Full Metal Alchemist was created by Hiromu Arakawa 

Chapter 1: Broken Seal 

Author's note: This is set during episode 39, Eastern Civil War when Martel spends an night with the Elrics.
Martel lay on the soft dessert sands; the cool night air and clear night sky were small comfort for the misery that roiled inside of her. She closed her eyes, trying to block out the past few days, trying to lie to herself and make herself believe that Greed, Dolcette, and Law were still alive. Still, she couldn’t, despite every wish inside of her, she knew they were gone, and there was no way to bring them back. 

All that was left was revenge, long, painful, excruciating revenge. Kimbley, the Homunculi, the Military, they would all pay, and pay dearly. There was no one who would be saved from her wrath. No matter what, she would make them pay. She would kill as many of them as she could, and make sure they would suffer. It was the only comfort left to her, and even then, there was a nagging voice in the back of her head that yelled at her, screamed that she had a perfect chance to start now.

After all, it was Edward Elric that had killed Greed, even if he had been set up. She scowled, Kimbley had set it up somehow, that bastard with him, the pasty military official that was with him, Archer, had something to do with it… but even if that was the case it was Edward’s hands that were soaked in Greed’s blood, even more than theirs.

And… Alphonse… she opened her eyes and rolled over, taking a glance at the living suit of armor that was resting next to the famous state alchemist.

She swallowed the hard lump in her throat, if Greed hadn’t been so stubborn… if Al had let her out… she might have been able to save him… things might not have been this way. Al was the only one who still cared about her. She turned over, curling up into a ball. She didn’t… want to hurt Al. Even if she wanted Edward dead, she couldn’t do anything of the sort if Al was still alive.

‘But if he wassssn’t… if something happened to the bloodsssseal…’ The voice, the reptilian hiss from the vengeful snake she was bonded with, rasped in unity. Her eyes slowly widened at the thought and she shunned it from her mind. She wouldn’t dare hurt him… he was the only one who still thought of her as human. He was the only one who knew what it was like to be so different, even if he wasn’t a chimera. He… knew.

‘He’ssss going to try to sssstop you.’ Martel scowled and clenched her fists together. It was right, of course it were right, but she still didn’t want it to be. Al was too kind, too naïve to let her harm others. He had already told her that and had warned her earlier this very day.

There was a hiss of agreement in her mind and she slammed her fist into the sand. ‘Stop it! I don’t want to hear another word from you. I am not going to hurt Al.’

The snake hissed angrily, ‘You know what issss right… Edward needssss to be punisssshed…’

Despite herself, she agreed. There was no way that Edward Elric, the one who had killed Greed… could be allowed to live. But… Al…

‘He issss in the way. You musssst destroy him…’

‘No. I refuse to hurt Al.’

‘Then watch your vengeance sssslip away…’

The snake in the back of her mind grew silent and Martel looked back at the brothers. Edward Elric was sleeping fitfully Al at his side, guarding his brother like Dolcette and Law had protected Greed and her.

Martel could see why Greed had wanted to become like Al, no need to sleep, eat, a body without weakness… except one. She shook the thought off, but it returned. The one weakness: the bloodseal. If it was broken, Al’s connection to his body would be severed, he would leave the hollow shell he was bound to. She wondered if it would hurt him… if she broke the seal. If it would be a painless death, one that he deserved… she shook her head. He didn’t deserve to die at all. He was innocent. He had tried to protect her.

He was also shielding his brother from her wrath.

Her insides twisted and knotted and she felt ill. She didn’t want this; she didn’t want any of it. She wanted the pain to go away, she just wanted this to end.

Martel sat up, looking at Al with haunted eyes. There was only one way it could.

Standing, she walked over to him, trying to retain some measure of resolve, trying not to show how scared, masking what grief and sorrow she could as she approached him. She could only pray that he wouldn’t notice the tears in her eyes in the darkness.

“Hey, Al…”

Al shifted, the armor clinking as he turned to look up at her, “Martel?” He sounded surprised, “What are you doing up? It’s late.”

Martel shifted uncomfortably. “I was wondering…” She tried to stiffen herself. This would be her best chance to get revenge for Greed. There wouldn’t be another chance like this.

“Martel?” Al asked, and she blinked, looking at him again. “Are you crying?”

Martel let out a short breath, “I… I…” She felt everything slipping away, any hope of gaining retribution disappearing in front of her very eyes.

“Martel…” Alphonse trailed off, and stood, clinking lightly, “It’s ok to cry… you lost your friends.”

Martel’s relief mixed with a pain in the pit of her stomach. He was trying to comfort her… and she was planning to kill him. None of the sick and twisted tortures the military had inflicted upon her came anywhere close to this self-inflicted pain was far worse. She was no better than Kimbley.

Al leaned in and grabbed her loosely, hugging her to him, “I understand it’s painful to lose people close to you.” Martel nodded in numb agreement, mouth unable to form words.

In his gentle grasp, Martel’s mind worked furiously. If she could just… stop him without hurting him… if she could tie him up, bind him without alerting Ed. Even at her strongest, she had barely been able to slow him down and now, shaking in place, hard pressed to retain what little composure she had left, the very thought that she could subdue him without waking up Ed was laughable.

“Do you want to talk?” Al offered, and Martel pulled away slightly.

“I’m fine… I just couldn’t sleep.” She said truthfully, then looked up at him, motions mingling inside of her, “Al… is there anyway I could spend the night with you?”

Al paused, “Well, there’s plenty of space around if you want to talk.”

“Al, that’s not what I meant.” Martel looked down, glumly.

“You mean inside me?”

Martel shifted uncomfortably again, looking away, “Yes…”

“Well, ok… just watch out with your tears, ok?”

“I will Al.” He removed his helmet, revealing the empty crevice where a normal person would be… but Al was no normal person. Martel grabbed the edge of the collar jumped on top of him and slithered inside, dislocating her bones so she could fit. There was a long silence as she settled in, her legs bent in the wrong direction so she could face the bloodseal. Looking at it, she wondered if it would have truly lasted forever, if it could have even saved Greed had he become like Al.

She paused, staring at it. She could forget about this, lie down, rest, sleep, wake up in the morning and pretend that this had never happened… but the very sentiment sickened her. She was feet away from Greed’s killer, and she was just going to let him go? All she had to do… all she… had… to do… She swallowed the lump in her throat painfully. There… was no other way right? She had to do this… she had to…

“Martel… is everything ok? It feels a little funny in there.”

“I know Al… I know…”

“Huh?”

“Don’t worry about it…”

“Ok… but if you need to tell me anything-”

“I’m sorry Al.”

“Sorry? Sorry for wha-”

Martel leaned forward and licked away part of the seal. Al’s voice trailed off, a slow rattling breath issuing from inside the suit of armor as his soul was released from its shell. The suit collapsed the sand, unable to hold itself aloft any longer. Martel didn’t bother to brace herself as the chest plate hit the ground. Tears formed in Martel’s eyes and she looked away from the seal, “I’m sorry Al, I truly am… but I couldn’t have you interfere…”

She tried to compose herself, but tears fell from her eyes. She didn’t have anything left now but revenge; she had killed the last person who had cared for her… the last person who had treated her like a human being. Martel’s rested her head on what remained of the bloodseal. She wasn’t even human anymore, was she?

Taking stock of where she was, she had to stifle a laugh. Her arms were bent backwards, her legs were almost twisted around, and her feet were nearly upside down. She hadn’t been a human in a long, long time. She was a freak, a monster, no one cared for her and she didn’t need to care about anyone other than herself. What traces of humanity had died with Alphonse, all that was left was a thirst for vengeance… a hunger for it.

In the back of her mind, the snake she was melded with hissed in agreement. Martel closed her eyes, her pupils stretching into long reptilian slits. It was time to meet with Edward Elric, and pay him back for what he had done to Greed… and she had the perfect solution for dealing with him… after all, she hadn’t eaten all day.

Author's note: Yeah, yeah, I'm sure you all noticed the complete and utter lack of vore in this chapter, however this was, in all practicality, the prologue. The vore will come in chapter two... and three... (and any other chapters I can work out before I run out of steam on this story.)
