like he was in human form. Pleistarchus didn’t expect this move and he flailed madly, his talons raking along Martin’s back and shoulders, tufts of black fur flying into the air as he fell back to land with a rush of air on his own back. Martin whirled faster than anyone had ever seen a wolf move and his massive jaws clamped down on Pleistarchus’s right hind leg. He crunched his fangs down with all his incredible strength, biting through flesh and veins and cartilage until he met bone with nearly three thousand pounds of pressure per square inch. He was fueled by hate and rage and the betrayal of a brother he never knew. A brother he now hated with every fiber of his being. 

Pleistarchus howled out his agony and ripped out with his front paws tearing the flesh of Martin’s massive shoulders down to the bone, but unable to get him to release his leg. He lifted his huge body up off the ground once more time and slashed across Martin’s right cheek with deadly sharp black steel talons, slicing open the flesh of Martin’s cheek right down to his jaw line. His howl continued as Martin applied more pressure, unwilling to let go and finally his fangs snapped the bones in Pleistarchus’s leg, the crunch and pop clearly audible in the now silent field of the hundreds who had gathered.


Martin’s eyes watered and he released Pleistarchus’s leg, letting the useless limb drop to the ground as he backed away slowly, his body dripping blood at every step. As Pleistarchus flailed madly on three legs, Martin waited for the right moment and then leaped in once more, raking his talons across his brother’s broad back as he sank his fangs into Pleistarchus’s flesh at the base of his neck. His brother went limp as Martin’s fangs bit deeply and those glowering yellow orbs, filled with horrific savagery, lifted to stare directly into his mother’s face. 

Gorgo’s eyes were puffy and red, her face streaked with tears, the faces of his Queens also shiny with liquid, unable to comprehend the terrible brutality he was resorting to and weeping for his injuries. His yellow eyes turned to where Danny stood, now down on one knee his head hanging low, his own changed eyes spilling tears as Anuk and Nayeca knelt beside him sobbing as well. 

My Brother? Martin’s voice reached out and he saw Danny’s face lift.
You have won my son! You have won! Now you must show mercy! Now you must act as King! The deep voice within Mindvoice was loud and focused and so very clear and hundreds of heads came up as they all heard it as well. It was a voice Martin knew very well.
Father? Martin’s eyes dropped to the back of his brother’s dirty blond neck, his fangs soaked with Pleistarchus’s blood hair and poised to crunch through his neck killing him instantly.

Now you must act as King Martin Leonidas! Now you are truly a King!

Martin opened his jaws and allowed Pleistarchus’s body to slump to the ground. He staggered backwards and in a brilliant flash of silver white light he shifted back. His body was soaked in blood and the wounds were still flowing with blood as he slumped to his knees.

“No!” He gasped loudly as the wheezing from his brother reached his ears. “I will not… I will not kill you before the eyes of our mother!” He turned his head when Gorgo’s wail filled the air. “That would be the ultimate betrayal.”

Martin staggered to his feet, his shoulders shredded and torn, and his cheek open to the bone. His wide yellow eyes searched around and settled on Danny, who had come to his feet once more. “Brother! I… I need you to… catch me!”

Martin started to pitch forward and in the blink of an eye Danny was there. His powerful arms caught him as he fell but Martin’s weight drove them both to the ground on their knees.

“I got you Marty!” Danny spoke. “I got you!”

Martin reached up quickly, his right hand grasping Danny by the back of his neck as his opposite hand slapped against his bald head. His yellow eyes flooded with tears. 

“You… you Daniel… Mark… Simpson! You are my brother! You will always be my brother! I will never betray you… or our people! Never!” Martin gasped.

Danny’s was nodding his head, and he pulled Martin’s head to his face kissing him on his wounded cheek, heedless of the blood that stained his skin. “Jesus… Christ Marty… you look like fucking shit man!” He gasped out before 

Martin felt the laughter come then and the pain that wracked his body only intensified as he laughed, but at no other time in his life had he welcomed the pain as he did now in laughter. He pulled Danny into his arms and squeezed him as hard as he could as Aricia and his Queens came rushing over to him, wrapping their arms around him wherever they could reach. Helen reached down and pulled Gorgo to her feet and helped her to her feet. Gorgo looked to where Pleistarchus lay, now back in his human form, blood soaking the ground around him. She saw Dymas break from the front rank of the gathered Spartans, his own eyes glistening in tears. Helen was moving them toward where Martin was, but Gorgo pulled away quickly and strode with purpose to stand above her son as he lay there.

Pleistarchus opened his eyes and saw her beautiful face above him like he had as a boy. “Mo… mother?” He croaked out the words.
Gorgo took a deep breath and spit, the warm glob of her salvia hitting his bloody cheek and sliding down his skin. “Your father curses your name from the tomb! I curse your name! You… you are no son of mine! Not after what you have done! Traitor!” Gorgo yanked her arms free of Helen and turned to rush to where Martin was being supported by Danny.

Walter glared down at him his eyes unfriendly to say the least. “The King may not kill you traitor!” He spat. “But I certainly do not have any qualms about it!”

“NO!” Martin’s voice carried over the field.

Walter looked up and saw Danny pulling Martin to his feet, his shoulder supporting him while Isabella and For’mya supported the other side. Anja’s hands were glowing as she tried to stem the blood flow from his body.

“Milord… he is a traitor! He has killed fellow Spartans while fighting with our enemies!” Walter spoke.

Martin shook his head slowly. “No Walter! He will not be killed in my city! In my mother’s city! I forbid it!” Martin groaned. His eyes shifted to Keleru who was standing in the grasp of two very large Durcunusaan. “It is over Kavalian. Take your people and leave the Union. Take him with you… whatever you call him. Know this… if he so much as spits across the borders of the Lycavorian Union I will hold you responsible. And I will come not for him… but for you!”

“You threaten me!” Keleru hissed.

“That isn’t a threat! That is a guarantee!” Martin snarled back. “Senior Polemarch, please get these pieces of shit out of my city, off my planet and out of my Union!”

Walter nodded his head. “As you order King Leonidas!” He barked loudly.

Danny looked at Martin. “You know asshole… this was a clean uniform until you started bleeding all over me.”

“Daniel shut up!” Anuk barked.

Martin chuckled and groaned in pain. “Send me the bill to clean it.” He looked down and saw his mother staring at him. Gorgo looked at him intensely. “Mother?”

“That… that was your father’s voice wasn’t it Martin?” She asked softly.
Martin looked at her stunned. “You… you heard it?” He gasped.

“We all heard it Beloved.” Aricia spoke. “We all heard it.”

A smile slowly crept across Martin’s face and he gazed at his mother’s beautiful face. “It’s time to go home mother.”

Gorgo shook her head slowly. “No my son. We are home.” 

EPILOGUE

FOUR MONTHS LATER

“Tell me how Armetus.” 
Gorgo spoke softly as she watched Martin through the doors of the villa that led onto the patio. There was soft music filtering in the background, dozens of family and friends moving and laughing as they mingled. The stories of Martin’s titanic battle with Pleistarchus were still filtering along on the Netnews channels, and being spoken about almost daily in the cafés and taverns throughout Sparta. No doubt throughout the entire Union. Martin, she knew, he had already pushed it into the deepest recesses of his mind for only two days before his daughter Eliani had joined this world. As she watched him holding his two day old daughter, a tired but radiant Anja sitting next to him, she too could almost forget that day. Dysea say in the chair next to Anja, Resumar only weeks from joining this world, while Aricia and Isabella sat on either side of Lisisa watching as For’mya stood behind them stroking Aurith’s sapphire scales. Gorgo could see the flapping of wings as dragon hatchlings scampered all about, the fully grown dragons resting patiently on the other side of the wading pool, their eyes shining brightly. Daniel Simpson, the man now known throughout the Union as Martin’s brother stood next to Martin while Anuk occupied the chair beside him. Nayeca knelt next to her, already showing in her fourth month of pregnancy. Anuk was due in only days.

Gorgo looked at Armetus. “You owe me that at least.” She spoke softly.

“There is much more to it than just Pleistarchus Lady Gorgo.” He answered. “I don’t know how much he would want me to reveal.”

“I’m only concerned with Pleistarchus Armetus.” Gorgo spoke. “You and my son my keep the rest of your secrets. I do not wish to know what goes on in your heads or the decisions you have to make.”
Armetus nodded finally. “You heard part of it that day. The Coven attacked the force he was with that day. They were in two files and the second file that wasn’t engaged attempted to move around and surprise the High Coven forces. They were ambushed by Kavalian troops that had been sent to Earth for scouting purposes. They have done this several times through the years to gather intelligence on what Yuri was doing. The last time just months before the Comet destroyed this world.”

“And Pleistarchus?” Gorgo asked.

“Once they eliminated the Spartan detachment they attacked the remaining Coven forces.” Armetus told her. “They found Pleistarchus among the bodies of his Royal Guard. He had piled several on top of him to try and fool the Coven into thinking he was dead. He was wounded but not terribly so. They took him that day after mangling another body and switching armor with a dead Spartan. They left the pendant you had given him before he left to try and convince others it was him.”

“Surely the Coven would have done a DNA scan?” Gorgo spoke softly. “They had such technology then. Helen says they declared him dead after that day… and their very own records that Martin captured from their island base off the California coast confirmed it.”

Armetus nodded. “The records were altered by this Maruad character. He was here then and apparently he was working for both sides.” He replied with some distaste. “An intelligence gatherer for the Kavalians and an assassin for the Coven.”
Gorgo turned back to look out the door once more. “And he has been with them all this time?” She asked.

Armetus nodded. “It would appear so. He was a Pride Force leader during our war with them a millennia ago.” He said. “The equivalent of our Polemarch. I’ve confirmed that he led this Pride Force into battle against our forces at least seven times. Each time the battle was difficult and many of our people were lost. We won… but the cost was high.”

“And we know without question it was Pleistarchus?” Gorgo asked.

Armetus looked at her. “Are your questioning your words to him now Lady Gorgo.” He asked.

Gorgo met his eyes. “No.” She answered without hesitation. “His fate is his own. He chose his path. My son Pleistarchus died when this Pusintin was born. My only son from Leonidas stands there.” Gorgo motioned out the door. “And I bless the day the gods brought him back to me Armetus.”

“Then what troubles you?”

“I saw the hatred for me and Martin in his eyes.” Gorgo spoke softly as she looked at him. “That kind of hatred does not die easily Armetus. If it dies at all.” She looked out the door as Martin laughed loudly and she smiled when she saw that Eliani had spit up all over her father. She let out a small laugh and moved to go out the door. “We will see him again Armetus. We will see him again.”

Armetus watched as Gorgo moved out onto the patio and walked up to her son to take her granddaughter.

“If only you knew what the King knows.” Armetus spoke softly. “If only you knew what the King knows.”

