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Chapter One
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Lucian walked out over his balcony which looked out over the city. His garnet eyes gazed up at the stars that glimmered in the moonlight. The blue and purple moons were only a week away from eclipsing. An event that only happened once every few centuries. He breathed in the warm night air which carried with it the scent of rain and ocean mist. A pair of arms wrapped around his waist. Thin tan arms wrapped around his lean midsection and pulled closer. 

"What is keeping my king up so late to think about?" 

He glanced over his shoulder to see a head of long black hair. Green eyes, vibrant as the stars looked up at him with a gaze full of love and concern, mixed with awe and lust. Her tan skin was untouched by the hands of time. Smooth caramel tan skin which only accentuated her malachite green eyes. Her slender face radiated with beauty that few could match. In his eyes, no one could equal her beauty. 

"Did I wake my queen?" His low voice growled. "I was just thinking." 

"Oh?" She asked, tracing her thin feminine fingers along the curve of his hips which met with his finely trimmed pelvic hair. 

"What is on your mind, master?" She asked, one hand rubbing his tightly chiseled abdominal muscles while the other gently stroked his soft phallus. 

His breathing deepened as his blood flowed to his penis which pulsed in her grip. The feel of her erect nipples against his back sent a sharp tingling sensation along his spine. He leaned forward and looked over the city. 

"The city is expanding. More people are arriving here from outside their villages and towns." He explained. "Soon enough we will have more than just the Vervanian capital city." 

She stroked his hardening cock and contained her desires to get down on her knees and suck him. She did not want to interrupt his train of thought. While he was a fairly open person, he had his moments where he closed up. She enjoyed hearing his thoughts. More often than not it led to sex but then again, she was his servant. A part of her job was sex. Which for her was nothing short of incredible. 

A dream come true to be at the beck and call of someone. Especially when that someone was the king of a whole land ruled in a time of peace and equality. 

"Do you think you can't handle it my lord?" She asked, twisting her closed palm around his bulbous head, lathering up her hand with his precum. 

"It is just more than I thought it would be. I want to be the best king for my people." He replied, voice husky and low. 

"Do you know what I think?" She asked, moving around his lean naked form and dropping to her knees before him. 

"What is that my lovely slave?" He asked. 

"If you really want the people of your kingdom to be their best. Give them what you have given me." 

He arched a brow with a devious smirk. 

"Not like that." She rolled her eyes and shook her head. "Make their dreams come true. No kingdom is at their best until their people feel heard, happy and cared for. Help them to be at their best." She said and looked at his throbbing erection which was with thick precum. "May I? Master?" 

Lucian smiled and nodded as he looked back up at the stars. He groaned with pleasure as her lips explored around his erection and started licking him with generous amounts of tension. 
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Thirty miles to the north of the palace was the northern gate. One of four gates that led into the capital city of Vervania. Crystals glistened at the gated entries where the six guards stationed stood their post. Dressed in thick armor of high steel with capes of silver and black, the crystal light reflected off their armor like starlight off calm lake water. Two guards patrolled a quarter mile perimeter of the gate wall, ensuring no one was attempting anything. Another two stood outside the gate to intercept anyone or anything that tried to get through. The last two stood inside the gate. A last defense if the outer two failed. One inner guard sat on a chair as he polished his shoulder guard while the other chewed on a cluster of dried barley. 

"What do you think about the expansion?" The guard chewing barely asked. 

The one polishing his armor paused for a moment and lifted the high steel plate of armor to the crystal light and then went back to polishing. Moving in tight concentric circles. 

"I think it shows how good our king is. It shows that our kingdom is flourishing." 

"Sure, sure. But what about these...others...?" 

The second guard glanced away from his armor and then to his posted partner. 

"Others? Are you talking about the half breeds and fae?" 

"Yeah. I mean sure our home is getting bigger and we are getting more trade and money. But, those halfbreeds. They aren't right." The first one scoffed. "You've seen them when they aren't covered haven't you?" 

"I have." The second guard replied gruffly, polishing his armor a little harder. 

"Don't you think it isn't natural? Elves with wings. Katsi with hooves. It...it just isn't..."

"What makes it wrong?" The second guard asked, a bit of anger to his tone. "What makes you better than them?" 

"I ain't covered in both fur and scales." Barely replied, spitting out a cluster of dried husk onto the ground. 

The polisher shook his head and returned to his work. "This is why the kingdom hasn't expanded. Small minded people like you." 

Barely wrinkled his nose and faced the polisher with a disgusted look on his face. 

"What do you mean by that?" 

The polisher sighed with an exasperated sagging shrug and clipped his shoulder guard back onto his under armor. 

"Our king has five rules. Yes?" 

"Yeah. What of them?" Barley asked angrily. 

"Isn't one of them to accept everyone as they are, openly?" 

Barely scoffed and folded his arms. 

"I still don't think it is right. Acceptance or not. The fact that our doors are wide open to everyone just...it just-" Before he could finish his staggering thought, the guard on the outside hushed him. 

"Quiet you two." 

"What is it?" Barely asked, looking through the bars of the gate.

"Something across the way. I swore I heard-" his words went silent as a sharp projectile plunged into his face and pinned him to the stone wall. His body flailed for several more moments before going still. 

"Sound the alarm! We have intruders to the north!" Barely shouted. "Intruders to the north!"
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Lucian took his servant's head in his hands and began using her mouth as his personal pleasure toy. Her eyes rolled back with enjoyment when he pushed his cock to the edge of her throat and then pulled back only to push in again. As he pushed in deep, his phallus pulsed and she knew he was close. She pushed away from him and got up off the floor and turned her back to him, legs spread. 

"Fill me my lord. Fill this slave full." 

Lucian grabbed her thin waist and just as he slid his cock against her pussy, a knock at the door took their attention.

"My king. Intruders to the north." A guard shouted. 

Lucian reached out to the robes on the wall and they flew to him. 

"Come in." 

The guard rushed in and ran through the bedroom before falling to a knee at the edge of the balcony. 

"The north gate has been breached." 

"By who?" Lucian asked, voice husky and deep. 

"No idea my lord. They are less than a hundred strong but no means of attacks have slowed them down." 

Lucian turned to his queen who was wrapped in a cream colored robe that made her skin look dark as chocolate. 

"Go my love." She smiled. "What good is a king who does not fight for the people who are willing to die for him in return." 

Lucian nodded and turned away.

"Get my brother up here. I want him guarding Aila with his life." Lucian commanded. 
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Maalceus' breath came out in short controlled bursts as he moved through combination strikes. The heavy leather bag filled with sand swung from side to side as he unleashed a variety of strikes upon it. The bag itself had only lasted thanks to the enchantment which gave it an extra durable surface. Maalceus crouched low, evading a wide strike and stepped in with a low uppercut, followed by an elbow and a straight right punch that rocked the five hundred pound bag. 

As he drew in another breath, preparing for another series of strikes; a knock at his door disrupted him. 

"Enter." He called out to them. 

The door opened and a guard fell to his knee. 

"The queen requires immediate protection." 

Maalceus frowned, unsure of what could have happened so suddenly.

"Enemies?" Maalceus asked.

"Of unknown origin at the moment, Lord Maalceus. The king is in route to intercept them as we speak. Queen Aila is in her chamber preparing to move." 

"I will be up shortly." Maalceus replied. "Guard the room until I arrive."

"Right away sir." The guard replied and hurried away, leaving Maalceus to his own preparations. 

Standing across the room was a full sized mannequin dressed with his battle armor. Dark steel armored plates forged with magmatic rock. Sheathed at the mannequin's back was his broadsword. Reaching out to the armor, the pieces lifted away and floated to him where he slid them on one by one.
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Lucian, dressed in his long flowing black robe with loose flowing clothes of black and purple beneath, flew through the air. Even in his smallest form which was seventy-five feet long with a one hundred and twenty-five foot wingspan, he would have stood out. In his human draconic form he was smaller, seven feet tall with a twenty foot wingspan which was just as black as his clothes. A hundred feet above the city he saw the city guards rushing through the streets as they ran to meet the enemy. An enemy which he recognized and immediately he wished he didn't. A mix of humanoid beings and smaller dragon-like creatures moved through the streets. The humanoid warriors wore thick scaled armor and carried large flanged maces. Lucian flew straight down and folded his wings allowing himself to free fall. Like a black hawk diving down to snatch up its prey, he landed hard upon his intended target with crushing force. The thickly armored humanoid flattened to the cobblestone street with a sickening crunch. The dark brown armor had the texture of rock with black and gray stones that protruded from the armor. Dark scarlet blood pooled from under the broken armor and sank in between the stones. The five armored intruders, taken aback by the sudden aerial attack, were momentarily frozen in place. That single moment was all Lucian needed in order to launch into a blinding series of strikes that laid them out as though they were unmoving mannequins. The city guards rushed in with their swords and began stabbing and chopping the downed enemy. Flecks of blood and gore flew in every direction, though Lucian had turned his attention to the larger enemy. The twelve foot long and five foot tall dragons were a mix of armor and stone. They were thick and bulky, walking on two legs with front arms at their sides, claws outstretched. Their backs looked like small mountainous valleys. Their six foot long tails ended in large cudgel like maces. 

"You have this one chance." Lucian said menacingly. "Turn back and leave my kingdom." 

The front dragon bellowed a roar that rumbled like an earthquake before settling into laughter. On his hind legs he stood easily eight feet tall but Lucian's presence was by far greater. 

"The boulder clan will take this kingdom and add it to our own. It is you who should surrender." 
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Aila, dressed in a long robe of cream with black lining, stood by the far wall. With a shield in one hand and a short sword in the other, she waited. The five palace guards in the room upheld every corner of the area. The lead guard, a broad shouldered bald man with bright gray eyes stood closest to the queen. 

"Do not fear my queen. We have secured this room. Nothing is getting in." 

"Thank you Marvin." She smiled, hiding her nervousness behind her confidence.

A loud knock at the door made her jump and when Maalceus walked through the bedroom door, she laughed at her own startled behavior. His citrine eyes scoured the room with a cold analytical gaze as he measured possibilities and scenarios. 

"My lady." Maalceus said. "We need to move. This is not the best place to fortify your protection." He looked around Marvin who stiffened. "Take the queen to the dungeons. Those solid walls are an impenetrable fortress. With only one door, it will be the place to defend." 

"Yes sir." Marvin bobbed his head and outstretched a hand to Aila who took it after sheathing her short sword. 

"Where are you going?" She asked him,  a worried expression on her face. 

"I will be right behind you. I swore to protect your life and I shall." Maalceus replied. 

Without another word, they moved out of the room and headed into the black marble hallway and down the stairs. It was a long walk to the dungeons but with over two hundred guards roaming the palace interior and exterior, it would be nearly impossible for a palace siege. 
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Lucian hadn't waited for the initial strike. His kingdom was under attack by enemies that had come from the mountains. Boulder dragons were some of the smaller variety and yet they had some of the thickest natural armored hides. Lucian's dark steel long sword could cut through many things. The hide of a boulder dragon was not one of them. Something he found out as he brought the sword down in an overhead chop. The edge hit the shoulder of the beast causing his full tang sword to vibrate uncomfortably. The dragon bellowed with laughter and the others behind it did as well. Lucian slid his sword back into its scabbard at his back and reached into himself. 

"Secure the city." He ordered. "I will handle this." Lucian's words became a snarl as his dark skin thickened with scales and his body began to grow. The boulder dragon before him had no intention of waiting. He leaned forward and curled up into a thick boulder looking form. The forward momentum of his body sent him rolling forward into Lucian. Caught within the trance of his shift, he was frozen in place. As the full weight of the boulder dragon crashed down on him, he was crushed beneath it. The dragon passed over and unrolled itself, looking over the bolled over king who to his surprise was not flattened. Lucian's scaly body had protected his insides though he felt bones had broken. He shook away the pain and let his rage fuel his shift. In a rush of black and darkness, Lucian erupted into draconic form, towering over the boulder dragon.
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Maalceus pushed open the dungeon door and the pitch dark beyond the room lit up as crystals on the ceiling glimmered to life in hues of red and orange. 

"Room on the right." He gestured to a thick prison room. 

Each room was feet apart and set within solid stone. The only frail looking thing were the metal bars but even those could not be so easily broken. Aila moved inside and Maalceus tossed her a key which she caught with an easy swipe of her left hand. 

"You will be safe in here, my queen." He said with a firm nod and looked at the five guards. "Protect her. I will not be-" his words were cut off by the screams of death a level up. He took off running and was gone without another word. 
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Lucian's dragon form, black as shadow with a sheen of purple to his scales, stood twenty feet tall and seventy-five feet long. The boulder dragons, unaware of how truly massive the Vervanian king was going to be, curled up into a protective ball. Looking like oddly shaped boulders with jutting rocks, they sat still, ready to outlast whatever attack he was prepared to throw at them. Across the city he heard the shouts of other battles being had and saw smoke rising from fallen buildings. Lucian didn't want to cause further destruction but he had to stop the threat. 'If that means leveling a few blocks, so be it.' He drew in a deep breath and collected his inner energy. Scales under his belly and chest glowed with a soft pink light. As he opened his jaws, filled with rows of dagger sized fangs, a stream of scarlet red fire erupted. The flames engulfed the rolled up boulder dragons who were pushed back by the sheer force of his fierce attack. Their rocky bodies rolled into other houses and stores which collapsed further. Lucian reached into himself and pulled more of his draconic essence. From seventy-five feet long, he grew twice over in height and length. He towered over the city and all the buildings. So high up, he could see the battles around him and knew just how well things were holding up. The tide was not going in their direction. Despite Vervania having three times as many warriors, the boulder clan was tough and durable. There was no time to hesitate and consider. Not when dozens of his citizens and warriors were dying. Using his long tail like a club, he swung it up, over and down slamming into the tightly rolled up enemy. The ground gave way and the dragons were buried into the earth several feet. Repeating the process twice over he put all three of them into the ground. Drawing in still more energy to unleash another attack he prepared to release another blast of fire. Before he could do so, he was surprised when the buried enemy unrolled and began digging into the ground. Within seconds, they had dug deep under the city. Lucian roared with rage and unleashed a wave of fire directly into the nearest tunnel. The fire burned through the ground and after a few seconds, two of the boulder dragons were forced out from their tunnels and spat into the air. Lucian moved fast as lightning. Far faster than a creature his size should have been able to. Grabbing the first with a claw and the second in his jaws, he lifted up into the air and flew high. 
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Aila leaned against the wall and sank down onto the stone bench. It had only been a year since she had been married to Lucian. Their dating had gone slow at first. A specification of her making. She hadn't wanted to rush in and she certainly didn't want there to be any misunderstandings between them when and if marriage came about. After two straight years of dating, they had gotten married. Though there were still two more things on the royal agenda. One could wait. The one that couldn't, was being claimed. She had kept putting that off, wanting to experience childbirth as a human. However, with each new threat that arose, she kept considering being claimed. Being given that healing. She already had the immortality from their marriage. However, without his immunity, she was still just an immortal human. 'After this. I will ask him to claim me.' She nodded her head. Just then, she felt a rumbling. It was faint, like the subtle vibrations of hammers far off in the distance. 

"My lady?" Marvin asked, pacing back and forth in front of the cell, noticed her confused and concerned expression. "Is everything alright?" 

Aila got up and laid her hand on the wall behind her. She waited but felt no real vibration. 

"My lady? What-" Marvin was cut off by her hand being thrust out at him. 

Aila moved to the floor and placed both hands on it. Her eyes went wide and she turned to shout but it was too late. The floor erupted under her sending rocks spraying in all directions.
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The wind rushed past Lucian with each flap of his massive black wings. In less than twenty strokes, he was five hundred feet above the city with two boulder dragons. The one in his mouth had stopped struggling. With sword-like fangs so close to its face and underbelly, struggling would have resulted in an immediate demise. The dragon in his claws continued to shift angrily but Lucian's grip was firm. Raising his snout up to the night sky, he reached in and drew up a different energy. Red glistened along his black scales as lightning began to crackle beyond his body. With an ear piercing shrieking cry of rage, he unleashed a bolt of red lightning straight up into the sky. It arced upward for what seemed like an eternity before it exploded outward. The single strand of lightning broke apart into an entire nexus of thinner lightning streams that continued to break away. 

Looking like a red tree floating in the sky, the air imploded with thunder that shook the heavens. Everyone below who was caught in battle, paused to look up. Enemies, allies and bystanders were momentarily paralyzed both in fear and in awe. Lucian could feel the sway as the battles paused. He had a single moment. One single moment to shift the tide. He reached into his mental capabilities and expanded his senses as he connected with every living being across the city. His head throbbed with pain but he pushed it away. Every enemy and every warrior needed to hear his words. Usually it required a consent but during the lull of battle, there was no time for such things.
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Marvin was the first to react and the first to be knocked down. Three boulder dragons emerged from the tunnel they had burrowed under the city. It had taken them the better part of ten hours but they had done it and to their surprise, the queen of Vervania was there waiting. Like a wrapped up present waiting to be picked up, the first dragon snatched her off the ground. When Marvin rushed in to attack, a rocky armored fist knocked him away. 

"S-Stop!" Aila shouted, terror making her voice weak. 

"Or what little queen?" The dragon who had her asked in a gravelly voice. 

She had no answer as she reached into her bonds with Lucian and connected with him. Before she could though, the dragon lifted her up and slammed her into the solid prison wall. Aila lost all focus and breath as pain lanced up her back and into her skull.

"Keep your thoughts to yourself girl." The dragon snarled. "The king need not know we are here. Not yet." 

"What do we do with the rest of them?" A second dragon asked. 

"Kill them. We have what we came for. The king won't dare harm us now." The first one said. 

"You misjudge the love for his people." Aila squeaked out. 

"Shut up!" He roared and slammed her again.

"We are leaving. Now!"

Before they could take two steps, the dungeon door opened and Maalceus stepped in covered in blood and gore that was not his own. 

[image: image]

"Leave my kingdom!" Lucian's growling voice echoed through the minds of everyone within ten miles of his location. His words rang out like a bell being struck. 

"Leave my kingdom. Leave my people. Abandon this battle and your lives will be spared." 

Silence continued for another several seconds. That silence was almost as powerful as the thunder that interrupted the war.

"If you do not! I will kill you all!" Lucian ended his threat with another bolt of lightning that exploded outward across the city. The thunder that followed was just as loud. Again, no one moved. Everyone remained frozen and it was in that pause that he released the dragon in his mouth. 
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Aila shrieked as she was pulled into the dragon who opened his mouth and lowered his fangs to her neck threateningly. Maalceus paused and looked around the room. The guards were ready to attack but with the queen in jeopardy, they wouldn't move an inch. Marvin's face had swollen shut but he remained ready, one eye open.

'I am sorry brother. I failed you.' He thought and looked at Aila who held an unmistakable look of readiness on her face as she mouthed 'do it'. 

"Don't fucking move or I will poison the bitch." The boulder dragon snarled. 

Maalceus reached in and snatched his daemon essence. In a rush of fire and smoke, Maalceus shifted. His tan skin darkened with gray which turned to charred scaly skin with channels of magmatic energy running through. From six feet he grew to seven and reached for his broadsword. Before he could move, the boulder dragon sank its fangs into Aila's neck. Her mouth opened wide as a blood curdling pain filled scream left her mouth. The bite lasted only a second before Maalceus' sword slid through the dragon's skull. His jaws relaxed and he slumped backward falling into the same hole that he had risen from. The two other dragons curled up into their protective armored shells but that would not protect them from the daemonic power that was at his disposal. Maalceus leaned forward into a lunging step before throwing his broad sword forward. The weapon lanced through the air before sheathing itself in the back of one dragon. Maalceus quickly collected Aila and handed her to Marvin.

"Get her to medical. Now!" He ordered.
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All eyes watched the boulder dragon descend from the sky. The dragon remained curled up, looking like a thrown rock. As it hit the ground, the hard carapace shattered leaving the dragon exposed. A plume of dirt and rubble was thrown up as the dragon's corpse made a crater in the ground. It's black and yellow blood splattered across a sixty foot range and slowly the dust and thrown up debris settled. The closest boulder dragons looked on with a mix of rage and fear. They had started this battle but they had not known the full extent of their enemy's power. Several at a time, the boulder dragons rolled up and fled the city for which they had invaded. 
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Maalceus pulled his sword free from the dragon's corpse. Its blood hissed and sputtered as it burned against his fiery blade. With a surge of power, a flash of fire erupted through the sword and into the dragon which ignited into flames of orange and yellow. The last boulder dragon unrolled and dove back into the tunnel. Maalceus wanted to give chase. To slaughter the dragon that had broken into his home. There were more important things to attend to. His injured queen and those injured within the palace were at the top of his list. Sheathing his sword he turned to the guards who were stunned by what had just occurred.

"Get it together! Now!" He commanded. 

"Guard this hole. Anything comes in, kill it immediately."
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As Lucian slowly flew over to the border wall, his aching head was replaced by a pain in his neck. A pain that was not his own. 'My Queen!' He released the dragon in his claws and turned away from the border. He flew through the air with the power of a hurricane. Rooftops shook and clouds dissolved as he flew past. What would've taken a horse twenty minutes to traverse, he did in seconds. Lucian shrank from his draconic form to his human form and hit the ground running. He ignored the dead and dying outside the palace and ignored the pools of blood inside. At that moment in time, nothing existed except reaching his queen who was in excruciating pain.
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Marvin laid Aila on the bed and stepped back as the healers went to work. They cut away the fabric of her robe and immediately the damage became visible. The crystals and gauze they placed at her neck slowed the bleeding but she had already lost a considerable amount which had soaked into the robe. Her skin had gone pale and her eyes were fluttering as she fought to stay awake. What was worse still, was the toxin. From the two bite marks in her neck, veins filled with poisonous venom were spreading through her body. The black and yellow color looked acidic as it began leaching into her skin around the edges of the fang holes. The healers began taking every measure they could. The selenite rods purified the wound but the toxin was too deep and she had already lost too much vital blood. Before anyone could say a single word, the medical room doors flew open and crashed into the wall with hinge breaking force. All heads turned to Lucian who strode in. Anger and worry blazed in his garnet eyes as he took in the scene. 

"What are you doing?" He growled, voice low and deadly. "Why are you not helping?"

"We...we can't sir. She..." The healer was cut off as Aila's whisper of a voice rose. 

"Come to me my love." 

Lucian dropped onto the bed and clutched her hands in his. She felt cold and her skin had lost its usually tan complexion.

"I'm sorry." She whispered.

"For what? You don't-" her finger to his lips silenced him. 

"If I had let you claim me. If I had let you turn me. This wouldn't be a problem." She coughed and black flecks of poison came up. She smiled, dragging in a ragged breath as her lungs filled with more toxin. 

"I can still claim you. I can save you." He said, opening his mouth. 

"It is too..." she coughed harder and exhaled as more poison came free. 

"Kiss me." She said, voice barely audible. 

Lucian leaned down and kissed as deeply as he could without cutting off her air. She smiled and her eyes softly fluttered.

"No. Stay awake. Please! Stay with me!" 

Her eyes slid open and a peaceful smile spread across her pale blue lips. 

"You are my servant. My slave wife. You are supposed to obey. Stay awake!" He shouted. 

She coughed out a raspy laugh and raised her pale hand to his face. 

"I'm sorry...m-master." She smiled and her eyes slid shut. 

"No! Open your eyes! Stay with me!"

'I love you.' Her voice whispered in his mind and then her hand went slack. 

Lucian squeezed her hand tight and pulled.

"Aila! Open your eyes! Aila! Don't-" his voice broke as tears spilled out from his eyes blurring his vision. "Don't go! Ailia please..." the lump in his throat tightened and then gave way as he collapsed into her body. From behind him, Maalceus walked in and then stopped. Marvin and the healers looked to him with regret and remorse. 'She can't be dead.' He thought, even as his brother sobbed over her pale corpse which was riddled with veins full of toxin. Maalceus fell into a chair and went slack. 'I am so sorry Lucian.' Maalceus wanted to say it but couldn't. Lucian had entrusted Alia to his care and he had failed him. He had failed her and now Lucian and the kingdom paid the price for it.  
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Chapter Three
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Lucian sat up with tears in his eyes. The thick tears trickled down his cheek and rolled off his face where they landed on the bedding. Over five hundred years had passed since Aila had died. Her memory had never truly faded and he had never forgotten her. Though, he had not dreamt about her passing in many years. With Melanie gone from him, his worst moments in life came rushing back. The darkest parts of his past flooded to him in his dreams. His failures. His mistakes. All of it had started coming back. He was lucky to get even three solid hours of sleep a night. He wiped away the tears and swung himself out of bed. Walking over to the balcony, he pushed open the doors and stared up at the starlit sky. The night sky danced with the brilliance of a trillion stars in a myriad of colors. Planets shimmered in the distance and the two moons sat side by side. It was only a month before their lunar eclipse. An event that had not happened in three hundred years. Lucian pushed away from the balcony and reached out with his senses to the open closet. A pair of white plain clothes drifted through the air to him. He snatched the pants from the air and slid them on. The white fabric changed to a deep obsidian with lines of red and purple running up the outer sides. His rippling muscles flexed as he slipped the shirt on and it too changed to black and the sleeves shrank on one side while the other lengthened. He stepped into his shoes and they tightened around his feet comfortably as he walked out. Many hours remained until sunrise and he planned on making use of every minute that he could. 
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Isa moved away from her temple and lifted into the air on long translucent draconic wings of ice and air. The winds whipped about taking flakes of ice and snow with them. To the goddess of Helviti it did not matter. Nothing could truly harm the eternal being risen from the world over fifty thousand years ago. She barely remembered how old she was or how old her realm was. What she did know was that it was recovering. Cut off from the supply of other realms it had started to collapse and crumble. Allowing the corrupted to escape their icy prisons. Without having a suitable host to inhabit, there was little she could have done. Now that she had a host, a beautiful and perfect host, she could rebuild and restart it all. On her draconic wings of ice she flew from her mountain temple and headed for the city. There were several to choose from though one in particular caught her eye above the others. A large city that had formed itself into a near snowflake like pattern. At the center of it was what Isa could only assume was the capital. A large cluster of frosted over structures that stood taller than all the others was situated in the center. The glistening sides of the buildings gleamed in the cold light of morning. Far below, dozens of people moved through the streets. So far up they looked like small dolls. Sixty-four roads connected the massive city. Eight of which were major passages where large rails moved up and down the roads traveling at steady speeds. The more Isa saw, the more she felt like a stranger in her own realm.
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Lucian stepped off the balcony and his wings of darkness and shadows grew. In truth he didn't even need to fly. Over the last several weeks he had been honing his divinity as far as he could. If he wanted to travel he could simply walk into a shadow and then travel to wherever he desired. Though he was still getting down the shadow realm, his control over how and where he landed was far better. The cool breeze brushed past his face as his draconic wings of darkness took him up over the palace and across the city. The capital city was still fast asleep. No shops were open, no pastries or baked goods were being made. The only things moving and awake were the city guards who were none the wiser to his presence as he moved through the darkness. Lucian landed outside the front doors of the northern training hall. At the top of the large circular structure sat the carved image of Melanie in her dragon form. The dragon was carved out of pure white quartz and marble which glowed gently, even in the darkness of night. Lucian stared up at the sculpture with an ache in his heart. He wanted nothing more than to go and rescue his queen. To have his wife and submissive returned to him. 'To us' he corrected himself, thinking of his son, Kelly, Shauna, Maaltaire and Maalceus. He wasn't the only one whose heart ached. Lucian looked up at the dragon for a moment longer before he pushed open the training hall doors and walked in. He could not get her out of the hell realm yet, but he could prepare himself for when they did.
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Maaltaire shifted onto his side and to his surprise he felt the gentle touch of lips against his hips. For him it was a ticklish and sensitive area. He opened his eyes and found Evangeline on her hands and knees kissing his exposed skin. Her bright silvery gray eyes glowed in the soft gray light from the crystals above. With each little kiss, a tiny spark of passion rippled through his body which in turn caused his soft phallus to pulse. The flick of motion did not go unnoticed and a sly grin crept onto her slender face. 

"Did I wake my master?" She asked as though that hadn't been her intention. 

"Seems that way." Maaltaire said in a deep morning voice. 

"Perhaps I can make it up to you sir." She replied, taking his cock in her mouth. 
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The training hall was mostly empty. Save for the ten staff that kept it clean and organized throughout the night. Guards and martial trainees were allowed access at any time. Night or day. Recently, Lucian had made it a habit to visit the training hall once a day. Always this one and almost always at night or early morning. Mostly at night because he would roll over and reach out to touch Melanie, only to find that she wasn't there. He was reminded of how she must have felt when he was gone. Dead to the world almost two years ago. The only difference was his body had been in the dungeons. Melanie's body was being used like a puppet. Controlled by a deity who had sealed off the gateway and stolen her physical body. 'Just hold on a little longer.'

[image: image]

Evangeline drank in his growing cock with a look of full satisfaction. Her lips tightened around his swelling member as he pulsed, growing longer with each stroke of her tongue and lips. Maaltaire leaned back and groaned, fully resisting the urge to grab her long black hair and pull her closer. The sensation of her lips around his tip was enough to make him want to blow his entire load. So early in the morning he had less control over himself. Something that she knew intimately. With a sly grin she reached up and fondled his semi-loose testicles. Their firmness tightened when she cupped them and his grunt of frustration only hastened her desire for his release. Her own penis swelled in response as she tasted his thick precum on her tongue. Again she tightened her lips and drew him in further. With one hand on his balls and another on her own erection, she sucked his cock hard. Without warning she leaned in and drank him in. 

"Of hell. Angie." He huffed out, frustration and arousal thick in his voice. 'That's right, master. Cum for me.' She smiled and started sucking him harder while pumping her own thickness. Maaltaire's head slumped back as he rocked his hips forward. 

"Shit. I'm...oh dear lady!" He squirmed and Angie leaned in and let his throbbing cock unload every available drop of cum he had into her mouth. At the same moment she whimpered as her erection expanded and unleashed opalescent semen that was as glossy as a saltwater oyster pearl. Her thick cum splattered on his testicles and she pulled away to quickly clean up her own mess with her tongue. 
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Lucian walked over to the sparring pole area. Nine foot tall wooden poles set into the stone floor three feet deep. Around the middle were thick ropes for bare handed strikes as well as armed. There were few who could match the king of Vervania in skill and form. After five thousand years he had more experience in battle than half of those on the royal council. Nonetheless, he kept up his training. Like honing the edge of a blade, unless it was sharpened and maintained regularly, it would be less than effective. Lucian set himself in front of the pole and went to work with basic striking patterns. Not only were they the foundation of any martial art but a good way to warm up. In a wide low stance, heels evenly spaced apart, he began a fluid rhythm of straight punches from the hip. The pole shuddered and shook with each strike. Lucian measured each breath keeping them in line with his strikes. The rough rope tied around the pole bit into Lucian's skin which had started to bleed after the first one hundred straight strikes. Lucian stepped forward into a long forward stance and started striking the pole in offset punches with intense speed. Each hit shook the pole with the sound of solid stone hitting solid wood. Lucian, barely aware of his bleeding fists, continued to strike the rope which was fraying as his strikes wore through their binding. His garnet gaze blazed as he unleashed a fraction of his anger upon the pole. Each impact caused it to shift a little more and the rope to break a little further. Flecks of blood flew forward with each punch. In his mind, the pole had transformed into every enemy he had ever faced. Bandits, rogue dragons, Bedelia, even the Vikara General at one point. His fist, bleeding and raw, beat them into a bloody pulp. Shifting stances he allowed himself to slide further into the combative trance. No longer focused on the discipline of basics, he let the martial system of his Vervania training seep through. With a fluid flow of continuity, he twisted counterclockwise into a  roundhouse kick, pivoted and circled back around to a reverse roundhouse that shook the hole and cracked the fibers. Unaware that staff and training warriors from the other end of the hall were now watching him, he lost himself into the trance. His fist weaved like twin serpents. His legs lashed out like wolves on the hunt, teeth bared. Never did he pause or even take a moment to look over the damage he had inflicted.
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Shauna had made a routine of early morning training since she had joined the Vervanian army. Up before dawn and training until at least an hour past sun up. She had also made it a point to use all of the training halls. While she had one dedicated specifically for her, she liked going to them all. Shauna had seen many things over her twenty eight years of life. Seeing her uncle, the king of Vervania, unleashing his anger upon a wooden post was not something she had ever seen. In truth she hadn't been sure Lucian was capable of real anger. He was a calm person. Level headed and always centered. She barely recognized the man who was attacking the wooden post with bleeding fists. Flecks of blood and skin were in a wide ring around him as he twisted and turned, moving like a serpent between the sets of strikes. The fraying rope on the pole was a dark red as it absorbed a good amount of his blood. What was even more surprising still, was after each hit, the wooden pile splintered. The sounds of cracking wood echoed with each strike. Shauna had supernatural strength and she had tested her own limits out. She could haul a few hundred pounds over a decent distance. That being said, breaking a pole the size of a small tree with just bare hands and feet was not something she was sure she could do. Nor did she intend on trying. When she heard a loud popping sound after he struck the pole with a wide right hook, she ran over to him. She had broken enough bones to know when someone had broken one of their own. 

"My King!" Shauna shouted. 

Lucian, as though not noticing he had broken a knuckle, continued on with his flurry of strikes. He twisted his feet in tight concentric circles, allowing his hips to shift as he moved closer to the pole. His knee hit the wood and it splintered further, the top half wobbled as it lost more of its structural integrity. He stepped back and pivoted into a side kick, connecting with the pole which resounded with a thunderous crack.

"Lucian!" 

He jumped back from the pole and blinked out of his trance. Looking around for a long moment he had almost forgotten where he was. When he saw Shauna standing only a few feet away, a look of horror on her face, his confusion only doubled. Then he felt the pain and looked down at his bleeding fists. The skin had been scraped away and there were bits of white showing where his bone peeked out. 

The middle knuckle on his right hand was shifted back and to the right. Shauna watched as new skin started to grow along the edges of the open wounds. The draconic essence quickly clotted the bleeding and with another pop, his knuckle reset itself and the fractured bones knitted. Red tissue grew over the bone and in a matter of moments, his hands were healed. However, it was not the healing that made her frown but his overall demeanor. 'Is this what he is like without Auntie?' Her eyes slid past him to the pillar which was broken in half and at any moment, prepared to fall to the floor. 

"What was that?" She asked, looking up at her uncle. 

Lucian opened his mouth, prepared to laugh it all off. He couldn't though. Not to her or to his brother. 'They really are far too much alike' he sighed and sat down on the nearest bench. Shauna followed him and sat with half a body space between them. Shauna knew what he was going through. She had a good idea of how he was feeling, but damaging himself wasn't the way to cope with it. She looked back at the wooden pole, then at his healed hands. 

"I'm sorry." She said after a long while had passed. 

"For what?" He asked, looking at her with that same confused expression.

"I miss her too." Shauna smiled. "I miss her everyday. I can only imagine how you must be feeling but-" she glanced at the pole and Lucian followed her gaze. 

"I know." He nodded. "When you've lived as long as I have. Sometimes it is easy to get lost in the trance. To get lost in the memories and the feelings." 

Shauna thought back to when she had beaten her brother into a bruised unconscious state. She had gotten lost in the tirade of emotions which had brought up memories and after only a few moments, she had no longer seen her brother. Instead she saw the elves she had killed on the battlefield. 'If that haunted me for months. How much haunts him?' She wondered and drew in a deep breath. 

"Does the pain help?" She asked, gesturing to his knuckles. 

He lifted his hands up as if only just noticing them. There were no scars or even an indication of having been hurt at all. 

"There really isn't any pain when in that trance. Just..." 

"The memory, right?" She asked, knowing all too well what he meant. "We will get her back, my king. This I swear." Shauna leaned in and hugged him. 
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Melanie pushed and kicked with every ounce of strength she had at her disposal. During the moment of emotional distress. The bars of the cage had softened giving Melanie the understanding that they were tied to her mental and emotional state. She wasn't sure how strong the resolve of an ancient deity was but she was sure that she'd keep hers stronger. 'This cage will not hold me!' She kicked out at the bent bar and it shifted angrily, then, with a loud pop, the bottom of the bar slipped off the platform. Melanie smiled and started pulling and pushing the frosted metal until it snapped off at the top. She pulled it in and smirked. The space between the bars was now big enough to put her arm through but only to the elbow. It was progress though. 
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Isa, several hundred feet in the air, high above the city, felt the sudden pain from within and tumbled. Her wings folded and her body crumpled as she lost momentary control. Though this felt different. As she fell through the icy air, body paralyzed; the wind blew straight across and through her. At such high altitudes anyone else would have frozen within seconds. Isa, in Melanie's body, simply absorbed the cold. Gathering it along her skin as it froze over into a thick coat of armor. As the moment of pain and paralysis passed, Isa splayed out her wings and soared back over the city, though now she was far closer than she had originally intended on being 

'Fucking bitch! I will kill you!' Isa screamed at Melanie locked away within.
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Chapter Four
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Maaltaire and Lynx stood outside the newly renovated mapping room. Elise, the wood aspect elemental, continued carving her symbols into the trim of the walls. Her long green hair flowed down her back like long viny branches off a willow. Her dark oak skin brought out the green of her kind eyes which were focused intently on the work in front of her. Elise's body stretched and grew to fit her needs, which in this case was extending upward to reach the top of the room. Her legs had grown to nearly five feet long and made her look rather disproportionate. It wasn't a strange thing to see though. Elemental workers of various kinds had assisted in rebuilding the kingdom. While the elemental aspects of their nature came easily, Magick did not. Elise, being a magickal wood elemental made it a little more rare and much more interesting to observe. Her long stick-like fingers carved each symbol into the wooden trim with careful detail. After each one had been carved, the symbol lit up for a moment before returning to just a simple looking symbol. After weeks of work and preparation, the room was ready for its purpose. Stripped entirely of what it had been previously, the new mapping room was ready to be worked within. Elise's legs shrank, returning her to a height of six foot three. She looked down at Maaltaire with a kind smile. 

"I would very much like to see anyone try and burn this room
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