CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
LAS VEGAS/PHOENIX INTERSTATE TRAIN TUNNEL

Anuk opened her eyes slowly, unmoving as she allowed her senses to come fully awake. Her head turned slowly and her cerulean blue eyes came to rest on Danny. He was squatting by the small doorway into the abandoned toll booth they had taken refuge in after her ill advised stunt. He was in almost the exact same position as when he had ushered her off to sleep, looking down the dark tunnel for any danger that might be coming their way.


Anuk had given no thought to the fact that there might be less than friendly individuals within the parts of the tunnel they had not yet traversed; she only thought to… Anuk’s eyes grew a little wider. She only thought to attempt to impress Daniel with her skills. 
The sudden realization of this fact stunned Anuk. Something had made her want to impress Daniel, to show him that she was not a whiny spoiled brat as he had once called her. She looked at his broad, powerful back as these thoughts raced through her mind. His caramel colored skin almost glowed in the wash of soft white light from the lantern that had been in the pack. His head twitched every few moments as if to search for scents wafting through the stale air of the tunnel. His only derogatory comment had been the initial sentence he had spoken after she fired her weapon. He had not mentioned it after moving to the old toll booth, and he did not mention it while she was practically naked before him as he treated the wound on her side. Anuk had held the fatigue top across her breasts while his large hands had applied a soothing ointment across the width of the wound on her side. She hadn’t realized until that moment how warm his hands were, and they scorched her skin wherever they touched, sending wonderful jolts of pleasure through her, even though they moved very businesslike across her skin.


Anuk had never expected to be able to feel any semblance of pleasure ever again in her life, not after her months of enduring the endless rapes and beatings. She had spent many a night wondering if Matarn would even find her desirable after her ordeal. Daniel’s touch answered that question; and it also brought forth another, more powerful question. How could the hands of a man who reminded her so much of her tormentors cause her skin to sizzle in desire, the desire that she wanted his hands to do so much more.

The answer was easy enough to discover as she gazed at his back. Daniel was the first man to ever show her the kindness that she had received in his care. With that single exception when he had allowed the desire and want for her to filter through his eyes enough that she took notice of it, he had been the ever protective man. Even when his hands were touching her skin in more intimate places and with considerably less clothing that Matarn had ever seen her in, he had done nothing more than to treat her wounds with the gentlest of actions. She marveled that a man his size could move so deftly, and with complete and utter control of his actions. There were no wasted motions, each movement measured and almost predatory in nature. He always seemed to be sniffing the air, ever alert to their surroundings. And his eyes, his eyes danced in her mind, so endless in depth she could lose herself forever within them. This was no ordinary man, and while he had told her what he was, there was far more to his persona than he was telling her, or… allowing her to see.

It hit her then, with the force of a wall falling on top of her. She wanted this man. She known him only three days and she wanted this man to possess her and swallow her into his arms.


Anuk shifted her feet slightly, the soft scrapping noise barely audible and yet his head turned quickly and his dark eyes found her.


“You’re awake… that’s good. We should get moving.” His voice carried to her.


Anuk got to her feet and wrapping the blanket around her to ward off the chill, she moved slowly up to where he squatted and knelt down next to him. “Daniel…” She said softly.


“Ummm,” He spoke turning to look at her, bathing her with those delicious dark eyes. Anuk shuddered as she gazed into them and she knew it was not from the chill.


“I’m sorry… I’m sorry I did that earlier today.” She said softly. “It was foolish.”


Danny waved one hand in a dismissive motion, “Water under the bridge as they say.” He replied. “How do you feel?”

Anuk smiled. “Better than I have in a few days.” She replied. “I think the ointment you spread over my wound is working.”


Dan nodded. “It should… that antibiotic ointment will kill just about any bacteria known to exist. Combined with the pills… the infection should be gone from your system within a day or so.”


“What will we do now?” Anuk asked.


Dan motioned down the main tunnel in the direction they had yet to travel. “Roughly seven miles further down the tunnel splits. One part goes to Prescott Arizona, and then it was suppose to extend to Phoenix, the other tunnel goes to Flagstaff. The Prescott tunnel ends shortly after the city limits and the portions that were supposed to continue to Phoenix were never finished.”


“Which way do we go?” Anuk asked.


“We head for Flagstaff.” Dan replied.


Anuk looked at him. “Flagstaff is a major slaver’s hub.” She spoke, worry in her voice. “They would discover us?”


Dan shook his head with a grin. “We shut that man down weeks ago.” He answered. “We freed all the slaves, many of whom joined Eden, and then we moved to Cedar City and did the same thing.”


Anuk looked at him with wide eyes. “You are saying you have destroyed the two largest slave settlements east of Las Vegas?” She asked.


Dan nodded, “Yep!”

“We have tried for years to end the threat of those two settlements.” Anuk spoke. “How have you managed to do it in only a few months?”

“I have learned over the course of my life never to question Marty and his tactics.” Dan spoke. “He has gotten us out of more firefights and battles without a scratch than I care to recall. He’s saved all of our lives on more than one occasion. His mind is like a computer, always running different scenarios, always figuring.”

“Is he like you… physically I mean?” Anuk asked.

“He’s shorter by a couple inches, but more ripped. More defined. Sometimes I think he’s got muscles in his ears.” Dan spoke with a small chuckle. A laugh that Anuk found she adored and it made her chuckle as well. “That isn’t what is unique about him though.” Dan said.

“What do you mean?”

“His… his aura is power. He exudes strength and dominance.” Dan said his voice carrying a tone of awe in it that Anuk detected. “That’s why he is the Alpha of our pack.”

“I don’t understand… your pack?” Anuk asked looking at him.

Dan nodded returning her gaze intently. He did not know if he should pursue this as far as he wanted. Anuk had been held and raped by men of his skin color for months, forced to endure beatings and torture at their hand. Racism had dwindled to practically nothing in the mid 21st century. Danny did not consider himself black, even though he was. He didn’t consider himself white either. He was a pack member and that was all he ever cared about. Pablo was Hispanic, Cody was a red neck from Montana, and Kenny was a slick Italian from New York. There wasn’t any color within their pack, but he had experienced it. He had no more patience for ignorant black people than he did for whites. Dan wasn’t sure if Anuk would ever be able to trust another man, especially him. Should he tell her some of the most intimate details of the life of the pack, details that no outsider had ever learned? He wanted her, the need almost overwhelming, yet he had controlled it up until this point. Her cinnamon scent filled his nostrils and after only a brief moment he chose his direction for good or ill. “We consider ourselves a pack.” He explained to her, “A unit and a family. We are all any of us has had since we were very small. You know what a wolf pack is right?”

“Of course, we see them sometimes in the spring high up in the mountains.” Anuk answered.

“Well each pack has an Alpha male and at least one, usually two or three and sometimes four or five Alpha females, depending on the size of the pack. The leaders if you will. They are the strongest and most intelligent of the pack.” Dan spoke. “Marty is the Alpha… the strongest and smartest of our pack.”

“He is… he is stronger than you?” Anuk asked surprised.

Dan nodded. “Oh yeah… remember, I told you he is descended from a Spartan King. There are a few of us who are bigger than him physically sure, probably stronger if that was the only measure of strength, but it isn’t and you are smart enough to know that. Regardless, none of us will ever challenge him. We couldn’t beat him even if we wanted to challenge him. He’s stronger and faster than all of us, in more ways than I could begin to explain.” Anuk’s eyes showed her amazement. She had seen Daniel in action and his speed and strength was far superior to any elf she had ever seen, and here he was telling her that this Marty was even more powerful. “No…” Dan continued. “He has done more than just keep us together and help us to survive all these years, he has been our anchor, our source of power, the driving force behind all that we do. It’s like he knows what each of us needs, and he has always… always without fail been there for us, no matter what. That is why we will never challenge him. We love him too much. He’s like our brother… all of us are like brothers and sisters in a way really. It’s how we think.”

Anuk sensed there was much he was not telling her, but she did not push him. She loved hearing his voice swim around her; it was so warm and inviting. “And… and he is this Alpha.”

Dan nodded, “Yep!”

“Is… is there an… an Alpha female?” Anuk asked.

Dan looked at her with a twinkle in his eyes. “Nosy aren’t you?” He spoke.

“I… I find it fascinating Daniel that is all.” She replied.

Dan chuckled. “There wasn’t… until…” Dan looked at her, “Until yesterday.”

Anuk’s eyes grew more interested, “Yesterday? What do you mean?”

“Marty found a mate.” Dan said with a grin, “Which is incredible to say the least. She must be very special, that former Queen of yours.”

“Queen Dysea?” Anuk gasped in disbelief.

Dan nodded slowly. “She joined our pack yesterday.”
“What do you mean former Queen?” Anuk spoke. “She has been our Queen for half a century. She is beautiful and wise.”
“That’s another story.” Dan told her. “I should let your father fill you in on that, or Dysea herself.” Dan saw her shiver slightly even under the blanket. “Are you cold?”

“It is just a chill.” Anuk replied. “I am an elf… unnatural medicines introduced into our systems… while they work quite well… drop our body temperatures lower than normal for a short time. It is why the shot you gave me to purge the drugs from my system took such a toll on me physically. I was not fully recovered from the last beating I received.”

Dan opened his arms without thinking. “Come closer to me.” He said to her. Anuk looked at him with sudden fear in her eyes and Dan saw this. “My body temperature runs about four degrees higher that the normal human and elf. We put off a lot of body heat. It will chase away the chill.”

Anuk saw in his eyes that he had no ulterior motives for his offering, and she chastised herself for thinking such a thing when she desired him so. He saw it was his duty to protect her and keep her safe, and if that included keeping her warm, it was something he would do. She scooted between his legs and pressed up against his hard chest and abdomen, leaning into him. She felt the effects almost immediately, even through the blanket. His body was like a heated rock, waves of soothing warmth flowing from him, and Anuk found herself relishing in the warmth.

“Why do we head to Flagstaff?” She asked, unconsciously leaning her head against his chest. “Wouldn’t Prescott be closer?” 

“There is still an engineering team in Flagstaff. They are reopening the tunnel at that end and once they get inside they’ll move to us in vehicles. There is plenty of room in this tunnel for wheeled traffic.” Dan replied.

“How… how do you know all this?” Anuk asked. “You said that we were too deep underground for this implant of yours to work.”

“I know it the same way I know that every lousy sonofabitch that laid his hands on you is now dead.” Dan spoke softly, his words carrying a tone of savage pleasure.


Anuk tilted her head to look at him. “What do you mean? How do you know that?” she asked, feeling sleepy once more with the heat from his body filling her. The depth of her exhaustion was obviously more than she had first realized and sleep was rushing upon her quickly.


Dan didn’t look at her as he gazed down the tunnel, his arms draping over Anuk with a possessive tone to them. He felt her hands grip one of his arms and pull it close to her. Dan smiled, reveling in her cinnamon scent as it saturated the very air around him because of her closeness.

“I know that because my brother made me a promise.” Dan spoke softly, his words barely above a whisper. “And my brother always keeps his promises.”

SALINA


Tarifa stood next to Aihola on the floor of the cave waiting for the Raptor that would bring them to Eden. Her mother stood with the Holy One, Thimina and Treblar only a few steps away while she and Aihola conversed in whispers in the ancient Drow tongue.


“Tesso uns'aa vel'bol dos ph' talintha Nya Istel?” Tarifa asked her. (Tell me what you are thinking)


Aihola met Tarifa’s eyes, “Usstan xuat zhaun, Usstan daewl ulu z'reninth ilta, ka whol naubol else, t'yin whol dosst sreen'aur ussta ssinssrigg. Ol zhah dubo though talinthin nind sat lu' xunus naubol whol ji verve.” (I don't know. I wish to believe her, if for nothing else, then for your safety my love. It is hard though considering they sat and did nothing for so long.)

Tarifa smiled lovingly at her. “Nindel zhah ilro'e vel'bol Martin said 'zil al. Henotep ulu l' letter.” (That is exactly what Martin said as well, almost to the letter.)

“Truly?” Aihola asked.


Tarifa squeezed her hands, “Dos ph' mzild saph ukta taga dos zhaun Nya Istel.” (You are more like him than you know Nya Istel.)


Aihola looked at her, amber eyes wide at what she was about to ask. It came out before she could stop it. “Do Dos daewl ulu raise dalharen xuil uns'aa?” She asked her. (Do you wish to raise children with me?)



Tarifa was unable to reply because the deafening sounds of the Raptor’s engines filled the cave as the dangerous looking craft appeared from below the cave entrance without warning and slowly began to move into the cave. Everyone noticed two things right away, the cockpit of the Raptor was blacked out, only a small red light could be seen behind the windshield, and the ramp was already down.

Walter was the one who recognized what this meant and he stepped in front of Palina as something drifted across his nose. “No one move!” He yelled. “If you wish to live… do not move from where you stand!”


Tarifa turned wide eyes on him. “Holy One, what is it!” She screamed over the Raptor’s engines as Aihola pulled out the automatic from beneath her top.


“Trust me child!” Walter screamed. “Do as I say!”


The Raptor dropped hard to the floor of the cave and the dust partially obscured the seven bodies that rush from the Raptor’s rear. They were clad entirely in black as Tarifa had first seen Martin and his team, their weapons thrust out in front of them. They moved with precision and grace, almost running towards where Tarifa and Aihola stood. Tarifa knew in an instant there were no elves in this group.


“High left!” A voice called.


The lead man in the phalanx shifted his HK up to his left and ripped out a three round burst.


“High left!”


“High right!”


“Shift!”


As if guided by some unseen force the phalanx of troops split apart, their HKs spitting death as they went. At first Tarifa did not know what they were shooting at, and then the first body from above slammed into the ground only a few feet from her and Aihola. Tarifa’s eyes went wide as she realized they were dressed almost exactly like Martin and his team. She looked up in time to see the first genome reach her and Aihola. His gloved hand reached out and pushed her to the ground.

“Down Tarifa!” Martin’s voice barked as his hand shifted to Aihola and he pushed her down as well, covering both of them.


The genome lieutenant lowered his binoculars from where he lay on the small ledge three hundred meters above the action that was happening below. “Do you have a shot on Walter?” He snapped in a harsh whisper.


“Negative! They just pulled him down!” The sniper beside him answered.


“Do you have anything?”


“One of the Ministers!” The sniper answered.


“Take the shot! How did they see us! Shit we are so fucked!”


“You have no idea.” The female voice spoke from behind them.


Both the sniper and the lieutenant were rolling before the words finished echoing in their heads. It wouldn’t have mattered in the least. Julie and Tari were behind them waiting to pounce, and it was over in a heartbeat. The lieutenant died from having Julie’s blade driven through his skull, and the sniper died with Tari’s knife severing his head almost completely.
Julie lifted her head and looked far below her.


“Clear!”


“Report!” Martin barked.


“Clear!”


“All clear!”


“Good!”


“Secure!”


“All secure boss!”


“In the rear with the gear,” Came the next voice over the COM, and the tension was broken as Martin and the others turned to look at the lone genome who had been securing their rear flank. He actually sounded disappointed to have missed all the action.


“Check the bodies!” Martin ordered, reaching up to pull away his balaclava. He turned back to where Tarifa and Aihola were getting to their feet slowly. Aihola’s eyes were especially wide as she stared at him in wonder. “Tarifa?”


“I’m fine.” Tarifa replied. “Martin… who… who were they?”


Martin gripped Aihola’s arm and she nodded, still staring at him in open awe. “I’m… I’m fine.” She said.


Martin looked at her. “Where did you hide the weapon? I told everyone to come here unarmed.”


Aihola met his eyes. “I will not lose her Martin Hunter!” She spoke.


Martin grinned and leaned over to kiss Aihola softly on the lips, her amber eyes nearly exploding out of her head in surprise. “Thank you.” He spoke. He turned away quickly. “Jules you copy?”


“We’re on our way down.” Julie answered. “Two targets down, one was a sniper. Marty they were after Walter. And they are… they are genomes.”


Martin was looking at one of the bodies that Kenny had rolled over as Julie was speaking. “Yeah… I’m seeing that.” He replied to her. “Did you strip them?”


“Right down to their skivvies,” Julie replied immediately, “They aren’t very flattering in the equipment department if you ask me, but then again I’m spoiled.”


Martin grinned. “Does that include Tari?” He asked knowing that they were on a private command channel.


Julie grinned where she and Tari were moving down the long path. Martin looked up and saw her turn to look back at the tall fleet footed Drow warrior who had become her constant shadow it seemed.


“I’m working very hard on that part Skipper.” Julie finally answered. “I’m thinking this may just be the one.”


“Well let’s figure that out back in secure territory.” Martin spoke. “You and Tari move to the house within the city and get Cantel and the other Dragoons not aligned with Telan. Have Kadeem get some people down here to gather and preserve these bodies. We may have just discovered a way to get a few extra days to locate War Master Tareif’s sons if the Minister is correct.”


“How so?” Julie asked as she held out her hand for Tari to stop as they got to the side tunnel that would take them up into the house.


“Remember Africa?” Martin asked.


“Which part? The part where we got abandoned by our recovery team? Or the part where we had to shoot our way out of the port in Cape Town,” Julie asked. “I don’t seem to recall liking either one.”

Martin chuckled. “Before Cape Town, after the recovery team ditched us.” He said.


“Ah… I remember now. Devious boss. Very devious.”


“Nobody ever accused me of being a nice guy.” Martin answered. “You got twenty… we’ll meet you at the Raptor.”


Martin watched as his team drew everyone over to where he stood. “Martin… what is going on?” Palina asked. “Who are these men?”


“I don’t know who they are… but I can tell you what they are…”


“Genomes!” Walter gasped as he saw one of their faces. He bent down next to the body. “Martin I recognize this boy. He was part of the Air Force team. I treated him just before the comet came. I thought they were wiped out when Andrews was destroyed.” He spoke returning to his feet.


“They were after you Walter.” Martin told him, seeing everyone’s eyes turn to him.


“Me?” Walter asked.


Martin nodded. “Julie and Tari found a sniper higher up.” Martin replied. “They were targeting you. Do you know why?”


“How did you even know they were here?” Thimina asked, still rather shaken by the events and the violence that had just occurred.


Martin looked at her as he spoke, his gaze causing feelings of nausea to grip her stomach. “I can smell another… genome… ten miles away in a driving rain and thirty mile an hour winds. These idiots were stupid… they didn’t account for the breeze that washed through the tunnels when you opened the hidden door to come down here. I smelled it at the bottom of this mountain while we were waiting to come up to pick you up.”


Dysea chose that time to come out of the back of the Raptor where she had been waiting with Anja. Both of them carried chopped down versions of the HK. Dysea went to Tarifa and shared a brief hug with both her and Aihola in relief. Anja stopped to stand next to Martin.


Martin looked at her. “Think you can do an exam for me?” He asked.


Anja’s eyes twinkled at him and she cocked her head slightly upwards in an impish face Martin had never seen her make before. She stepped up close to him so that only he could hear her. “I’ll examine you for free anytime you want… the dead stiff will cost you though.”

Martin looked at her in surprise as she brushed past him, deliberately pressing her right hip up against him as she squeezed between him and Kenny. Martin inhaled deeply and her honey scent washed over him in a powerful wave, her aura strong and her desire for him drifting from her pores clear and pure. So strong in fact that it caused Kenny’s nose to twitch and he looked at him after she had passed.

“Jesus Skipper.” He muttered softly. “She’s hotter than a fire stoked branding iron. She wants you bad.”


“Cody will you help me with this body.” Anja voice spoke as she bent over the dead genome. 


Martin shook Anja’s scent from his nostrils and tore his eyes from the way her fatigues outlined her absolutely perfect ass and hips. He looked at the others quickly. “I want everyone in the Raptor. Kenny… you and Pablo hang out here and cover Anja in case any leakers come snooping.” 


Martin backed towards the ramp of the Raptor as the others moved around him. Dysea stopped and stared at him with her emerald eyes and she squeezed his arm. Dysea had caught the scent of Anja’s desire as well and it had immediately set her own blood to burning, for both Martin and Anja. “I told you Nauta Melme.” She whispered before kissing his cheek and moving up the ramp.
LAS VEGAS/PHOENIX INTERSTATE TRAIN TUNNEL


Anuk’s eyes flew open when she felt the large hand clamp over her mouth. An arm pulled her body close against warm iron hard flesh, the body in front of her gripping her tightly blotting out any light. She brought her hands up to begin beating the person, her wide eyes looking up, searching for Daniel. Anuk froze when she realized it was his hand keeping her silent, his arm around her waist pulling her tight against him. She saw his face was tense and he brought his finger to his lips motioning for her to be silent. Anuk relaxed almost immediately, her hands falling gently to his thick arms as he held her.


Dan felt her relax in his arms and he took his hand away from her mouth. He lowered his head slowly next to her pointed elf ear, her cinnamon scent washing over him like a blanket. His lips touched her ear and Anuk closed her eyes as a flash of desire swarmed over her.


“We have company.” He whispered in her ear so softly she barely heard it. Her cerulean blue eyes became instantly alert and she nodded slowly letting him know she had understood. She felt him pressing something into her hand, his wrist and forearm brushing hard against her firm breasts and she stifled a gasp at his touch. She looked down and saw the silenced K12 pressed into her palm and she closed her fist around it as he pushed an extra clip into her other hand.


Anuk looked up into his dark eyes as saw him staring at her now. His dark eyes had changed… the whites surrounding his pupils replaced by blackness. His teeth had lengthened in three quarter inch long fangs, and his face was stern. Anuk gazed into those dark eyes with no fear this time for she knew what Daniel was and with acceptance that stunned her, she realized she found him even more attractive.


Dan held up four fingers and pointed to the outside of the toll booth, and then indicated with his motions that they were armed and walking towards them spread out. Anuk nodded again slowly, her fist closing around the grip of the K12. She almost gasped when Daniel slipped away from her with little more than a passing breeze and he was gone into the shadows. She calmed her nerves and moved silently to the opening, inching her eyes around the corner.

There were four of them alright. 


Anuk’s eyes filled with fear almost instantly and she couldn’t tear her eyes away. Whatever walked towards them was neither elf nor human. It was completely hairless, its skin the color of white paste. There mouths had only thin strips for lips, and protruding past those lips were pointed razor sharp teeth. Their heads were void of any hair or markings, glimmering in the dim light of the tunnel. Their eyes were abnormally large and a deep crimson red in color. Their bodies were not muscular, yet thin and lean, the fingers on their hands easily three inches longer than any normal elf or human, and each finger ended in a razor sharp white nail.

Whoever they were, judging by the way they were moving they were not friendly in the least. And if the long spear like staffs they carried were any indication, Anuk didn’t doubt they were here hunting her and Daniel. She shifted her position slightly and brought the K12 up slowly, closing her hands around the grip as she had learned to steady her aim. She cupped her firing hand, arm extended straight, into the palm of her support hand with her elbow slightly bent. Anuk centered the K12 on the head of the nearest creature and slid her finger onto the trigger. She would wait for Daniel to make the first move and then she would begin firing.

A flash of movement directly in front of her caused her to blink and turn. Her eyes went wide and she screamed as the face of another of the creatures appeared in front of her. She saw the hand come up and the razor like fingernails descend on her. There was a moment of agonizing white hot pain and warm liquid gushing onto her face and then Anuk fell into blackness.


Danny lowered the body of the pasty white creature with deadly silence. This fifth creature had been moving along behind the other four as a rear guard sentry, which told Danny that these creatures knew what they were about. The pasty white creature looked stronger than it was and Danny had snuck up directly behind it, nearly ripping its head clean off when he broke its neck. As he felt his finger tips leave the body on the ground, his senses in full combat mode, Danny heard Anuk scream.


It was a scream not of anger or fear, but of pure unadulterated terror, and it ripped through his being unlike anything ever had before him. 


“Anuk!” Danny screamed, bursting into a run towards the four creatures in front of him.


The pale things whirled to face him, looks of surprise on their ghostly features that one of the humans they were hunting had gotten behind them. It took only an instant for them to realize that their brother behind them was dead, and this raging bear of a human was bearing down on them with speed no human should have.  The first creature raised its staff to strike at Danny, and he lunged forward, driving the point at his chest. Danny simply sidestepped the move, grabbed the staff in his hand and ripped into backwards. The creature sailed ass over elbows twenty meters down the tunnel as Danny thrust it back at him while he ripped it from his hands. He stepped into a swing at the second creature, the sharpened tip of the wooded spear driving deeply into the creatures neck, his attempt to block the blow only causing his own staff to ram into his neck and pierce his jaw as the spear Danny hit him with caved in what little skull he had with the powerful blow.

Dan ignored the other two as his eyes caught a glimpse of a sixth creature leaning over Anuk’s body. Rage swelled in Danny’s chest and the roar that came out caused the tunnel to vibrate with its intensity. The creatures looked up; giving Danny a flirting glance at Anuk on the ground and his scream became even more savage. Anuk’s beautiful face was torn open in three long bloody gashes that stretched across her right eye extending down over her nose to her jaw. It took Danny only a second to see her blood on the creatures’ hand and two things took place.


The creature that had struck Anuk died in that split second…


And Daniel Simpson went completely berserk.

RAPTOR 41


You must do something about this Nauta Melme. Dysea told him as they stood near the front of the Raptor. 

They were speaking with each other within their minds, both of them raising mental shields around their minds to block out the others. It was the first thing Martin had taught her, and over the course of the next day she had constantly attempted to hammer at his shields with her mind, and he against her mental shields. Martin had been surprised at the power of her mind, and she had been able to resist all but his most powerful attacks to enter her mind.

What can I do Melda Min?


Do not tell me you can not sense the aura radiating from her Martin. I have only been fully changed for two days and it is as clear to me as the sun in the sky. Dysea told him. She desires you so badly it is nearly consuming her. It is leaking through what little shields she does have, and within it I can sense the desire for me as well. I am not yet strong enough to resist that for very long my love, not with what I feel for her. It is so powerful and deep.


Melda Min… you don’t understand. I opened my heart to her once before… and she returned it shredded into pieces. He looked at her. I don’t know if I can bear that again.


Do you love her?


As surely as I love you Dysea; I don’t believe I ever stopped loving her.

Then you must tell her Nauta Melme. Dysea said. You must make her ours; change her… so that she can be with us eternally. You know that is what she wants; you can feel it pulsing in her blood, for if you don’t it will destroy you… and Anja… and ultimately me. She is not the same person you knew all those years ago my love. You have said that yourself. 

And if she refuses?

Then you will know for certain and go on. We can go on. But you know what her answer will be my love… it oozes from her pores. Have faith in the woman she has become. She… she will not let you down.


I... don’t… I don’t know.


“You have to do something Nauta Melme!” Dysea burst out with her voice, exasperation clearly layered in her words.


“What do you want me to…” Martin began to shout back, surprising both Dysea and everyone within earshot. His face grimaced and he reached for his head just before he began screaming and dropped to his knees.


“Nauta Melme!” Dysea yelled reaching for him just seconds before the shooting pain, unlike anything she had ever experienced, lanced through her temples, “Noooooo!”

Tarifa and Walter came to their feet immediately after Anja, just as every genome on the Raptor dropped to the floor clutching their heads in agony. Anja skidded to a halt next to Martin and Dysea, reaching for them.


“Martin! Dysea!” She cried.


Tarifa’s eyes turned to Walter. “Holy One… what is happening to them?” She yelled. “They are… they are in such pain!”


Walter did not answer her, his face wincing in pain as if he was feeling it too, and instead he moved for the cockpit faster than Tarifa had ever seen him move. He took the four steps in a single bound, and could hear Ben and Endith calling out to someone on the radio.


“Don’t know… it’s happening here too!” Ben shouted into his helmet radio. “All of them are on the deck screaming. I…” Ben saw the shadow next to him and turned to see Walter standing between their seats. His face was contorted mildly, as if he was holding back some great pain of his own. “Doc… what the fuck is going on?”


“Are any of the genomes seriously injured or hurt?” Walter asked quickly.


“No. Not that I know of. Danny was still moving to the rendezvous, but he wasn’t hurt.” Ben answered.


“What do you mean?” Walter asked as Tarifa came up next to him.


“Daniel was lost on a mission to Las Vegas last week. He got separated from the others and is making his way towards Flagstaff to meet an engineering crew that is reopening the Flagstaff end of the Vegas to Phoenix Interstate Train tunnel.” Ben replied.

Walter’s face grimaced even more, his hand reaching up to put his fingers to his temple. “Daniel is dying.” Walter spoke. “What is his location?”


“Dying?” Ben gasped. “What do you mean? How do you know that?”


Walter glared at him. “What is his location Major?” 


Ben looked at Endith. “Bring it up on the HUD Endith.” He told her quickly. Endith operated the console next to her and the holographic imagery map appeared between them. “Here!” Ben spoke.


“Head there now! As fast as you possibly can.” Walter ordered.


“Wait a minute!” Ben spoke. “We have Tarifa and the others on board. Marty said they were the priority should anything happen.”


“Major… listen to me… listen to me carefully. You have some idea of what Martin and the others are. Daniel Simpson is dying… what Martin and the others are experiencing is a residual echo from his screams of agony within their minds. They usually are strong enough to block this type of pain out, and I will help them, but if you do not get us to Daniel’s location as fast as this infernal machine will take us, I will personally rip your heart from your chest and watch as you die, for you will not wish to see what Daniel’s death will make Martin do. Am I making myself clear enough to you?”

Ben turned to Endith. “Jesus…full power Endith, and throw the aux boosters to max thrust!”


“Ben… every radar in three states will see us if we go that fast.” Endith cautioned.


Ben nodded. “Yep, and I’m guessing that ain’t gonna matter a whit if we don’t get to Danny and fast. Do it Little Elf.”


Endith nodded quickly when he used his secret name for her. It was a name that they only used in private with Tina, and if Ben was using it now, then he was serious.


“Aux power transferred; stabilizers at full extension.” Endith spoke sitting back in her seat.


Ben nodded. “Hold on to your hats folks.”


Walter turned as the Raptor jumped to nearly three thousand miles an hour in less than ten seconds. He looked at Anja on the deck, her hand clutching Martin’s as his face was twisted in a visage of extreme pain. He went to the deck next to her, turning to Tarifa. “Help me child.” He spoke.

Tarifa hesitated for only a second, as she had heard the Holy One’s words to Ben, and in that moment, he had no longer been a frail man of almost five hundred years old. She knelt on the deck next to him, looking at him oddly. “What can I do Holy One?”


“At the moment, your connection with Dysea is stronger than anyone’s,” Walter explained. “Take her head in your hands like this,” He gripped Martin’s head on either side and spread his fingers out. “Empty your mind and think of nothing but good things you have experienced with her. Place your forehead to hers and do this.”


Tarifa looked at him oddly, “Holy One how will that help?” She asked.


Walter sighed, knowing he was going to have to reveal something he had not intended. “They are telepathic child. They can communicate with each other within their minds, all of them… and now Dysea. She will feel your thoughts and reach for them, allowing her to shut out the pain. Martin will as well. Your relationship with them will be the link.” Walter could detect Anja’s eyes on him intently.

Tarifa looked at him, her face suddenly pained. “Holy One… I… I am not as close to them as I once was. I told you this before.” She told him. “I have another in my life now. They knew this.”

Walter looked at her. “Then who do…?” Walter’s nose wrinkled slightly and his blue eyes went to Anja, “Anja?” He said softly. “It is you who holds their souls. I can… I can sense an echo from you within them.”


“Me?” Anja asked shocked.


Tarifa looked at her. “Anja… my heart belongs to another. While we still care for one another, both of them desire you more than anything. I knew this… we spoke of these things before. You must help them.”


“How?” Anja asked without hesitation.


“Do exactly what I told Tarifa to.” Walter spoke. “Empty your mind and think of only good thoughts. Think of the three of you together, walking in a mountain stream with the wind against your skin.”

Anja scrambled quickly between Martin and Dysea, their heads almost touching as they withered on the deck under her. Anja took a deep breath and began to shape the thought as Walter said, picturing the three of them walking in a field together, and the bright sun beating down on them, the cool breeze blowing across their skin. Their scents were nearly overpowering to her as close as she was, Martin’s mint scent and Dysea’s wildflower smell permeated her senses, and this threw the overwhelming desire for both of them into overdrive. Anja saw flashes of a strange place, with lush green mountains and warm blue oceans against white sands. There were two towering mountain walls and angry crashing seas. Half hidden images of faces interchanged with the fearsome visages of monstrous wolves and bears. And then there was the face of a goddess, olive complexion with large shimmering blue eyes and flowing raven black hair. An image of wolves running on four legs, two black haired wolves, one blond and one red. They were running among the tall grasses of the plains, playfully nipping at each other.

Anja gasped loudly and her body stiffened as suddenly there was a spike of intense pain in her head. Tarifa went to grab her, fearing she would succumb to what was happening to the others but Walter’s hand stopped her. “No!” Walter’s raised voice stopped her. “Oh… she is strong! Martin my boy… you never told me this. You never told me she is…” His eyes went a little wider and he looked at Tarifa as he placed his hand on Anja’s shoulder. “Let her continue child. She is stronger than any of you realize. Martin knows this and he has reached for and found her mind first. Then they will pull Dysea through. Give her time to make the connection complete. It has already begun.” He said softly. “I… I didn’t see it before… and it was right in front of me.”


“See what Holy One?” Tarifa asked.


Walter met her eyes. “I will share some things with you Tarifa, after this event is over. Things you must never reveal until it is time. Promise me that child.”


“Holy One…”


“Have I ever broken my word to you or you to me?” Walter asked.


“No Holy One. Never” 


“Then trust in me now.” Walter spoke.


Anja was swimming in a sea of pain now, as if she was drowning. The water was closing in around her and she was sinking. She could just see the surface of the water, but she didn’t have the strength to swim towards it. She kept sinking further and further into the depths, the light drifting away to nothing. Her panic was growing, and she knew she was losing the fight. Tears formed in her eyes as she realized she was going to lose what she desired most in this fucked up world. A man who had stolen her very essence and she had lost and then found once more, and a woman that caused shivers to course through her just by being in the same room with her. In this one wrenching moment she was going to lose them both because she wasn’t strong enough.


You are stronger than you know. Martin’s voice carried to her, Stronger than I ever could have believed.

Anja felt a gentle caress encircle her mind and then Martin was beside her in the vision, holding her to him as he stroked powerfully for the surface of her pain.


Stronger than I. Dysea’s sweet voice spoke and then she was next to her as well, her arm joining Martin’s around her dream image. Anja had only to look up and she could see the sun just as they broke the surface of the water of pain.


Tarifa gasped as Martin’s eyes sprang open, and then Dysea’s. Both of them were heaving for air, their chests rising and falling as they gulped in lungful after lungful, as if they hadn’t breathed for hours. Anja’s tear streaked eyes opened as well and she looked at him, drinking in the gaze of Martin’s dark brown orbs. Martin’s hand came up as quickly as a striking viper and he pulled Anja’s head down to his, bringing her lips down and kissing her so hard and so passionately that Anja thought she was going to burst. She held his head in her hands, returning every bit of emotion that he was giving her, her tears dropping to his face. When they finally parted it was with reluctance, and Martin stared at her.


I have never stopped loving you Anja Peterson. Never! Martin’s words exploded into her mind. Only Dysea has made me feel what you make me feel. What I still feel for you, and now for her as well. Can you accept that she is as much a part of me as you always have been Anja?

Anja couldn’t contain the joy that was bursting from her, the tears coming freely now. She nodded her head slowly. If it is possible to love two people as much as I love you and her Martin Hunter, then I can accept anything.

This has never happened before you know. He told her. Not until… not until someone has been changed.


Changed? What do you mean?


I will explain later. I must save my brother. Help Dysea, she is still very weak. The powers of your mind appear to be much stronger than hers.


Go. I will be with her and then we will all go and save Danny.


Tarifa was clutching Aihola, Palina, Thimina and Treblar behind them watching the events unfold as the Raptor Ben was piloting tore through the sky. They all jumped back when Martin sat up quickly, and Anja moved to where Dysea still laid, her emerald eyes fluttering. Martin spun around and got to his feet teetering for a moment until Cantel reached out and steadied him.

“Lyca Ohtar? Are you alright?” He spoke.


Martin nodded slowly his eyes going to Walter. “What is happening?” He asked him, not caring who heard him now. “It has never been this strong Walter. His pain smashed our shields as if they were paper.”


“You were not prepared for such agony on so concentrated a level. He’s fighting for his very life Martin, your brother is. There is something else I can not sense completely, but he is in agony. I ordered Ben to his location. We must find a way into the tunnel and reach him before it is too late. I will attend to your brothers and sisters.”


Martin pushed Cantel’s hand from him. “Ben!” He screamed.


“We’re four minutes away Marty!” Ben yelled above the roar of the Raptor’s engines.


“Pull up the most recent scan of his location!” Martin spoke as he staggered into the cockpit.

Endith did this before Ben ordered her too, the holographic image appearing between their seats once more. Ben pointed to the small red dots. “This is Danny and Anuk. The tunnel is still a hundred meters thick here Marty. Nothing we have on board will punch through. I could launch every missile we have and it wouldn’t dent the depth.”


Martin’s eyes scanned the image quickly. “Here!” He said pointing. “This ventilation shaft is only a hundred meters behind him. Can you target a low yield bunker buster and clear whatever sits on this entrance.”

“That could crush anyone who is underneath it.” Endith spoke softly.


“I’m willing to take that risk.” Martin spoke. “Do it.”


“Warm up an AN-19 Endith. It’s the lowest yield we have and it will do the job.” Ben told her. “I’m bringing the targeting computer online! I’ll launch in twenty seconds Marty. By the time we get there the debris will have cleared.”


“Drop us right over the opening.” Martin told him. Ben looked at him, eyes wide. He saw the set of Martin’s jaw and nodded. “I’ll leave it up to you how to get us out my friend.”


Now it was Ben’s jaw that tightened. “If I have to drop a nuke on the fucking thing Marty, I’ll give you a way out.”


Martin nodded and turned, walking out of the cockpit. Dysea was on her feet now holding tightly to Anja, and he went to her, his arms going around her and Anja both. “Melda Min?”


Dysea looked at him. “I am fine.” She said her hand grasping Anja tightly and unwilling to let go.


Martin nodded and turned not taking his arms from her. “Kenny!”


Walter had gone among the remaining six Genomes and quickly brought them out of their painful states, assisting them with his own mind to re-establish their mental shields. Martin gazed at Walter and wondered how he was able to do this so easily. Kenny stepped up from the back to stand between Tarifa and Aihola, his face still shiny with sweat.

“Skipper?”


“Shift drop!” Martin snapped. “All of us. Unpack the extra uniforms.”


They all saw the glint appear in Kenny’s eyes and he nodded. “I’m on it Skipper.”


Anja looked at Martin strangely now. “Martin…”


Martin drew the embrace he held them in tighter. “Promise me Anja… no matter what you see… no matter what happens… promise me that you will always know I love you.” He told her softly so that no one else could hear his words.

Dysea turned her head to look at her, “As do I.” She spoke with no hesitation.


“I’m going with you aren’t I?” Anja asked. “What… what am I going to see Martin?”

Martin nodded slowly. “Anuk is seriously injured, as is Danny. He’s fighting, but fading fast. I need your skills, but… but I fear what you will witness.”


“I’m not afraid Martin.” Anja spoke. 


“Missile away!” Ben’s voice roared and the Raptor vibrated as the air to ground missile left the right wing rack and streaked ahead of the Raptor leaving a blazing trail of smoke and fire.


“When we enter the main tunnel I will throw you towards Danny’s location. We will still be at least a hundred meters in the air, so I trust you have enough skill to use your… your genome abilities to land without killing yourself.” Martin told her.


Anja punched his arm very lightly, “Ha… ha … very funny.” She said. “I’ll grab my medical bag.”


Tarifa stepped up to Martin. “Martin… this is crazy. The main tunnel is at least a hundred meters high and that is after you fall the hundred meters just to reach the main tunnel.”

Martin nodded. “I know.”


“Then why?” Thimina asked, stepping up next to Tarifa. “Why risk your life when you said yourself that he is fading fast.”


Martin looked at her, his eyes swiftly changing to yellow outlined in black. “Why? Because he is my brother! My pack mate! And he would do the same for me! That is why! Now get out of my way or I will throw you out the back of this fucking aircraft myself!”


“Yeah baby!” Ben’s voice screamed from the cockpit. “I just blew you a big fucking beautiful hole all the way down Marty!”


“Thirty seconds!” Endith added, “Ramp coming down!”


Tarifa grabbed Martin’s arm as he passed her. “Martin…”

Martin squeezed her hand tightly. “You are in charge now. If anything should happen to Dysea or I, Eden City will follow you and only you. Those are the orders I have left.” Tarifa’s eyes grew wide at this news. “Get us out Tarifa.” 

Tarifa nodded slowly and reached up to kiss his cheek softly. “I will.” Aihola moved up next to her and in a very uncharacteristic display of emotion for any man she kissed him on the cheek as well.

Martin nodded and moved to the back of the Raptor with the rest of his team as they stood around the lowered ramp. His arm circled around Anja’s waist and she wrapped her arms around his neck, turning to face him, the medical pack over her shoulders.

“Martin?” Walter spoke from behind them. Martin turned to look at him, seeing him take a deep breath. “Come home with your brother and Anuk Martin, or don’t come home at all.”


Tarifa and the others looked at him as if he had gone mad, “Holy One!” Palina gasped. “How can you say that?”

Walter only smiled, his eyes never leaving Martin’s face. Martin returned the smile and as the familiar sensation of those words swept through him he nodded slowly. “I intend too.” He replied.


Anja looked at him as he turned back to face the rear of the Raptor. Ben had slowed to a more sedate speed and as he swept low over the tunnel and began to turn, Martin saw the gaping hole where the ventilation shaft cover used to be. It was now a ten meter wide crater with a dark abyss at the bottom. “Martin… tell me you’ve done something like this before?” Anja asked him.

Martin looked at her with a grin, “First time for everything.” He replied.


“Shit… I was afraid you were going to say that.” Anja said, burying her face against his chest.


The Raptor came to a complete stop over the hole beneath them and Ben turned his head. “Pay back is a bitch! Go get them Marty!” He screamed.


Martin grinned and Anja closed her eyes tightly as he stepped off into nothing.



Danny felt the staff smash into his shoulder and spin him around, dropping him to the floor of the tunnel. Whoever these creatures were, they were faster and stronger than he first thought, at least when they wielded those fucking staffs. His eyes were fuzzy as he lifted his head once more. His chest and arms were sliced open in over a dozen places, his blood leaving puddles wherever he stumbled.
He had not changed for fear of being drawn away from Anuk. He was not going to leave her inert form for these monsters to have. He dragged his left leg along the floor; the six inch slice in his thigh was deep, exposing the bone. He held his hand over his leg, attempting to stem the flow of blood, but he knew it was a losing battle. He was getter weaker by the second. The explosion a minute earlier had filled the tunnel with dust as rocks and steel had come crashing to the floor giving him a moment’s respite. He had killed four of the ugly creatures that he knew of, but five more had appeared from the tunnel and attacked almost immediately.

Danny heard the soft popping sound and his eyes lifted skyward. Blood clouded his vision, but he saw the white/blue flashes of light almost like flashes of lightning in the sky, as they fell from the still smoking ventilation shaft. He also saw the small black clad female tuck into a ball as she was hurled directly towards him. Danny began to laugh, blood spilling from between his lips.


“Ha… you motherfuckers,” He screamed, drops of blood splattering the face of the nearest creature as it moved closer to him. “You assholes are so dead! My brothers and sisters are here motherfuckers! It’s time to die!”


Danny screamed as well as the white/blue light engulfed him and what remained when the light cleared was a massive blood stained brown wolf, dragging an injured leg and snapping its muzzle. A muzzle filled with gleaming white fangs. This caused the creature closest to him to stop, its red lidless eyes going wide as it watched the animal the human had become claw its way towards the critically injured female elf.


The creature’s head snapped around at the sound of wheezing from one of his comrades and he saw him falling, his chest spurting blood at a high velocity from the four long slashes as he fell. He heard a snarl and stood straight up, watching as two large brown wolves brought down another of his kind, one of the wolves ripping the throat open with an almost playful toss of its large head. Another wolf, darker in color slashed out in mid air with a paw, four rakes appearing across the back of his last companion. The creature staggered forward, only to have the caramel colored wolf snap his skinny leg in its steel trap jaws and wrench his feet out from under him, where a platinum blond hair wolf sprang from the side, lowering its muzzle and ripping open his throat with a speed the creature had never seen. Blood began to fountain into the air as the platinum wolf landed lightly on its paws, only to stagger just a bit only a few meters from him. The creature lifted its shaft, intending to launch its sharpened point at the unsure platinum wolf. The creature felt a presence next to him and he turned his head.

Less than a meter away was the most enormous wolf the creature had ever seen. It stood four feet high at the shoulders, hair as black as the deepest night covering its body. Muscles bunched under its skin like bands of stretchable steel, flexing with the deep rumbling of his breath and the expanding of the huge chest. The snout was long and tapered, but his red eyes could not miss the two inch long fangs that were bared in a vicious snarl. Teeth that were razor sharp and could rend nearly anything in seconds. The creature looked into those glowing yellow eyes and knew instantly that he was dead.


Martin’s head snapped forward like lightening, his jaws closing like a huge vice, applying almost two thousand five hundred pounds of pressure per square inch. The creature’s head ruptured like a water balloon under such crushing force, and Martin released him quickly, the twitching body slumping to the tunnel floor. 

Anja ran with a pronounced limp as she crested the top of the pile of concrete and rocks. She had stumbled when she landed, rolling too much and crashing into the wall, but aside from that Martin’s throw had been perfect. She came upon the toll booth and staggered back as she saw the large brown wolf lying next to the red haired elf. The wolf whimpered and Anja raised her arm to cover her eyes as a flash of white/blue light blinded her momentarily. When she lowered her arm again, Anja’s jade green eyes went wide at what she saw. Danny held the elf’s hand in his, his eyes boring into her.


“Anuk!” He gasped, pain filling his voice. “Treat her first; hurry Anja… please!”


Do not fear what you do not yet understand Anja. 
Martin’s voice echoed in her head as if he was standing next to her and she whirled around to see the massive black wolf come up behind her. Its pace was measured and even, calmness in the storm, yet Anja could not contain the gasp as she saw the rippling muscles on the legs and the claws of black steel. The scent of the black wolf nearly brought her to her knees as it was a smell she had experienced before. A smell that made her entire body tremble with a desire she could not deny. The fangs dripped with blood, razor sharp and ready to rip any threat to bloody shreds, but she had seen those yellow orbs before, yes she had seen those eyes before and she had fallen in love with them.


“Martin?” She gasped.


Smell the wind Anja. It is me. Do not fear me, for this is what I am. And what you will become should you choose to.


Anja watched as the platinum haired wolf came to stand next to the black one. Half the size of Martin, Dysea brought her muzzle under Martin’s thick neck and nuzzled his throat, her tongue licking the blood on his thick black coat of fur. She looked at Anja, her emerald green eyes bright and so very clear. In another flash of white/blue light Dysea was suddenly transformed, returning to her human form, completely naked, and glistening in a fine sheen of sweat. She scrambled past Anja.


“Anuk!” She cried out, going to the injured elf. “Anja help me!”

Dysea’s voice snapped her out of her trance like state and she turned away from Martin, scrambling over next to the fallen elf. She winced when she saw her face, the three bloody gashes in her perfect skin open enough to see the cheekbone. Her blue eyes were open, but she was shuddering slightly, her eyes unmoving.


“Fuck she’s going into shock!” Anja snapped tearing open her bag. She withdrew a hypo, handing it out to Dysea. “Inject it into her chest quickly!”


Dysea pressed the hypo to Anuk’s chest and pressed the trigger sending drugs shooting directly into her heart. Anja held the medical scanner over Anuk, running it down her head and chest. “My god, her system is full of poison! Those things must be poisonous. It’s rushing through her system so fast nothing I do will stop it Martin! I’ve never seen anything like it!” Anja removed a long needle and syringe from her bag and bit the plastic cover with her teeth, spitting it aside as she stabbed it into Anuk’s unresponsive chest, shoving down on the plunger of the long needle. “Shit!” Anja cried out, tears coming to her eyes. “No!”


“Bite her brother.” Martin’s voice carried to them over the heavy breathing and sounds of despair.


Anja turned her head, with Dysea and Danny shifting their eyes as well. He squatted behind them, completely naked, the remains of his uniform shredded and left on the ground somewhere. He hadn’t changed completely back, as his eyes and fangs were still very visible.


“Marty…” Danny gasped.


“Your desire for her spills from your pores brother, as does hers for you.” Martin spoke.
“For me!” Danny gasped in disbelief.

Martin smiled gently. “Your desire to protect her, to prove to her that you are not the same as those scum who took her against her will, it has blinded you to the fact that she has come to desire you as much, if not more than you do her. Bite her. It will change her and save her life. Then you will be complete.”

“Martin…that… that would be no better then what those monsters did to her!” Danny screamed. “It would not be willingly.”


“What is our rule brother?” Martin asked.


“Never… never without their consent… unless… they are injured,” Daniel replied softly.

Martin nodded. “Yes… unless they are injured and in danger of dying. She will die if you do not. She is the one you desire brother, I will not bite her, it is not my place. No one can but you. You know the law we have lived by. We will all help her to adjust, to make her come to understand. I think she already does in some way.” Martin’s eyes went to Dysea and the complete and total acceptance of what she had become.

Danny’s eyes found Julie, blood dripping down her chin, the sweat pooling on her skin between her firm breasts, “Jules?”


Julie took a spot next to Martin, squatting next to him. She ran her arm across her lips, wiping away the blood and looked at him with a soft smile. “I will forever treasure our moments together Danny. But this Anuk… she is who you are destined for. We can all smell it.”


“And if she hates me for eternity Martin? Then what do I do? I… I don’t think I can live without her.” Danny demanded.


“Then she will hate you and she will be alive.” Martin replied. “Do nothing and she will die brother. Which do your prefer Danny… that she live and perhaps never speak to you again, or that she die and you will never know. Reach for the unknown brother, do not fear it. Is that not what our pack has lived by for so long, to embrace the unknown? Isn’t that what we have fought for all these years, to embrace the unknown and perhaps finally discover who and what we truly are?”


“It is.” Danny replied softly. 


“We are not genomes brother. We have known that for some time, regardless of what Walter would have us believe. We have lived by this code for years Danny, always hoping to discover what we seek above all else. Now reach for the unknown, and do not be afraid.” Martin spoke, his nose twitching. His head turned to look down the tunnel, “For we have a bigger problem coming our way.”


Danny looked at Anja and Dysea. “Look away!” He snapped as he moved closer to Anuk and slid his hands under her head gently.


Dysea took Anja’s shoulders and turned her away from them. “It is not something for others to see Anja. It is a private affair.”

Martin stood up slowly, Anja’s eyes wandering over his naked body in all its glory. She gasped softly as she watched the glistening sweat dripping from his sculpted frame, the power in his legs and arms displayed for all to see. The flat rippled abdomen of steel and the perfectly shaped and powerful ass. Her eyes drifted to his manhood, and her heart did little flips, her pussy becoming moist as the memories of the one night they had shared rushing back to her. He seemed larger now, and filled with a dominating power that threatened to sweep her away. She felt Dysea’s hand take hold of hers.

Is he not the most delicious specimen of a man you have ever seen? She reached out with her mind for only Anja to hear, blocking the others.


Anja turned to look at her, gazing at Dysea’s equally naked body with just as much lust and desire. Dysea moved closer to her, pressing her breasts against Anja’s shoulder as her lips moved closer to her ear. Anja could smell her so poignantly, the wildflower scent rushing into her nostrils. 

You are what we desire Anja. You are what we want and need Melyanna. It is you that makes our blood burn with fire. We…Dysea’s voice within her head stopped as she looked up.

“Skipper?” Kenny’s voice pulled Anja out of her thoughts, his eyes also focused down the tunnel.


Danny leaned back from Anuk’s bloody neck and felt the rush of desire surge through him as he looked at her, tasting her blood on his lips and tongue. His fangs had left two deep puncture wounds in the side of her neck and he watched as they closed slowly, indicating that it was not too late. Danny’s brown eyes closed slowly as well, and he lowered his head to her blood soaked chest, exhausted and allowing that exhaustion to now claim him.


Kenny, Pablo, Cody and Julie stood behind Martin as they gazed down the tunnel.


“What is it?” Julie asked softly, her nose twitching. All of them could sense the power and aura of whatever was coming towards them.

“A predator,” Martin replied softly. “Protect Anja and Dysea. Create a defensive position around Danny and Anuk. If it gets past me, do not look back, do not hesitate, and get out of the tunnel however you can.”


“Martin no!” Dysea screamed rising to her feet, moving towards him. He looked at her as Anja came to her feet too. “I can feel its malice and rage Nauta Melme.”


“Yes… so can I.” He looked at Julie and Kenny. “You have your orders.”


“Why must you face it alone?” Dysea demanded.


“That is my duty.” Martin replied simply. 
It was his duty, his role, his charge. Those words swept through him and filled him with a calm he had ever known. This was his purpose he now knew. He was Alpha… it was his duty to protect those he loved and cared for against everything that threatened them. There were times in his life where he had denied what he could do, what he could become. He did not want this, yet his being called to him and told him this is what he was meant for. Martin smiled inwardly to himself. Tarifa had been right… his time among the elves had improved how he thought and how he spoke.

Anja stared at him. I… I have found you again Martin Hunter. I can’t reach past the unknown if you don’t return. She told him within their minds. Anja did not yet know how to block the others from hearing her thoughts and they all looked at her.

Martin smiled and then turned to move away from his pack mates to protect them. The tunnel was wide and open, and he would battle with whatever was coming towards them where he could use his speed as an advantage. He moved to the center of the tunnel and slowly squatted down, waiting.

Raptor 41


“There!” Endith barked as Ben banked the Raptor in a slow circle over where they had dropped Martin and the others, “The spillway!”


“What?” Ben asked. “What do you mean?”


“Lake Mead Benjamin; the spillway connects directly to the tunnel. If these schematics are correct they would have been able to flood the tunnel in case of a fire.” Endith said.


“We don’t want to drown them Little Elf.” Ben spoke with a smile. “We want to get them a way out.”


Endith reached across the space between their pilot seats and punched him. “Think!” She snapped. “The level of the lake has dropped in the last four hundred and seventy-eight years! The spillway is on level ground fourteen feet above the lake surface. It connects here… just south of the split in the tunnel. We can hover a quarter mile away and launch every missile we have. It will be strong enough to blast a hole in the side. It is only six feet thick at this point.”

Ben’s eyes lit up. “God you are just too damn beautiful and smart!” He shouted. “I knew there was a reason I loved you!”


Endith beamed and looked at him. “And I thought it was because I kissed so well.” She said with a grin.


Ben laughed, “That too!” He spoke keying his helmet COM. “Raptor 41 to Eden Control. Get three evac Raptors airborne within the hour! Have General Vengal and his people on one, and tell him we’re fixing to blast a hole to his daughter.” Ben listened for a moment and his face tightened. “Captain I don’t give a rats fuck what standard procedure says. Martin Hunter told me to make him an exit out of that fucking tunnel and that’s what I intend to do. Now get those ships airborne, or when I get back there I will string you up by your balls and let the birds pick your fucking eyes out! Do I make myself clear?” There was a pause. “Good. We’re moving to 3476.9. Have one of those birds loaded with a double. We’re going to expend all our munitions opening the hole and I want to land and reload after. Send a reload crew with the arms bird. And round up every medic you can find at Commander Peterson’s clinics. Get on it son.”


Ben turned back to see Walter, Tarifa and Aihola looking at him strangely. “What?” Ben asked. “Sometimes you have to motivate your people.”


“You threaten to hang them by their balls and let the birds pick out their eyes?” Aihola asked stunned.


“Hey… whatever works.” Ben replied looking at Endith. “Set the course and engage.”


Walter chuckled and placed his hand on Ben’s shoulder. “I should have known there was a reason that Martin refused to have anyone else assigned to EDEN.” He said.


Ben looked at Walter… his words still ringing in his ears. “Marty’s saved our bacon more times than I care to remember. We would have been dead six times over if not for him; you don’t need to motivate me when it comes to him.”


“Yes I can see that.” Walter spoke.


“You really wouldn’t have done that would you doc?” Ben asked.


Walter met Ben’s eyes. “What do you think Major?”


Ben shook his head and turned back to fly the Raptor.

LAS VEGAS/PHOENIX INTERSTATE TRAIN TUNNEL


Martin was as alone now as he had ever been in his life. 

He was the first to discover he could change his form fully to that of a wolf. He was ten when it first happened, and he was spying on a wolf pack in the Blue Ridge Mountains of North Carolina. He had wished for a split second that he could be a wolf, picturing the thought clear in his mind and in a flash of white/blue light it was upon him. It had frightened him so terribly he had urinated all over his torn pants. He didn’t change for three full months after that. He had questioned Walter carefully on whether the animal DNA within their systems would allow them to alter their forms, and Walter told him it was entirely possible when in moments of extreme stress and emotion. 


When he changed again on that wind swept night, he had remained a wolf for the next three days, not wanting to change back. He felt so alive, so free. He taught himself to use his tail to change directions quickly, when to accelerate, when to brake. He watched the wolf pack endlessly, their every movement when they ran, when they walked. How they hunted… how to use his incredibly keen senses. It took him another four months before he brought Danny and Julie out with him. An entire year they spent learning the ways of the pack, until it came to them as it did the wolves, like second nature. It was the night before their sixteenth birthdays when they decided to never tell anyone the extent to which they could change. The powers that be were afraid of them to begin with, and to tell they would only give them an excuse to shut down the project. They shifted into wolf form only as a last resort… and it had saved their lives and the lives of their team on more than one occasion. It had been Martin who suggested they turn the others within their team… their pack as they had come to regard their team mates… when the disease that was ravaging the other teams began. 

Martin’s senses were a hundred times more acute when in wolf form, though they had taught themselves to carry many of their senses over into human form.


What Martin sensed coming down the tunnel towards him was completely twisted and felt of evil? It was brimming with power and an underlying sense of pride. His keen yellow eyes detected the figure begin to take shape. It was a man, yet it wasn’t. Martin’s eyes could detect the subtle differences and what was walking towards him was also a…


A Wolf.


The man wore loose fitting clothes, his dark hair past his shoulders. He was just as tall as Martin, but more heavily muscled. His burning blue eyes glowed in the shadows. There was a strange sort of strap on his left arm that angled across his palm, up the underside of his forearm and wrapped again just below the elbow. It looked somehow burned into his very skin.


I can smell your fear wolf. The voice reached into Martin’s mind, brushing past his mental shields as if they weren’t even there, a deep angry voice that was filled with rage and pain.


Martin pushed aside the panic at such an intrusion and the power it took to achieve what he had just done. No man or beast had ever been able to breach Martin’s mental shields when he was prepared, and this killer had just ripped them asunder. He quickly began concentrating on anything other than his pack mates behind him.


Only a fool does not feel fear. Martin reached out with his own mind, feigning confidence where he felt none, probing and finding nothing but a solid wall. Who are you?

I am death.

I do not wish to do battle. My only intent is to safeguard my pack mates. They were attacked by these creatures. Surely you as a wolf understand this.


You know what I am? The voice sounded surprised.

I can smell you as clearly as you smell me. You are an Alpha.


As are you young one, the most powerful I have ever felt. Yet you are inexperienced and you question yourself, your purpose.

Why are you here? Where do you come from?


My Home is far away… far away from here. I… I can not remember.


How did you come here?


I do not know.


Why do you fight?


I must. Honor demands I hold to my oath.


Why.


Blood demands it. Honor demands it.


Does your honor extend to killing the injured as well?


All will fall before me. I am death.


I do not wish to fight you.


Then I will kill you like the pup you are and take your females for myself. You have marked an elf. That is good… I have never had an elf. She smells good; ripe and juicy.  I will enjoy listening to her howl under me.


That will never happen.


Who is to stop me? You boast of confidence and power you do not have.


We shall see.


I… I will let you live. Give your females to me. I will kill your weak and you can escape.


That will not happen.


There are many females out there. You would die for these?


I would… happily.


Why?


They are the reason my heart still pumps. Why my lungs still draw breath. I would never surrender them to such as you or to anyone. If it is blood you wish… then come. I will show you blood. I will show you what color your blood is.


Martin stared at the blue eyed man across from him. He squatted like Martin, unmoving and staring at Martin as if he was contemplating something.

You have a familiar smell. And your voice rings in my head as if I should know you.

You and I have never crossed paths before. You side with these white skinned creatures that kill without regard. I have no use for someone like you.

Life is death. The strange man spoke.
Life without purpose is death! Martin exclaimed with his mind. Life without love is death. Death without reason is stupid.

There are thousands of females, and yet you would die for these two. You would die to defend them. The human is different… but she is no wolf. Why have you not turned her?

It is her choice to make.

Bah! Alphas take what is ours!

Alphas lead. They insure the survival of their pack! They do not force their will on those they wish to bear strong children with. That is wrong in any semblance or form.

You are strange, yet your words somehow ring true. I… I am certain I know you.

Martin could feel the blood lust at this man’s words rushing through him. Here was a man that deserved death; a man who would kill and rape just to sate his own perverted wants.
Enough talk! Martin snapped. You will not harm my mates or my pack. He rose to his feet, “If you want them… Molon Labe!” The words felt so right and surged from him before he had known what to speak. It was a language Martin did not know, yet those words flowed from his tongue as if they were second nature. 

Martin watched the other man rise to his feet as well, a stunned expression on his face now. His blue eyes shone brighter in the dim tunnel and he stepped forward slowly. Martin could see he was much older than himself, looking as if he was in his early fifties, the dark hair laced heavily with gray. It… it can’t be! He gasped in his thoughts. It… it is you! You have finally come!


Martin stood there his expression confused. “What are you talking about?”

The man grabbed for his head, almost doubling over in pain. His fingers curled around his thick dark hair and he pulled on it savagely. “No! I won’t! Not this time! Not this man!”

Martin stepped towards him. “What is wrong? Who are you talking too?”


The man looked at him and Martin hissed at the pain he saw in the man’s eyes. He could smell the pain pouring from him with hurricane force. He dropped to his knees smashing his head into the ground, his skin splitting open on the jagged rocks.


“Never! Not this man! I will not listen this time! I will not do your biding!” The man twisted on the rough dirt now, his body withering in agony. A hysterical laugh split the air, spittle flying from the man’s lips. “You will all die! Ha… your time is at an end!”


Martin reached the man, his body twisting on the ground, the muscles straining against the skin as if ready to burst. “What is it? Let me help you!”

Martin jerked back when his face snapped around and those blue eyes bore into Martin’s soul. His fangs were extended and his eyes blazed with fear, anger and pain. Forgive… forgive me my… My King.


The man’s forearm flared with soft golden light and suddenly his forearm was encased in gleaming gold armor from the elbow down and sitting atop that arm was a rounded disc of some sort, easily two feet across. It bore intricate markings on the face, with a large cursive letter S etched into it and it shone with glimmering brilliance even in the dim light of the tunnel. The man extended his arm and Martin watched with horror as all around the edges of the shield/disc, razor sharp blades snapped into place, circling the entire circumference. And then the shield/disc launched off his forearm straight at Martin’s head with blistering speed.

The only thing that saved him from losing his head was the fact that the man’s arm was quivering, and the aimed throw was not accurate. Martin dodged as fast as his reflexes could carry him, though it was no where near fast enough. The edge of the shield bit deeply into the flesh of his arm, blood spurting from the wound and pain lancing through him. His eyes watched with horror as the shield/disc curved with blinding speed and returned to the man’s forearm. The man was staggering to his feet and he launched it again only a mere second after it had returned to his arm. Tears washed down his face as he fully regained his feet, watching Martin dive to his left, attempting to avoid the shield/disc once more. He smiled grimly when the shield sliced across Martin’s thigh and sent him sprawling out of control.


“You can not win!” The man screeched. “I am mightier than you!”


Martin grimaced in agony as the shield struck his abdomen this time, careening off after tearing a four inch deep cut into his skin. Pain lanced through his nerves, blocking out all else except the need to get away. He pushed with his bare feet on the dusty and cracked tunnel floor, propelling his body away from this warrior. A trail of thick red blood followed along behind him. His eyes went wide as he felt the hand grasp his ankle and the man lifted him off the floor with a mighty heave. He smashed his shield/disc into Martin’s face, one of the blades on the edge cutting deeply into Martin’s head and upper cheek and nearly removing his eye. He could feel his body sailing through the air like a doll and he cried out as his body impacted the tunnel wall, the thick concrete driving the wind from his chest and leaving a huge dent where there was once solid unbroken concrete. He fell to his knees, bits of stone and dirt falling onto his back, the pain causing him to see stars. His vision was fuzzy, as blood continued to pool under him from the three wounds. He heard the sinister laughter and lifted his head as he saw the man approaching.


His only chance was to somehow disable the man’s arm so he could not lift it to launch the shield. He could not fall, the thoughts of what would happen to Dysea… to Anja… to his pack. The thought of this monster taking the two most precious things in his conflict ridden life brought forth the power from deep within his soul. 
Dysea… the long strands of her platinum hair sweeping around her face, so powerful, so intoxicating; the elegant curves of her elf ears, the sweep of her hips and the maddening scent of her womanhood. 

Anja…her Persian red mane billowing in the wind, the texture of her honey lips, the strength of her mind, the compassion in her heart, the burning desire to please him in any way he wished and the overwhelming velvet warmth of her center. 

A rage unlike anything Martin had ever felt coursed through him. A blood lust that consumed him entirely, driving away the pain of his wounds. He got to his feet slowly, blood splashing wetly on the ground around him, the pain forgotten, and in its place a burning in his blood he embraced fully.

The warrior stood ten meters away and smiled. “You will die now my King! I can not fight it!” He screamed. He lifted his arm and the shield/disc launched on its unerring path straight for Martin’s neck.


As if moving in slow motion, his task clear in his mind Martin jumped back against the concrete wall behind him bending his legs and launching himself into the air with every ounce of remaining power in his limbs. The shield/disc never wavered; never alter its course, its purpose single minded. There was a white/blue flash of lightning and the shield passed not through the body of a man, but under the body of a massive black wolf. Martin’s yellow eyes burned with unbridled rage as he saw the look of almost amusement cross the face of the warrior, his jaws opening to reveal gleaming white powerful fangs. Martin saw the man smile sadly as his leap completed with Martin’s jaws sinking into his shoulder and wrenching mightily. The warrior bellowed in agony as Martin’s jaws clamped down and ripped muscle and flesh from his shoulder and arm like paper. Martin brought his front paw up and raked his razor like claws across the warrior’s face, cutting into his flesh and digging one of his eyes from its socket. Martin gulped the flesh between his jaws as he dragged the man down with his three hundred pounds of wolf weight, bones splintering and cracking at the impact. The shield/disc was buried into the concrete wall almost halfway to its center, all but forgotten now.

Snarling like a wolf possessed, Martin slammed his bloody paw down on the man’s chest, blood erupting from between his lips as he stepped over the warrior, his yellow eyes burning with hate and the desire to kill this foul creation of a man. As he bared his teeth and began to lower his head to rip his throat from him he saw the blue eye that remained and the gentle smile that creased his mangled face. 


The warrior’s gaze was clear and free of pain, as if he had been released from whatever he had been fighting within his tortured mind.

I… I am free. His voice clawed its way into Martin’s mind.

The wolf stared at the man beneath his dripping fangs, Martin’s muzzle saturated with his blood.


You… you have granted me all… all that I have desired for four decades my King; ended my torment at the hands of these abominations. No… no warrior… no warrior has ever… ever dodged a Shi Viska. It is… it is yours my King. 


Martin’s wolf eyes watched as the man reached across his bloody with his free hand and brought it over the top of his left hand. He closed his good eye and there was a shimmering gold glow before he pulled the strange looking leather and metal covering from his arm.

Who are you? Martin asked him.


I… am one who was lost. Do not… do not leave me to rot in this strange land my King. I… I wish to go home.


Why have you become this… this killer of innocents?


I… I was captured from our land. These creatures… their numbers are few… but they have powerful minds, twisted minds. My… my actions were not… not of my choosing my King.

You… you call me King. Why?


The warrior’s remaining eye clouded for a brief moment. You… you are not yet aware of the blood you carry in your veins Martin Hunter. You must discover it, and soon.


You know my name?


I know your true name my King. I am not worthy to speak it now. He… he is among you now. He will guide you.


They heard the scrapping of feet and Martin looked up to see his team coming towards them. Dysea and Anja were supporting Danny between them, while Kenny was carrying Anuk.


You have… have chosen well my King. They… they will bear you fine children. As… as will your final Queen. I… I can see your thoughts… you have seen her… in your minds eye.


Hair like night… eyes blue like an Azure ocean. Martin spoke.


She is my… my niece. The warrior coughed heavily, blood leaking from his mouth. You are… you are stronger than you know my King, stronger than any wolf I… I have ever known… and I have almost two thousand years of life behind me. Your strike… your strike shattered my ribs. The splinters have… have ripped open my lungs and kidneys.


You are wolf! Martin gasped. Shifting will heal you.


The warrior shook his head slowly. I have not the strength. It… it is better this way. Our… our people await your return. As we have waited for three thousand years. Will you take… will you take me home My King? I wish… to wish to be laid in my own land.


I do not… I do not know where you come from!


The warrior’s torn lips smiled. You have always known.


Tell me what to do! My mate… she is a doctor… she can heal you. Save you! You do not have to die!


Save me? I am already saved. You have granted me that. His good eye twitched and became worried. They are coming now my King. Take my Shi Viska. Only you can do this. Take my revenge upon them. 


I do not know how to use your weapon.


You are King! It is in your blood! Avenge me!


No!  Martin cried as the warrior’s eye closed slowly and he breathed his last. Martin stared at his now calm face for a long moment before allowing the change to come over him. In a blink he was human again and he heard the gasps of anguish from both Dysea and Anja at his bloody appearance. The wounds had healed for the most part, but fresh blood still seeped from them. Martin looked at the leather and metal covering that rested on the warrior’s body. He picked it up slowly, turning it over in his hands. It appeared as a simple bridle like piece of leather and metal that fit over your arm for decoration. 

“Skipper, more of those things are coming down the tunnel.” Pablo called urgently.


Martin pulled the bridle onto his arm, feeling the power surge through him. As he stretched it completely onto his forearm it tingled on his skin. The intricate leather ends had carvings on them, the thin metal band stretching between the two bands of leather. Another smaller band of leather encircled his hand, moving directly across his palm perfectly. It was unlike anything he had ever seen, yet he knew it somehow. It was vaguely familiar and he could feel the power surging through him because of it.


Anja held Danny’s weight under her one shoulder as her eyes took in the man she loved more than her own life, naked and bleeding from at least three very deep wounds. He was oblivious to the wounds, the one on his face still seeping blood even more than the others. She watched as Martin pulled something onto his arm and gazed at it like he was remembering something for the first time.


“Fuck me… look at this.” Kenny called. Their heads turned to see him gazing at the shiny gold shield/disc imbedded in the concrete, and the blood that dripped from its blades. “He… he was fighting this.”

“Nauta Melme… we must go!” Dysea spoke, her voice urgent.


“In a moment Melda Min,” Martin replied softly. 


“Jesus Skipper those things are almost upon us. You’re in no shape to fight them while we evac!” Cady declared. “Let’s count our losses and get the fuck out of here.”


“They are no danger.” Martin said evenly.


“Skipper… they damn near torn Danny and Anuk to pieces!” Kenny replied, moving towards his brother and leader.


Julie saw something in Martin that she had never seen before and she reached out to grasp Kenny’s arm. “Wait.” She said softly.


“Jules… maybe he’s hurt or something. Man he’s bleeding badly all over the place.” Kenny spoke. 


“No.” Julie said calmly.


They all heard the soft hum and saw the flash of gold light on Martin’s arm. Their eyes went wide when he extended his arm out to where the Shi Viska was imbedded into the concrete and they saw the gold armor encasing his lower arm up to his elbow. Their eyes grew even larger when the razor disc in the wall began to shake and shudder.


“Fuck!” Kenny asked jumping back. “This thing has got an engine or something! It’s busting free!”


They watched in awe as the gold Shi Viska broke free of the concrete showering them with bits of stone and dust and leaped for Martin’s extended arm.

“Martin!” Anja screamed.


What they saw stopped them all in their tracks as the Shi Viska landed on Martin’s upper forearm and he aimed it down the tunnel at the willowy figures appearing in the dust. The Shi Viska leaped from Martin’s arm with an audible snap, shooting down the tunnel with the speed of a bullet. They watched in stunned silence as it struck the first shadowy figure, severing the pasty white head and amazingly curved in the air as if it was being directed by some guided hand. The Shi Viska cut across the tunnel with blinding speed and accuracy, even before the creatures had a chance to react. Five more heads joined the first on the tunnel floor before the Shi Viska returned to Martin’s arm. There was a flash of golden light and then all that remained on his arm was the leather and metal bridle.


“Now… now he is free.” Martin said softly looking down at the dead warrior. He turned as Dysea and Anja lowered Danny to the slab of concrete to sit and his eyes settled on Martin.


Martin moved up to him quickly, seeing his eyes open and looking at him, “Showoff.” Danny muttered between dry lips.


Martin reached out with a smile and took Dan’s head in his hands kissing the top of his bald crown. “Brother… can we go now, or do you have more surprises for us to endure.”


Danny chuckled out loud and it was an infectious laughter as everyone slumped to the tunnel floor exhausted and their adrenalin bleeding away. Kenny had placed Anuk in his arms and he held her with one hand reaching up and taking Martin’s shoulder with the other. “I owe you Marty?” He said.


“For the sixth time.” Martin told him with a smile.


“Hey… Columbia doesn’t count! I thought we agreed on that?” Dan said softly.


Martin grinned. “So we did.” He stood up slowly. “There is a connecting Spillway from Lake Mead five miles ahead of us. They are going to blow the tunnel as our way out.”


“Great!” Kenny said shaking his head. “So we have to swim now too.”


Martin laughed, his breathing finally returning to normal. “The level of the lake has dropped. There will be no swimming Kenneth.”  


“Bout time something went our way.” Kenny muttered.

Martin looked at Danny once more. “Can you shift?”


Dan nodded. “It will wear me out, but yes.” He replied. “Why?”


“I would imagine you want to walk out of here carrying your mate.” Martin said.


Martin saw fire return to Dan’s eyes and he nodded. “I do.” 


“Leave Anuk with Dysea and Anja and shift to speed the healing,” He said. “We’ll leave in twenty minutes.”


“Martin…” Julie called. She stood looking down at the warrior on the floor of the tunnel. “He is… he’s a…”


“Wolf.” Martin spoke, causing their heads to turn to him in shocked silence, “A very old wolf. He is one of us, he goes with us.”


There were no snide or sarcastic comments from Kenny this time as he got to his feet. “I’ll find a sheet or something to wrap his body in. Cody… you and Pablo find some poles we can rig a stretcher on.”


Julie knelt next to the body. “I’ll clean him up. He shouldn’t be brought into the sun looking like this.” She said softly.


“I will help you.” Dysea spoke as she moved to help Julie. She was a new wolf Dysea knew, but she had fully accepted her new life with little question. It had felt so completely right. The fires that had always burned within her, the questions and countless dreams all brought her here. She could feel the same pull as the others, the need to shelter and care for one of their fallen own.

Martin turned and looked at Anja. Her jade green eyes gazed upon him intently. We heard what you said Martin. She projected her thoughts into his mind.


Martin looked at her. What do you mean?

We are the reason your heart pumps. She said stepping closer to him after ensuring Anuk was safe. We are the reason your lungs still draw breath.

Martin scooped her into his arms and crushed her to him, his lips descending over hers. Anja whimpered softly as he kissed her harder than he had ever kissed her before. She plunged her four inch tongue between his lips to do battle with his own, only to find that he won quite easily, which suited her just fine. His hands pressed her tighter, roaming over her neck and down to her ass and she gripped his shoulders even tighter, pushing her body against his wishing he would just tear her clothes from her and take her right here and make her his.


Martin pulled away quickly and stared at her with his smoldering brown eyes, the fire in them causing wetness to seep from between Anja’s thighs.


I intend to do just that. He told her within her mind, And so much more.


Dysea’s soft musical voice jumped into her mind as well. As do I. She echoed.


Will… will I be like you? Like Dysea?


That is our hope.


Anja’s smile was brilliant. It is mine as well.



Martin kissed her softly, lovingly. I am going to make you scream out my name Anja Peterson, many times over.

I didn’t stop for hours. Dysea chimed in brightly. He is such a beast.

Tonight Anja, tonight you will be ours. In every way your mind could imagine. Martin said. 


Ben had ripple fired every missile in his inventory until he had blown a gaping hole ten feet across into the side of the spillway tunnel. As he was landing the Raptor, two other ships appeared nearby and began to set down in a small clearing a short distance away, while a third came towards him and began to land. A smile had passed between him and Endith as they powered down their ship. They had left the cockpit and joined with the dozens of others who had rushed to the newly blown opening and began to clear rocks and chunks of concrete away.

Vengal was working like a mad man, heaving portions of rock to the side that was taking two and sometimes three humans to move. Beside him Ben saw the remaining twelve genomes were tearing at the rock with just as much energy. The Drow warrior Tari mixed in their ranks, adding his strength to the task. The human men and women were wise enough to allow the elves and genomes to do the back breaking work while they cleared the area behind them almost as quickly as rock and concrete was tossed there. Walter stood to one side, Tarifa, Aihola, Palina and the two Ministers watching the events unfold. Tarifa and Aihola were covered in dust and tiny slivers of concrete as they had been among the first to reach the hole and begin clearing.

Tarifa looked at Walter as he stood there, his eyes unreadable. She noticed that his face was different somehow, appearing almost younger looking than he usually did. And he stood rock solid motionless, as if nothing would move him from his spot. This was far from the man who she knew as a frail but immensely wise scholar, and the man who had created the elves. This was someone different.


“Do you sense them Holy One?” She asked softly, so that only Aihola could hear her words. 


Walter shook his head. “They are blocking my attempts to communicate with them, whether by choice or by design I do not know. All I can feel are fleeting images of a battle, and it was not very pretty.”


“You did not tell me you were telepathic Holy One.” Tarifa spoke. 


Walter looked at her. “I am not… completely.” He answered. “Only with those I have a connection with.”


“You have known me since birth Holy One. Does that not imply a connection?” She asked.


“We do have a connection child. Just on a different level than the one I share with Martin and the others.” He answered. “With them it is different.”


“May I ask why Holy One?”


Walter looked deeply into her sapphire blue eyes. “Do you trust me Tarifa?”


“I believe I have already answered that question Holy One.” She told him. “The better question is do you trust me. Do you trust me enough to tell me what it is that you are guarding so tenaciously. Apparently what you have guarded for longer than many of us have been alive.”


“Do you fear the unknown Tarifa?” Walter asked.


“I don’t understand the question Holy One?” Tarifa spoke confused.


“Do you fear what you don’t understand? Do you fear what your eyes reveal to you, or are you capable of reaching past what you know to be fact, and grasp the unknown.” Walter said. “Do you fear what does not reside within your realm of comprehension?”


“There are many things outside my realm of comprehension Holy One.” Tarifa answered honestly. “As Queen I must look beyond that.”


Walter nodded. “As Queen yes you must. What about as a person, a beautiful young woman. Would you look at a new insect you discover on one of your walks through Mountain City as something wondrous and something to be explored, or would you consider it a nuisance or fear that it might bite you, and crush the life from it.”


“You are making no sense Holy One.” She spoke.


“Aren’t I?” He asked. “You and Aihola share a love that you would never have even discovered if you feared the unknown. Would you have pictured yourself in the arms of a woman a year ago, let alone a Drow woman? Would you have seen yourself sharing the same bed as she, loving her as you would love a man?”


“That is not a fair question Holy One.” Tarifa asked. “No I would never have thought I would be here like this a year ago. What does my love for Aihola have to do with anything?”


“Perhaps nothing, perhaps everything; what do you think?” Walter asked.

“I think you are speaking in riddles again so that you do not have to give a direct answer.” Tarifa told him.


Walter nodded his head with a smile. “True… but behind the riddles are the answers you seek. You…”


“Look!” A voice screamed out causing all heads to turn to the opening, and all conversation to cease.


A light dust cloud obscured the inner portion of the tunnel that had been cleared, and it was here that they first saw the figures. Martin was first, his imposing figure easily seen as he walked out of the dust. Almost directly behind him and spread out to each of his flanks was Anja and Dysea. Between them walked a severely limping Danny, the petite form of Anuk cradled in his arms, her head resting against his chest. Julie, Kenny, Pablo and Cody each carried a corner of the makeshift stretcher that bore the body of the warrior Martin had fought. It was wrapped in the blanket that Anuk had used to stay warm, Kenny finding it among the other items they had left. 

They had changed into the fresh uniforms that they had dropped in with, but Martin wore no fatigue top, the blood staining the tank top he wore, marking the wounds he had suffered. A small line of blood trickled down from the wound across his eye. Danny had refused any new uniform, instead choosing to drape the fatigue top around Anuk, and his wounds were clearly visible, blood beginning to seep from the deepest slashes in his flesh once more.
The remaining team members were silent as they watched their Skipper lead the others out of the tunnel. Their wolf like senses knew immediately who was being carried on the stretcher, and they moved forward slowly, almost reverently reaching out to touch the body on the stretcher as it passed them. It was a connection they could all feel coursing through their blood and they fell in behind Julie and the others, moving immediately to take positions next to their brothers and sisters to help carry the burden that was their history.
Vengal and Matarn moved forward with half a dozen Wood Elves, heading directly to where Danny was. Martin saw this and turned to Tony, motioning with his head. Tony and four others broke from the group to intercept them, closing ranks behind Vengal as he passed.

Matarn stared at the large genomes in front of him. “That is my wife to be! Get out of my way!” He demanded. “I will see her.”

“Not today sport.” Tony told him. “In fact… not ever again I’m guessing when she wakes up.”

“Get out of my way you fool!” Matarn snapped, reaching for his knife.

Five K12s came up within a heartbeat, all leveled at Matarn. Tony glared at him with crazy dark eyes. “You might want to think twice about that motherfucker.” He growled.

Vengal had stopped to watch this, his eyes wide. He dismissed it… his only concern was having his daughter back in his arms. He kept moving, watching as the huge genome named Danny limped towards him. Vengal watched him stumble, his leg almost giving out, but Danny clench his teeth and stayed on his feet. Vengal could not believe this man still lived, the wounds he had were grievous, and all of them still leaking blood. Yet he forced himself to continue. Anuk looked like a child in his arms, yet there was something… something about the way he held her that bespoke of what Vengal would never understand. He quickened his pace, so that Danny did not have to cover so much distance and soon he stood in front of the six foot five genome giant. His heart slammed into his throat when he saw her in his arms. 

“Anuk…” He almost cried.

“She… she was injured… but she is alive General.” Danny spoke softly. “And she will recover completely. She is… she is stronger than you know sir, and she is very much like you.”

 Vengal held out his arms and Danny gently placed Anuk in her father’s arms, tears streaking down Vengal’s cheeks. Vengal looked at her face, the three slashes across her face that had marred her beauty almost completely healed, though there would always be very faint scars. Vengal looked at Danny, as Martin stepped up to him and took most of Dan’s weight now that he no longer held Anuk.
“You… you have given me back my daughter Daniel Simpson.” Vengal spoke softly. “This debt… this debt can never be repaid.”

“Yes it can.” Dan spoke.

“But… but how?”

“You’ll know when the time is right.” Dan said softly. 

Anja moved up next to Danny, putting her arm around his waist attempting to take more weight from his injured leg, even though he stood a foot taller than her. “C’mon hero… let’s get you to the Raptor. You need to be in bed, I have to clean those wounds.”

Martin saw Walter moving towards them and he turned to Tony. “Master Chief… give Anja a hand getting hard head here into the Raptor.” He called.
Tony glared at Matarn for another three seconds before he lowered the K12 and moved up next to Danny, taking Martin’s place. “Jesus Commander… why is it that you and the Skipper always get the shit end of the stick?” He asked as he slid his shoulder under Dan’s armpit.

Dan chuckled loudly and looked at him. “It must be in our blood Master Chief.” He replied as Tony and Anja led him towards the Raptor.

Julie and the others carried the body of the warrior up to where Martin stood as Walter and Tarifa stopped in front of him. Tarifa moved up close to him, caressing his face, careful to avoid the long gash that cut vertically down across his left eye. Aihola stepped up to him as well, gripping his arm and squeezing. 

“What… what happened down there Martin?” Tarifa gasped. “It… you are… you are injured in many places.”

Walter’s eyes were on the bridle that Martin wore on his arm, a look of shock etched across his features. Martin did not take his eyes from Walter’s face, and Tarifa noticed this as well, her eyes going to Walter.

“Where… where did you get that?” Walter asked softly.

Martin turned slightly and looked at the body wrapped in the wool blanket. “He gave it to me.” 

Walter eyed the body, moving slowly to stand beside the stretcher. He reached out with his hand and placed it on the chest of the warrior. Walter gasped softly, and slowly drew his hand back. Walter turned back to look at Martin. “Did… did you kill him Martin?”
“He left me no choice.” Martin answered. “There were things in the tunnel that were controlling his mind. He’s been their prisoner for forty years, killing for them, providing them entertainment. Sick fuckers are what they were!” He hissed. “I had to fight him! He would have killed my…” Martin caught himself. “He would have killed the others.”

“You defeated him?”

“He gave me no choice.” Martin answered, nodding his head slowly. “You have a lot of explaining to do Walter.” Martin said softly. “He told me things… many things. It all came together down there and I want answers.”
“So it seems.” Walter answered. He looked at Tarifa and Aihola, their eyes on him. Tomorrow Martin; tomorrow I will give you the answers that you seek; the answers that you have sought for so long. Walter projected his thoughts into Martin’s mind. To his credit, Martin didn’t flinch at this.
What will you do now?

Now? Walter looked at the body on the stretcher. Now I will say my goodbyes to a friend and a brother.


Martin’s gaze went to the body and then slowly back to Walter. What was his name?


His name? His name was Androcles. Walter answered as he turned and began to follow the stretcher to the Raptor. And he… he was my youngest brother. Our father named him after our grandfather. 


Martin’s eyes grew wide in horror at this and he turned to watch Walter walk away from him. Tarifa saw this and her eyes narrowed.


“Martin… Martin what is wrong?” She asked.


Walter? Martin spoke. I… I did not know… I…

You gave him a warrior’s death Martin… for that… for that I can never repay you. There was a pause as Walter walked with the stretcher toward the Raptor. You should know Martin… you should know that your name is not Hunter… my King. Your name is Leonidas… Martin Leonidas.

Walter…


Tomorrow my King, for tonight you will claim another that is yours. And you will need your attention on that.

