CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
EDEN (FORMERLY JUNCTION CITY UTAH)
[Background Music: Show me Heaven; Days of Thunder ST, Inama Nushif; Children of Dune ST.)
Heaven.

If this was what heaven was, then Anja Peterson wanted to be lost in it forever. All of the failed attempts at love throughout her twenty-eight years, all the groping and pawing for what satisfaction she could gain, the one night of blistering and sensual love that stood out above all the others, all of it had led her here to this one moment.

Her tanned taut body was covered in a fine mixture of sweat and sweet smelling coconut oil. Her small but supersensitive nipples were two hard points on her perfect and exceedingly firm breasts. Her burning nipples were currently crushed against the broad, iron hard chest of the man who had changed her life from the moment he had stepped into it. Martin had told her they were going to possess her, yet even in her wildest imagination, Anja had no idea just how thoroughly he meant those words. They had shared one night so long ago, and little did Anja know that he had stolen her very essence that night and made her his. Anja had thought her time with Danny and Julie had pushed Martin to the distant reaches of her mind. In reality, those times, though pleasurable and fond memories they were, they had only opened the door to the part of her soul that craved the man who now held her in his embrace. In this mad world of new horrors and death they had entered, what she was experiencing now had to be the heaven that she learned of as a child.

The moment he had led her into this room, the soft full moon providing a glowing backdrop through the window, her world had changed. Martin had undressed her slowly, taking his time as he striped the fatigue pants from her quivering legs. His fingertips had danced across her bare thighs and across her firm ass like the touches of a butterfly flittering across her skin, each grazing touch igniting a burning need within her. He had removed the fatigue top, his smoldering dark brown eyes staring into her jade green orbs as he unbuttoned it almost teasingly, his lips descending to the skin of her shoulder and neck as he pulled the top from her arms. Since returning to earth and discovering herself, Anja had ceased wearing a bra, not that she needed one to begin with. This night that fact only served to increase her pleasure and need by a hundred fold. His hands, so large and powerful, capable of savagely crushing a man’s neck with little effort, traced the line of her heaving breasts with the gentleness of a new born child, his fingers drawing tiny circles on her skin until they brushed across her nipples. Her hands had clutched at his muscular arms in that moment; her forehead going to his chest as she felt Dysea’s maddeningly warm moist tongue trailing along the curve of her spine, licking her skin with sensual movements, her hot breath causing shivers to ripple across her skin. When she felt Dysea press her lush naked body against her back tightly, her firm breasts burning into her flesh, Anja shuddered in release.
Martin had held her as she quivered in that first orgasm, and as her knees became weak he had lifted her gently, laying her out on the bed, gently pulling her soaked panties past her hips and down her legs, tossing them to the floor. Now the moon light pouring into the room bathed her flesh, and her wide eyes watched as he stood before her and removed his clothes in the most erotic striptease Anja had ever seen a man conduct. Her first orgasm hadn’t even subsided, and Anja could feel it building again, low in her belly simply by watching him. Dysea’s long soft platinum blond hair caressed the skin of her shoulder, and as she watched Martin undress, Dysea’s tongue danced across her skin once more, nibbling on her ear, her neck, her shoulders, the sharpness of her extended fangs causing Anja to groan in need and wanton desire. When god and nature had made this man, they couldn’t have got it more perfect her mind told her; the cut of his broad chest; the ripple of his abdominal muscles; the power in those long legs and wide shoulders.
 Legs and shoulders she had seen in another form as well. The form of the most enormous wolf she had ever seen, even in magazines. His hair had grown longer than she remembered, falling almost to his shoulders now and it was black as night, the same shiny black hair that had covered his entire body as a wolf.

A wolf!

Martin Hunter… this man that her body and mind now craved more than anything else in the world was a werewolf. He was a creature from fantasies and myths, a massive and savage wolf, as large as any bear she had ever seen, with gleaming yellow/gold eyes, flesh tearing white fangs and huge paws that held claws of razor sharp death. This was a creature from her childhood stories and nightmares; from old Hollywood movies; never real and most certainly not about to claim her body for his own. They were myths and legends, spoken about only in small cultish groups. Yet Anja had seen it for herself, experienced it firsthand. She had smelled his overwhelming male scent, experienced the staggering power of his aura, and the intensity of his craving and desire for her. She had seen it in the most beautiful yellow/gold speckled eyes ever to gaze upon her; eyes that had reached beyond her outer shell and gripped her soul. Yellow/gold eyes that she so wanted to lose herself in. 

Then there was Dysea… first a breathtakingly beautiful female elf. Another race from her childhood stories, a race of perfect beings, gentle and kind and savage when they needed to be. Her silky soft platinum blond hair, so long and lustrous, her piercing emerald green eyes, the incredibly sexy curve of her pointed elfin ears, and the lush firmness of a body built for pleasure. In her wolf form, her coat was a shiny platinum color, so stunning and soft, her eyes even more heart stopping, but she could not and did not hide the same vicious teeth and claws. Smaller she may have been compared to Martin, but she was no less lethal. 

Martin’s head had lowered to her abdomen, placing soft lingering kisses across her taut stomach, each kiss sending electric shocks of sweet pleasure through her. Her relationship with Danny and Julie had changed her… made her more wolf like… heightening her sense of smell and vision, taste. It had made her stronger, faster, and physically able to do things that she’d never accomplished before. It also made her more sensitive to touch and smell and their lips upon her body were causing her to see stars. Anja also knew it had only been a precursor to what she knew would happen this night, and that very thought caused her whole being to sing. 
She detected the soft scent of coconut just as Martin brought his hands to her calves. The oil coated his skin, and he began to massage it into her legs, his hands powerful and firm, yet each caress caused ripples of delight through her. And then Dysea’s hands joined his, and Martin’s face descended to the soft Persian red hair above her dripping pussy, his tongue extending out and licking her entire engorged labia with an agonizing slowness that dragged on forever. Anja’s body went rigid as she felt her belly clench and another orgasm raced through her; soft lips open in a silent cry of bliss as her sweet honey come poured into Martin’s mouth and he drank her essence. 
It took forever for their wandering hands to reach her breasts, leaving no portion of her body untouched, her limbs weak with desire and breathlessness. Their lips had followed their hands, searing hot tongues lavishing her body with attention leaving Anja withering on the bed and wanting more.


When he moved between her quaking thighs and stretched his ripped body out on top of hers Anja’s arms flew around his back, her nails digging into his skin as she shook in another orgasm, her honey scent pouring from her, soaking the sheets below them. Dysea’s lips claimed hers then and she whimpered in release as their tongues engaged in an intimate duel that left Anja gasping for air. Dysea’s eyes went wide for a moment as she discovered just how long Anja’s tongue was, and then she deepened the kiss, grinding her own naked hips down on the bed as she exploded in her own orgasm. Dysea pulled away slowly, only to have Anja extend her long narrow tongue and lick ever so slowly the supple flesh of her throat. Martin held himself above her with his arms, smiling as he watched them play, staring into Anja’s face and wondering how he had ever let this woman escape him that first night. 

When Anja finally opened her eyes she saw those yellow/gold orbs staring back at her. What she saw in those eyes made her gasp. Burning pleasure gripped her as his powerful scent washed over her senses, the intensity and desire for her in those eyes was like a physical force reaching for her, wrapping around her. Her jade eyes went a little wider when she felt his manhood brush against her dripping center, so wonderfully massive and dominating. He was so much larger than she remembered, and her lips parted in breathless gasps as he dragged the entire length of his pulsing, volcano hot cock across her moist labia. The most exquisite pleasure she had ever felt rippled through her, as her back arched off the bed, thrusting her proud breasts up into his face. An invitation Martin did not hesitate to accept, as his lips engulfed one of the nipples between his lips and he suckled like a newborn pup. When Dysea’s lips engulfed her neglected nipple Anja’s head exploded in colorful stars. Their fangs were extended now and they bit down ever so gently, prolonging Anja’s orgasm as they teased her eraser hard nipples with small gentle nibbles of their fangs. 


Martin smiled as her arms crushed him to her lithe body with newfound strength, and he used the tip of one of his fangs to tease her hard nipple even more as Dysea’s lips moved from Anja’s nipple to lick and caress Martin’s face. His movement caused Anja to squirm as delicious sensations of pain and pleasure rocked her. Nothing she had experienced in her life had prepared her for what was running through her blood now. Her skin was hot, burning with desire, her blood pounding in her head. When she opened her eyes to gaze at him, they too had changed to jade green outlined in black, her own fangs extending.


“Are you ready to scream for me?” Martin asked her, his voice husky with his own desire and craving, no doubt due to Dysea’s tongue finding his ear and nibbling on it, her own hard firm breasts pushing up against his shoulder and arm. His voice was deeper than she remembered, yet with a tone of command and dominance and craving that thrilled Anja to her core. He was going to take her. He was going to take her and make her his. As he had done with Dysea, and as they were doing to her now, they were going to dominant her and take what they desired. 
And what they desired was her.

She wanted this. She wanted to be like them completely, not half way as she was now. Anja wanted to be with them, her body screamed for them.

The look in Anja’s beautiful eyes gave him all the answer he needed. All the answer he had yearned to have for so many years. Martin pressed the flared head of his cock to her opening and speared her completely in one powerful, soul stealing plunge that seemed to last forever.


Anja screamed.


Anja screamed in the purest form of pleasure she had ever known, as she felt every thick, hot, pulsing inch of Martin fill her completely, until he throbbed within her so deeply it was impossible to tell where her body stopped and his began. Danny had been built almost the same as Martin, no where near as thick, yet he had never been this deep inside her, never elicited this pure, unadulterated and staggering pleasure. Every nerve ending screamed out its delight all at once, every cell in her body erupting in joyous abandon simultaneously. Anja was coming, coming like she had never before, her very essence opening like a moth coming from its cocoon.


And then Martin began to move within her, and Anja knew what heaven felt like. His strokes were long and deep, filled with power and desire. His hands clutched her body tightly, claiming what he so desired. What Anja had wanted him to claim from the very first time she had seen him. Dysea had settled beside them, a smile of love and pleasure etched across her beautiful elfin features as she watched Martin claim what they both desired.

I have never stopped loving you! Martin’s voice filled her mind, causing tears to flow from her eyes matching the pleasure that flowed through her blood. And I never will! We never will! You are ours now! Share in our love! Join us Anja. Be with us.


It is beautiful isn’t it? Dysea’s sweet sensual voice sounded in her mind. It calls to you, as it called to me. Join with us and we will be almost complete. For you sense her as I do.


Flashes sprang into her mind now, images of lush forests and white sands. They were the same images as when she had touched their minds on the Raptor. The bronze skinned goddess with raven colored hair and azure blue eyes, so exotic, so beautiful.

When you saved us, she touched our thoughts. Her name is… Martin told her. 
Aricia. Dysea finished. And you can feel her desire for us as surely as she can feel ours for her.
Join us Anja. Let me love you… as I have always wanted to love you. Let us love you. This is what I beg of you.

Anja’s eyes opened slowly and she saw their faces; their changed eyes, their extended fangs, their scents permeating her very being. This is what she wanted more than anything, to love them and be loved by them. The pleasure had swelled within her belly, threatening to steal away her mind with its intensity. Anja gripped Martin’s head in her hands, pulling his face to her breasts. Quickly she released one hand and pulled Dysea’s face close to her, their lips joining once more in a symphony of love, lust, and desire. She felt Dysea’s burning lips pull away and drag across her skin to her neck.

Yes! Her mind screamed.


“Yes!” Anja’s voice echoed, “Yessss!”


Anja gasped when she felt the pin pricks of sweet pain in her breast and on her throat as they both bit deeply into her flesh. Her world exploded into a luminous combination of gold and silver as she felt Martin’s huge cock swell even larger inside her and explode. She felt the rise of his searing hot come through the entire length of his manhood, and then it erupted so deep into her womb that everything collapsed into a sheer blinding white light that claimed her for its own.
EVROTAS PLAINS
GREECE

The city appeared ancient on first glance. Six hundred year old building designs, some still bearing the discoloration of the fires that had burned in the sky for years after the passing of the comet. Men and women walked the narrow streets, stopping and trading at dozens of vendor stalls. Their clothing was simple yet elegant, very revealing in the case of the women. All of them appeared to be in excellent physical shape. They did not lack for food in the expanse of the fertile Evrotas Plains. The mountains towered above them on two sides, providing most of the protection that ravaged the countryside after the Sky Fires as they were called here. Men and women of differing colors and creeds, and even many races of elves walked openly and freely among the streets. 

There was laughter and songs in the background, the sounds washing over the streets from the many small cafes and taverns that dotted the city. Occasionally a red cloaked man would stop to talk with others on the street. There were no walls surrounding the city and roads led out into the land in every direction. Farms were plentiful, growing everything from plants to sturdy cattle. Vehicle traffic was limited to the main roads, and even then, there were few Hoppers to be seen at this time of day when everyone was at work.

No one noticed the light Hopper as it swerved into the large, near empty lot of the main town building. And no one took noticed of the two figures that climbed from the Hopper and proceeded into the three story building. One was tall, with dark shoulder length hair and eyes, a crimson floor length cloak draped over his shoulders. The other was smaller and diminutive, the dark cloaked wrapped around the figure and the hood obscuring the head. These two individuals bypassed the normal greeting and reception desk and moved directly to a lone office in the rear of the building, avoiding the few people that were inside. When the door closed behind them, the tall man pressed his hand on the long book case against the eastern wall and it slid easily to the side, revealing a secret tunnel. The two figures entered the tunnel and waited until the bookcase closed and locked before the lights came on inside the tunnel, revealing a tram like train which the two individuals climbed into wordlessly. The red cloaked man activated the tram and it began to move quickly along the track.

The walls passed in a blur as the train accelerated to forty miles an hour, curving gracefully around corners and descending into the tunnel. No words were spoken between the two as they rode. Twenty-two minutes later the tram began to slow and eventually stopped outside the heavy steel door. They stepped off the tram and moved to the door, the red cloaked man entering a code into the console on the side. The door made several clicking sounds before a hissing noise signaled it was unlocked. They stepped aside as the four foot thick door swept to the right and allowed them passage. Two other red cloaked men met them, bridles on their bare arms, their red cloaks brushing at the dust on the floor. They carried cylindrical objects in their hands, as well as strange looking weapons strapped across their backs. Words were exchanged; the two men bowed to the smaller figure almost reverently and moved out of their path.

They continued down the tunnel as one of the red cloaked men they had passed lifted his wrist to his lips and spoke several words. As they approached the second steel door, it swung open to reveal three more red cloaked men, each armed the same way. The oldest of the trio stepped into their path.


“State your business Captain.” The man spoke firmly. “The Council is in session.”


“I have an urgent message for the Senate Lieutenant.” The man answered, “For the Royal Steward himself.”


The younger man’s eyes grew a little wider and he glanced at the smaller figure next to his fellow soldier. “Is… is it…”


The older man smiled. “It is my brother.”


The reaction in the young soldier was instantaneous. He spun on his heels and looked at the two others. “Open it quickly.” He stammered.

The two men with him scrambled to get the thick door to open and the Lieutenant turned back to his superior. His eyes went to the smaller figure again and he bowed his head deeply. “The way is clear. You will have no more interruptions.”


The captain nodded in reply and waited for the smaller figure to move smoothly through the door.


The entrance into the Senate Hall was a long corridor lined with marble statues of long dead men and women, and brightly colored flags and carpets. The colored glass windows cast a myriad of rainbows to dancing across the walls. The huge fountain in the center of the room sprouted clear fresh water that escaped through four separate drains. Dozens of lively and colorful flowers decorated the base of the fountain as they moved past.


They moved past the fountain, through an archway that led into the Senate Hall. The room was circular in shape, filled with comfortable chairs arranged in a semi circle around a single elaborate gold encrusted chair that was empty. To the right of that empty chair sat another chair, plain in design with the older looking man occupying it at the moment. The three dozens heads, men and women alike turned to watch as they approached the center of the room. The older man sitting in the lone chair, his long white hair held in a pony tail, his face showing the wrinkles of decades of life, but his dark gray eyes filled with the wisdom of centuries looked at the captain as he came to a stop.


“Captain… what is the meaning of this?” The man asked his voice booming and powerful for one who looked so old.


“I… I bring news Steward.” He replied hesitantly.


“News that could not wait until this Senate was finished?” The old man asked firmly.

“Forgive… forgive me Steward… I thought only…”


The smaller figured turned to look at him before stepping forward quickly. “My brother Andreus is trained to follow orders Steward, where I am not.” The female voice spoke now… echoing in the chamber loudly for someone so small. “I demanded he bring me here.”


This comment brought a sweep of murmurs through the gathered men and women in the chamber as the old man got to his feet and reached for the ivory cane that rested against the side of the desk to his left. His gray eyes glared at the figure with intense scrutiny. 


“When does a civilian women demand a Centurion to bring her before the Senate!” A male voice echoed from the seats surrounding them. “This is highly irregular!”


The old man moved closer to the still cloaked woman, a young woman by the sounds of her voice. “I know your voice child, as I know your scent.” The old man spoke. “Reveal yourself to this Senate. You are in no danger here.”


The young woman reached up slowly to pull open the cloak and allow it to fall from her shoulders to dangle on the piece of fabric tied around her neck. She reached up and pulled back the hood to reveal deeply tanned and flawless skin of rich bronze color. Her raven black hair spilled out, falling away to cascade past her shoulders to end just above her buttocks. The dress she wore was more of a wrap than anything else, elegant leather straps with carvings on them across her waist and her exposed shoulders. The simple yellow dress attached to this shoulder strap and plunged deeply between her jutting mounds, exposing the tanned cleavage of her firm full conical breasts. The skin of her face was as perfect as that of her body, smooth and silky, enclosing soft full red lips, and breathtaking azure blue eyes. The gasps from the assembled men and women did not go unnoticed.

“Aricia,” The old man spoke softly, with a distinct hint of pleasure in his voice. “It has been many years.”


“It has Holy One.” She answered.


“How old are you now child?” He asked, moving closer to her.


The young woman smiled shyly. “I have just passed one hundred and ten moons Holy One.” She replied.


The old man looked at her keenly. “There is something different about you child.” He spoke slowly. “You are no longer the impetuous young wolf that once ran these halls. The change… the change is recent too.”

“The sister of Atropos is not welcome within these walls.” Another voice called out from the surrounding chairs.


The old man watched as the red cloaked Centurion’s arm flashed a yellow/gold and his Shi Viska appeared, his eyes changing and fangs extending from his lips. He held up his hand quickly. “Stay your anger Andreus.” He spoke to him. “The sister of Atropos is always welcome here though her brother is not! Keep your tongues!” He snapped to the assembled men and women.

Aricia cast her eyes on the assembled men and women. “I am not aware that the betrayal of my brother has forever cursed his kin within these walls. I do not bear that same betrayal, nor does my father or mother, though this Senate saw fit to strip them of all that was theirs. And my remaining brothers still serve the will of this Senate to this day, without question! We are and always have been loyal to our race. Never again question that loyalty with your words, for if you do I will rip out your tongues with my teeth.” Aricia’s fangs extended and her azure blue eyes darkened.

The old man smiled at her words, delivered most powerfully and without fear. He had known Aricia was strong and fearless, much like her father. She was a proud wolf and backed down from no one even as a child. The reaction of the men and women was predictable, and several Senators came to their feet in protest, though many more remained in their seats, nods of agreement at Aricia’s words touching their heads.


“I demand this whelp be expelled from this Hall!” The older man yelled from near the top. He was a pudgy man and he stared down the long stairs toward the floor where Aricia stood. “She has disgraced this hall with her words and disrespected all of us.”


“I will expel you if you do not cease your ranting Dilios!” The old man snapped. “Her words ring true, and you will not speak ill of the niece of the Guardian of the Line in my presence. Do I make myself clear?”


The man’s mouth snapped shut as if he’d just swallowed a bug. The man may have been old, but he was still the most powerful shifter within their midst’s, and no one dared challenge him as the Steward of the Throne.


The old man looked back to Aricia. “Tell me child… why have you come here to this hall?”


“Holy One I have felt my Uncle die.” Aricia spoke softly.


The old man’s eyes went wide, “Dymas, The Guardian of the Line?” He gasped.


Aricia stepped toward him quickly and shook her head. “Not Dymas Holy One,” She spoke slowly and he detected the sadness in her voice, “Androcles has fallen.” She answered.


“My sorrow goes out to you my child, but Androcles was lost over four decades ago.” He replied. “No one knows what happen to him. How do you know this, you… you have never met either of your uncles?”

Aricia looked at him, almost hesitant to answer. “Holy One… I have… he has come Holy One.”


“Who has come child?”


“The Descended One, the heir to the throne of King Leonidas!” Aricia spoke confidently.


The old man’s eyes twinkled and he smiled. “How would you know this little one?” He asked. “You are just beyond a hundred years old, barely past the age that you can take a mate. Your telepathic abilities will not even begin to manifest themselves until you are have another two hundred years behind you. You…”


“I have touched his mind Holy One, touched their minds.” Aricia spoke urgently. “He has reached out to me in his dreams, in their dreams. I can see it as clearly as I stand here looking at you now.”


“Then allow me to see these dreams.” The old man spoke amused. “I’m sure you are mistaken. Your Uncle Dymas would have contacted me if this was the case.”


Aricia stepped up to him without hesitation and bowed her head. The old man reached up and put his palm on her forehead. Their people were all telepathic, the level of the abilities based on a tiered structure, but many chose not to advance this skill beyond the first or second tier because of the great energy it needed. Six was the highest tier anyone had ever achieved and that, after only centuries of life and study. He was considered the upper most of all twenty-two remaining tier six telepaths and he smiled when he reached out with his mind gently and found a solid black wall around Aricia’s mind.


“Lower your mental shields Little One.” He spoke still amused.


Aricia looked at him puzzled, “But Holy One, they are lowered.”


The old man’s eyes looked confused. “That isn’t possible Aricia. You blocked me with far stronger shields than you should have at your age.”


“Holy One I swear to you, I have lowered all shields to my mind.” Aricia spoke softly.


The old man reached out again, touching her forehead once more and probing deeper. The barrier was powerful, more powerful than any he had seen in untold years. It was as if a black wall surrounded her mind, a black wall that appeared utterly seamless. This was not of her doing… something was protecting her mind from him, shielding her thoughts from his gentle probes. Something very strong willed… very determined. Not surrendering. Not retreating against his stronger presence. The old man’s eyes grew wider as he probed deeper; attempting to bypass the wall, move around it. No matter where he moved, the wall was there, unbroken and defiant, almost daring him to try and smash through, daring him to assault Aricia’s mind, and promising untold agony if he did.

He opened his eyes once more and looked at her. “Who has been instructing you Aricia?” He asked softly, so that only she could hear him.


“Instructing me Holy One,” Aricia looked at him confused. “What do you mean? I have received no instruction. What is wrong Holy One? Please tell me.”


“These dreams you say you have had child,” He spoke. “Tell me of them.”


Aricia looked at him. “Tell you of them?” She asked softly, hesitantly. “Can you not see them Holy One.”

“I wish you to tell me what you see in these dreams.” He spoke softly with a gentle smile.

“Holy One… they are… they are different. I see images… my uncle’s Shi Viska on the arm of someone else, glowing in use. I see much blood and I felt his… his suffering. And then his joy and pride.”

“Child that… that is not possible, a Centurion’s Shi Viska can only be used by him. It will not respond to another.” He spoke. 

“Holy One… I know this. It is what I see in my dreams however.” Aricia replied calmly, 

and with far more poise than a wolf of her young age should have had.

“What else do you see child?” He asked her, a sense of foreboding gripping his belly.

“There is an elf female with white/blond hair and piercing emerald eyes of beauty.” Aricia replied, “And a human woman with Persian red hair not unlike the ancient carpets that decorate this hall Holy One. She has the softest shade of jade green eyes Holy One.” Aricia spoke almost wistfully now, as if reveling in the memories and this did not go unnoticed by the old man. Her face changed again and she continued. “I saw creatures with white pasty skin, and large red eyes. Evil creatures, I could almost sense the malice within them.” The old men saw her shudder slightly at the thought and close her eyes briefly. After a moment they opened again. “I saw images of the moon, of many battles, and…” Aricia stopped not wanting to reveal this last part. It was this last image that kept returning to her along with the two women.


“Go on child.” The man spoke softly. “You have no fears here.”


Aricia looked at him and he saw a flash of defiance sweep through her eyes. A flash of strength and courage he did not often see in someone so young. “I saw a black wolf Holy One.” The old man’s face changed then as Aricia continued. “A wolf as black as the darkest night, the largest wolf I have ever seen. Larger than you Holy One and you are the largest among any I have seen, with muscles rippling under its fur, so soft and thick. And eyes, oh Holy One its eyes!” Aricia face was animated now, like a child telling a story.


“Tell us.” The old man spoke urgently.


“Eyes the color of the sun Holy One, eyes that looked confused but familiar, and they looked upon me with…” Aricia shook her head. “It was fleeting… but I saw these eyes. They were speaking to my Uncle. My Uncle was crazed Holy One… in the grips of a bloodlust unlike any I have seen. He was demanding that this man surrender these women to him in return for his own life. The man… the wolf… he spoke to my uncle Holy One.”


“And what did this man say child?”


“Molon Labe.” Aricia answered loudly enough that she was heard by everyone in the room. (“Molon Labe” is the Ancient Greek Term that King Leonidas supposedly told the Persians when they ordered him and his 300 Spartans to lay down their arms.)

The color drained from the face of the Holy One and Aricia thought perhaps he was having a seizure of some sort. She heard the gasps from the first row of Senators, her head turning to look at them and then quickly back to the Holy One. “Holy One… you… are you well?” She asked quickly.
    


“Those words Aricia,” The Holy One gripped her arms tightly, almost painfully. “He spoke those words? You are sure?”

Aricia nodded quickly. “I’m positive Holy One, without question. I heard the words in my head clearly, as if I was there.” She glanced at her brother, who looked paler than when they had come in. “Do these… what… what do these words mean? Have I done something wrong?”


The pudgy Senator he had called Dilios, who was so quick to cast her out, appeared beside the Holy One. “Theron we… Dymas…”


The Holy One looked at him, his gray eyes bright. “I have not heard from Dymas in nearly five hundred years. Not since the Sky Fires old friend.”


“Surely he would have contacted you.” Dilios spoke.


“If he was able yes,” Theron spoke softly. “The Alliance has grown more powerful over the last few centuries however. You know this as well as I, ever since the witch made herself known after the passing of the comet. We thought her dead and then she re-appeared.”


“What do we do Theron?” Dilios asked.

“Send for the Mages! Quickly, I wish to test something before we move. And speak of this with no one Dilios. All precautions must be taken old friend.” Theron spoke. He waited until Dilios nodded and began to move away before turning to Aricia’s brother. 


“Andreus… you will assemble a small force of Centurions, thirty… no more. Insure they are all Purebloods; for they must be descended from the original lines. You will lead them.” Theron spoke.


Andreus’s eyes nearly came out of his head. “Holy One… I am junior among the officers!” He exclaimed. “They will…”


“They are Spartans!” Theron bellowed, his voice booming in the confines of the room. “And they will follow orders! You and your sister are descended from the original bloodlines of the 300! You must be part of this if it is to happen! It is why your Uncle Dymas was chosen as the Guardian of the Line. And insure that one of our senior elfin officers is among the group, the finest Healer that we have. Perhaps Kmyla, she is the senior turned elf is she not?”


“Yes Holy One.” Andreus replied.


“She will do nicely.” Theron replied. “See to it.”


Aricia grabbed Andreus’s arm. “What is going on brother? Tell me! What do the words Molon Labe mean?”


“Tell her.” Theron spoke.


Andreus looked at Theron quickly, “Holy One… is that wise?”


Theron nodded slowly. “Andreus… will a Shi Viska respond to anyone other than the Centurion it is branded too?”


“Impossible Holy One.” Andreus replied. “And my Uncle’s Shi Viska was branded to him two thousand years ago. No one could have removed it, and I’ve never heard of it happening to someone as old as he. Not unless…” Andreus’s eyes grew wide.


“Yes… not unless he released his claim to it.” Theron spoke softly. “And what Spartan of the original bloodline of 300 would ever surrender their Shi Viska to anyone but the descendant of King Leonidas himself?” He asked. “Who would command the power to use it?”


“Only the descendant of the King Holy One,” Andreus spoke his voice fill with awe.


“Tell your sister what she has become part of.” Theron said.


Andreus looked at his sister. “This term you heard sister, it has not been spoken in nearly three thousand years. It is the ancient Greek tongue from the time of King Leonidas. Molon Labe is what King Leonidas told the Persian Emissary when he and the original 300, the original Purebloods were instructed to lay down their weapons and surrender.”

“What… what does it mean?”


Andreus smiled. “It means… it means Come and Take them!” He answered proudly. “And it has been the motto of every Centurion since, never to be spoken publicly, only in private amongst our ranks.”

“But… why would that matter?” Aricia asked. “Surely anyone could say this phrase.”


Theron smiled, “The way it was spoken is key, Aricia, because only someone with the blood of The Spartan King Leonidas running in his veins would have the memory of that phrase spoken exactly in the Ancient Greek tongue as precisely as you described.” He answered. 

“The Centurions know this phrase Holy One, Andreus himself just told me. Could it not be the descendant of an original 300 bloodline?”

Theron shook his head again slowly. “No child.”
“Why?”

Andreus took his sister’s hand in his. “No one has spoken the Ancient Greek Language in over two thousand years sister. It is a lost dialect except for here in this very valley. No one… not even the Mages are taught this language. Only the Centurions are schooled in the tongue, and they never speak it in public, for fear of severe punishment. And because after the death of King Leonidas… every Spartan warrior, Centurion and human alike, took a blood oath never to speak this term in public again unless in the presence of the descendant of Leonidas.”

But why… why would he give me this gift.” Aricia asked turning to Theron. “Is it a gift Holy One?”

Theron took her hand gently within his. “That is what we are going to find out.” He said. “And yes child… it most certainly is a gift.”

Theron watched as the older elf female stood up from the chair in front of Aricia, smiling and talking softly with the young girl. The two other Mages, both Spartiates, held her hands and whispered to her calmly. Aricia’s eyes were closed in a telepathic trance that the two younger Mages were bringing her out of.


He motioned with a finger for the female elf to join him in another portion of the room where they currently were. It was the Senate library, and was not in use at the moment. The shelves were lined with row upon row of texts and scrolls, some dating back to King Leonidas himself. He watched the female elf come over towards him, her normally tanned skin somewhat pale and drawn. She was one of oldest elves within their community, and highly respected. She had been turned by a first generation descendant of the original 300 and therefore was one of the most powerful non-pureblood Shifters. That wolf had also made her his only mate. 
The difference between Purebloods and non-Purebloods was great, as the descendants of the original 300 were considered the most powerful of the Shifters and generally held the majority of the Senate seats and village offices. All of the Centurions, nearly a hundred thousand in total, were descended from the original 300; the remaining members of their military were Hybrids, though all of them were citizens with full rights of every citizen of Sparta. The Spartan people did not place the derogatory meaning to that name within their communities as others did. They had long done away with many of the more violent and brutal practices of ancient Spartan society. To speak such a vile comment in anger was an insult of grave matter. Hybrids were well liked and well respected, and while many of them held positions of political office, they could never hold a seat on the Senate. 

Thr’won, as the oldest of the roughly five thousand elves within the city of Sparta itself and her surrounding villages, was the strongest of the non pureblood telepaths and over the years had gained recognition as a healer to the degree that she was named the Chief Mage, and then given training and study to increase her abilities. She was now the most powerful telepath within the Mage ranks and had ascended to the leadership of that sacred School. This feat alone was cause for thought, as before her no non-pureblood shifter had ever held a position of such importance. In the nearly five hundred years since she had been turned, her ascension to her current position had given way to other non purebloods filling such high ranking positions that were normally filled by the purebloods. In Theron’s opinion… this only made their race that much stronger and more resilient.

As elves go, Thr’won was stunning, with long blond hair and ice blue eyes. Her figure was chiseled to perfection due to her time as a wolf and her own elfin abilities. Theron had to smile inwardly, for her knew her husband, and he had no doubts that Thr’won kept him quite satisfied. Elves were the only race on the planet that could keep up with the sexual appetite of a wolf shifter. 

There were perhaps four or five telepaths that were stronger than her but none of them were healers, and it gave the elf added status. She was also a close friend of Theron and had been for nearly three hundred and fifty years.


Theron watched her eyes as she stepped over to him, and for the first time since he had known her, he saw that her hands were shaking slightly and she was gripping the sides of her dress. “Tell me!” He gasped.     


“Theron… whoever did this knew exactly what they were doing.” Thr’won told him as she took the chair near the wall.

“Mistress… the water you requested.” The junior Mage held out the goblet of water as she bowed waiting for instructions. 

Thr’won took a long sip of the cool water and then looked at the junior Mage. “Aricia is to be accorded full status as a Tier Three telepath Margaret. She will be treated with the same respect and honor as the others, despite her young age, is that clear? If I hear so much as a whisper that disrespects her in any way, I will personally punish that telepath myself. Please inform the others.”

Theron’s eyebrows went up at this and he watched the junior Mage nod quickly, her eyes wide. 
“Yes… yes Mistress. I will… I will tell the others.” The Mage answered before bowing once more and moving away.

Theron had never heard of this happening before, and Thr’won was notorious throughout Sparta for holding her students back until they possessed the level of skill that suited her and no one else. She was the finest teacher he had ever seen in his nearly three thousand one hundred years of life, gently coaxing and always there for her students, but her temper if disobeyed was a legendary thing now.
“Where did this child receive her training?” Thr’won asked, her voice filtering back into Theron’s thoughts.


“Training you ask?” Theron asked surprised, as he pulled the second chair over to her and sat down. “Aricia has received no formal training. She is barely past the age of Consent and Awareness for a WolfShifter let alone a telepath. You know this.”

Thr’won met his eyes. “That is not possible.” She spoke stunned. “Theron she has the telepathic shields of a Tier Three user, and she is still a child! And her power is growing. Surely you must have noticed that.”


“I did… however I did not probe deeper. And while you might consider her a child, for a WolfShifter she is now considered an adult, and able to take a mate. Our longevity surpasses that of the elves by quite a margin my friend. You know this yourself for I have no doubt you are one of the oldest elves anywhere on this planet. You and the other elves that live among us will survive much longer than your regular kind, and that only strengthens our people.” Theron spoke softly. “Besides…it has been quite some time since I have used my abilities for anything more than simple communication, and I did not want to risk triggering any traps.”


“And she has had no formal training?” Thr’won asked, still somewhat disbelieving.


“None that are recorded, I checked personally.” Theron replied. “What did you find?”

Thr’won looked at him. “I detected the presence of three minds, a male… most definitely an Alpha, an elf female and a human female, both Alpha females.”

“She said as much.” Theron spoke. “What were they trying to get from her?” Theron asked.


“That’s just it… they weren’t trying to get anything from her.” Thr’won spoke softly.


“I don’t understand.”


“The initial barrier you found, as well as two I uncovered after probing further were designed in such a way as to protect her mind, not raid it. And protect it from intrusion most ruthlessly I assure you. Anyone… and I do mean anyone, who was not at least a level five telepath with training in breaching telepathic shields would never have been able to breach the defenses they put in place. It took me three hours alone to breach the first layer, and another two to breach the second, third and fourth layers. Each layer of defense was interwoven with the next. The skills used were basic, almost rudimentary once I realized what I was facing, but still very deceptive and very intricately lay in place. Combined with her own shields… as I said; anyone who was not a Tier Five Telepath or higher would never have breached the shields. And they would very likely be lying dead on the floor. There were some very nasty traps in her mind Theron, some formed by them… some by her.” Thr’won explained. “The human female was the more powerful telepath of the two women, but the elf was not far behind in terms of power. The females have been turned, they are not pureblood, but… they are the two most powerful non pureblood females I have ever seen or felt Theron, they are Alpha females without question, and…” She looked at him. “They have been turned no more than a month.”

Theron’s eyes grew wide. “Impossible.” He said. “The level of skill you are suggesting would take centuries to acquire, even for a skilled telepath! And no non pureblood Shifter could hope to reach the level of power you describe before at least a thousand years as a wolf.”


“Yes I know. But…”


“But what? Speak to me Thr’won!” Theron gasped. “Hold nothing back my friend!”

Thr’won met his eyes and her words came out in a whisper. “The male…the male is definitely an Alpha as I said… and the most powerful Alpha male I have ever felt Theron. His aura was pure, wild, almost unbridled power. It staggered me so intently I had to withdraw. Never have I sensed such untamed passion, barely controlled and yet held in check by the force of his will alone. Even my mate does not have an aura like this at the peak of The Centennial of the Moon, and he is among the strongest of the Alphas.”


Theron looked at her. “No wolf does. Save one.” He shook his head slightly. “Continue.”

 
“This wolf does not shield his aura, he does not know how, and that may be why I sensed him at all. I should have been overwhelmed by the force of his aura, as you know no female wolf can resist an Alpha when he projects his aura so, and only our laws and love keep the young Alphas from claiming mated females. Even so… we are… affected by these auras if exposed to them for too long.”

“You were not affected?”

Thr’won shook her head. “Not as I should have been. His aura is directed at only three females; the two who he has turned and Aricia. No other.” She smiled shyly. “I… I was disappointed Theron. I have been with my mate for almost five centuries and I have never desired another, I felt a flash of intense desire for him, yet his aura made it very clear he was not interested.” She chuckled. “I felt rejected. No… this Alpha… he knows what he wants and he desires no others. He may not be able to shield his aura, but he most assuredly knows how to direct it. And it is single-mindedly focused on Aricia and these two others. If the two females he has turned were within this city and not already bound to him, they would be the most sought after females here. The Alphas would be fighting in the streets to mate with them. The children they could provide to a strong Alpha male are just what we need as a pack.” 

Theron nodded his head slowly and took her hands. “You said Aricia has potential?”

“By the gods yes,” Thr’won replied. “All Shifters are born telepathic, you know that, but no wolf I have ever examined has shields as strong as her at this young age, none. Tier Three mental shields take centuries to develop to any extent, you know this, and as I said, her power is growing.”

“Aricia told me she lowered all her shields.” He told her.

“She did for me as well. She left everything open except for what I found, and only after I 

breached the other layers. However what she was guarding, she was not protecting consciously. It was subconscious. All of the barriers were; that’s why it was so difficult to breach them. Subconscious shields are infinitely stronger than conscious ones as you know, because they draw on the force of will of the individual. Aricia is strong willed to begin with, she always has been, but these three… it would take me weeks to chart it.”

“I don’t follow.” Theron spoke. 

“I have… I have only seen it once before… in a couple that mated at the exact moment of the peak of the Centennial. They formed an unconscious bond between themselves.” Thr’won said. “They were never aware of it, but it was there. She was one of my finest students, and is now second only to me in abilities. The only reason I discovered it was by accident. An unconscious bond has formed between Aricia and this man and these two women. And it is a hundred fold more powerful than what I detected in my student. What makes it even more interesting is that they are aware of it.”

“What was this unconscious barrier protecting?” Theron asked.

“It was something intimate that I will not reveal to you or to anyone.” Thr’won replied. “You know that elves are equally as free with our sexuality as Shifters. Let me just say that I will be assaulting my husband when I return home this evening, for several hours at least.”
“And what of these two women,” Theron asked her, “The human and elf female?”


Thr’won nodded. “The human female could enter my tutelage easily at a high Tier Four level, the elf female a high Tier Three, quite easily. They do not lack in power, but they do lack control.” She answered very businesslike now, her composure returning. “And as time progressed, they could easily become the most powerful Tier Six telepaths we have ever seen. Aricia as well… but her schooling would need to start at a lower Tier I suspect.”

“Thr’won my friend, what would you say if I told you she will continue to grow in power and skill? And far faster than anyone you have ever seen.” Theron spoke. “If what I think is happening is indeed happening, then Aricia, the human female and the elf female, in one years time will become the most powerful telepaths on this planet with the exception of one.”

“I don’t see how.” Thr’won spoke smiling, thinking Theron was jesting with her. “Without proper schooling, if their power increases, they will only end up hurting themselves and others.”


“And what if I told you Aricia has formed this subconscious bond with this man and these two women from across two oceans.” Theron told her.


“Impossible.” Thr’won replied quickly. “The females, I can predict their power, and while they are indeed stronger than any non Pureblood I have seen, they would never be able to do this alone. They do not have the control to project even the fleeting images I saw over that great a distance.” She stopped speaking as her ice blue eyes snapped up to his. “Theron… that would mean the male’s power is… it can not be measured!”


“Indeed Thr’won.” Theron spoke.


“I have read your history old friend.” Thr’won spoke, shaking her head slowly. “Only one man possessed an aura of such magnitude. If what you say is true, then this Alpha… this male… he would have to be descended from…” Thr’won saw that Theron was smiling at her. Her eyes nearly careened out of her head and her face lit up with a smile as recognition hit her full bore in the face. “He has come!”

Theron held up his hand, “Softly Thr’won!” He scolded her. “This must not be heard by common ears just yet!”

As the Chief Mage, Thr’won was one of the chosen few who were not Purebloods that knew the entire history of their species. All of those select few Theron now thought, were elves because of their naturally long lives even when not turned, and the inbred sense of honor they all possessed. Thr’won’s face turned red and she took a deep breath to calm her nerves. She squeezed Theron’s hands in hers. 
“Forgive me.” She said softly.

Theron shook his head. “No forgiveness is needed old friend. Of all the turned races 

within our city, among all the Purebloods, elves are the most respected above all others. When Dymas made your race he instilled a sense of duty and honor that humans must cultivate and allow to grow. With the elves it is ingrained, and that is what endears your kind to the Purebloods so much. You have the beauty of angels and the hearts of warriors. Have you never noticed that of all the remaining pureblood Alphas, with no exceptions, all of them have an elfin mate? Some have others yes, but there is always an elf that shares their bed more often than the others.” 

Thr’won looked at him surprised. “I… I did not know this.” She said quietly. “My husband has… he has no others. I asked him once… encouraged him even, yet he told me he had need of no others.” 

“Spartans we may be Thr’won… but we do know love and devotion. Especially to the mates we claim under the Centennial Moon, as your husband did you.” Theron told her. “You hold a position higher than any non pureblood in the history of our people. A position we look to with honor and great respect. Do not discount your status among our people. Or the power you can wield.”
Thr’won looked at him now. “Theron… if… if this is truly the case, and it would truly be joyous if it is… why has Dymas not contacted you. He is Guardian of the Line.”

Theron shook his head. “I don’t know. We know he used his skills in genetics to create you and the other elves, but we don’t know why he has remained silent for so long.”

“If the scrolls are accurate, no one has heard from him since the Sky Fires.” Thr’won said.

Theron shook his head. “I know. There was a point of great despair for him roughly thirty years after the Sky Fires, but since then I have felt nothing. He is a Tier Six telepath, almost as powerful as you or I, and he has not lowered his shields in all that time.”


“And what of these images Aricia has witnessed, her uncle Androcles dying… the Shi Viska on another’s arm?” Thr’won asked. “Even I know that is not possible. What does it all mean?” 


“Only one could cause a Spartan Centurion to release his Shi Viska, and that is the descendant of Leonidas.” Theron told her. “That he was actually able to use it, well that is the most powerful sign that he has come.”


“Where… where are they Theron?” Thr’won asked.


“We don’t know.” He replied. “However I am willing to bet that Aricia does.”

“Theron… they were protecting her mind.” Thr’won told him, her voice holding a warning in it. “Her inner most desires and thoughts, their desires and thoughts, and that implies a connection far deeper than I have ever seen. Is it wise to probe deeper? I have no wish too, not after what I saw. While I did say the skills they used were rudimentary… they were skills that no telepath should have without at least half a millennia of intense training and supervision. Yet these females have only just been turned, and Aricia is just past the age of awareness, that level of power… combined with his…” She met his eyes. “Theron… they may very well be willing to kill ruthlessly to protect what they consider to be theirs, and make no mistake they do consider Aricia to belong to them and no other. And if what I felt was any indication, she is quite willing to do the same, and she feels the same as they do. The connection between the four of them goes much deeper than just images and visions, deeper than anything I have ever seen. It might be prudent to spread the word quietly that she is not to be courted or mounted by any male, Alpha or otherwise, for she will consider it unwelcome to say they least. And if they sense this… well I shudder to think of the reaction with the power they wield so casually.”

“Yes… and I imagine they would feel the same as well.” He spoke. “And I have no intentions of probing deeper into the mind of one among three that the King has chosen for a mate and Queen.” Theron told her. “I am old… but I am not stupid. And your suggestion rings very true, I will make it so, though I doubt the son of Autolycus will approve. He has been sniffing in the wind for Aricia for a decade now.”

“Midlan is a fool who fancies himself a powerful telepath and superior Alpha.” Thr’won snorted. “If I was unmated I would no more mate with him than I would a snake. He pursues Aricia because of her beauty and the fact that her family is dishonored. He knows no other Alpha of Pureblood will court her, and the non pureblood Alphas will only consider her beneath them and not as an equal mate.” She met his eyes once more. “Theron… Aricia can not be Queen, by our very own laws.” Thr’won spoke softly. “Her family has been marked by the actions of her brother. Her parents hold no love for the Senate, or they for them, though you and I both know they and their children are as loyal as any Spartan.”

“A situation we will have to look into after we return.” Theron said.

“Return, return from where?” Thr’won spoke. “After what I have seen, if I do not get home quickly and bed my husband, my aura will attract every unmated wolf within miles. And while the thought of my mate fighting for me is delightful, I have no desire for anyone’s touch but his. And if I don’t get it soon I will burst.”

Theron chuckled. “You will have tonight my friend.” He spoke. “We will leave in the morning. Aricia knows where they are and that is why you and she are coming with us.”


“Coming with you? What are you talking about? Again I ask…Where are we going?”


Theron got to his feet, extending to his full height of six foot. “We are going to find our King.” He said.


It was so pure and sweet, so pungent and alive as it filled her senses. She could feel the weight on her body, the heat of the skin pressed against hers, the soft, gentle caresses on her neck and shoulder. Anja’s jade green eyes fluttered open, and she gasped softly at the rich detail that now filled her vision. She blinked several times, trying to focus her eyes. Everything was so much clearer and even in the dim light of the moon coming into the room, she could see with a clarity she had never experienced. She inhaled and the powerful smell of mint and sweet wildflowers surged through her nostrils, filling her senses and causing her body to shiver in delight.

“Hi there,” The deep voice filled her ears and she looked down slightly to see Martin’s smiling face, and the beautiful tanned face of Dysea staring at her over the top of her full breasts. Their heads were touching as they gazed at her, both of them completely naked and laying half on and half off her petite body.


“Martin?” Anja spoke softly, “Dysea?”


“Welcome to our world Melyanna.” Dysea said softly, leaning over to softly kiss her muscular abdomen.


“You… you bit me.” Anja gasped seeing Martin’s dark eyes twinkle in response to her words. “You… you both bit me.”

Martin nodded. “Yes.”


“Why?” Anja spoke looking at him.


Martin shifted his body and pushed himself up on his elbow, reaching out to stroke her cheek. “I have wanted to make you like me since that first night Anja.” He said softly. “All these years I have wanted to claim you. When you came back into my life… the desire became even stronger.”

Anja looked at him suddenly, her eyes wide. “Oh Martin… Danny and Julie… I’m so sorry! I didn’t… I didn’t…”


Martin smiled and put a finger to her lips. “That wasn’t the time yet.” He spoke. “You have nothing to apologize for Anja. You needed them… just as I needed Dysea. It… it opened both our minds to so many new things. I knew we would be together. I’ve always known Anja. We just needed to find Dysea first.”


“And I am so very happy you did.” Dysea said softly.


Anja’s Jade green eyes opened wide. “I’m… I’m like you now?”


In every way you can imagine Anja Peterson. His voice filled her mind, causing her eyes to grow even wider.


“Martin… your voice… I… can… I heard it in my mind!” She gasped.


Dysea smiled and moved up next to her on the bed, pressing her face close to Anja’s neck and nuzzling her skin. Isn’t it wonderful Melyanna?

You have entered an entirely new world tonight Anja. He spoke to her in her mind. I have always wondered what I was… who I was… and I am so close to that now. I needed you… I needed Dysea to finally push me towards the answers I have sought for so long. And soon we will meet the last piece of the puzzle.

Her eyes! Anja spoke surprising herself as she projected her words with her mind. They… they were beautiful!


Yes they were. Martin replied.


Anja looked at him, reaching up to stroke his strong features. You… you are not a genome are you Martin?


Do you think even a genetically engineered person could become what I become? What you and Dysea can now become? No… I am something different… we are different… and we have been seeking the answer to that question since we were children.

Danny… Julie and the others… they are…?


Martin nodded. Dan, Julie and I discovered it first. He told her. When the disease began affecting the other Genomes that Walter created, we changed the others of our team. They were our… family… and we did not want to watch them die like that.


That is why you and they were not affected? You made them… you made them like you, something different. That is why they never question you, why they follow you so fanatically.


Martin smiled. I wouldn’t call in fanatically. He spoke. I’m… I’m the Alpha, the leader of our… our pack. 


I… I will be able to change? Like you and Dysea?


Martin nodded. There is much I will teach you Anja. I’ve already started with Melda Min and I will teach you together.


Show me! Anja demanded her eyes wide.


Not tonight Melyanna. Dysea spoke. Tonight is for something different.


Anja looked at them, feeling the heat begin a slow burn in her body as they looked at her. What?

Dysea smiled at her. Tonight Melyanna… tonight we are going to feast on you. I have wanted to taste you… take you since I first saw you Melyanna. You burn in my blood Melyanna, just as intensely as Nauta Melme.

Anja felt the heat spread quickly at Dysea’s words, and the image of them coupled together screaming in pleasure flashed in her head. Her Jade eyes began to smolder as she stared at the she-elf. Oh yes.

Martin’s face lowered to her throat and nuzzled her skin, his lips setting fire to her body. We are going to take you Anja. In every way you could imagine.


Anja’s eyes closed in delight and anticipation. She felt them shift on the bed and then Martin was between her thighs and her eyes burst open as his steel hard cock impaled her with one agonizingly glorious plunge once more. Anja cried out her pleasure, her back arching off the bed as he held his her hips and began to stroke into her with power and dominance. A shadow passed over her face and she turned her head to see Dysea above her, her emerald eyes changed and smiling at her.


Taste me Melyanna. Make me scream your name to the moon.


Anja’s mouth was practically watering, her eyes wide as Dysea lowered those luscious thighs on either side of her head. Even as the pleasure from Martin’s strokes drove her to new heights of rapture, Anja gazed hungrily at the pierced clit, the platinum blond line of soft hair and the moist pussy lips as they descended towards her lips. Anja released her grip on Martin’s powerful arms and grabbed Dysea’s taut thighs, pulling her down.

Dysea screamed in unabashed delight as Anja’s four inch long tongue pierced her tight pussy and made her scream Anja’s name to the moon.


“Werewolves,” Martin asked a tone of disbelief in his voice. “Is that like a joke or something Walter? If it is I ain’t laughing. You told me you would give me answers today Walter. You owe us answers.”

Walter nodded. “Indeed I do Martin. And no it was no a joke.”


They sat in one of the conference rooms built within the Command Center of Eden, deep in the center of the ever expanding city. Martin sat on the edge of the long conference table, Dysea, Anja, Julie, the Master Chief and the other genomes present in the room. The only exception was Danny, who still lay in the hospital bed in the main clinic, recovering from the physical wounds he had suffered. All of them had opened their minds to each other, while erecting barriers to anything else within their minds, allowing Danny to be present with his mind, which was very fresh and alert.


Walter occupied the lone chair on the other side of the table, no doubt something Martin had done to put him on the spot and get the answers they all yearned for.


“We prefer the term Shifter.” Walter told them. “Werewolf is a term thought up by dogmatic old men who did not understand what we are. A term they used to instill fear of our species, a term for legends and myths that the old Hollywood directors were so fond of using. It no more describes what we are then the term soldier describes you Martin. For you and those in this room are so much more.”


“Species…?” Anja asked softly from where she sat next to Dysea holding her hand tightly.


The three of them had remained in bed until only a half hour before this meeting. Anja was still weak from the night’s activity, but her entire being was filled with a new awareness of everything around her. The scents were more pungent, the winds on her skin more telling, the subtle shifts of the ground beneath her feet. Martin and Dysea had taken her in more ways than she could remember, and she had relished in the attention and returned it just as passionately. She could still taste Dysea’s intoxicating wildflower flavor on her lips, the texture of her lips, and the feel of her nipples pressing into her skin. She had been right, and Dysea tasted sweeter than she had imagined, and Anja had spent quite a bit of time nestled between her silky thighs feasting like a starving newborn wolf. She could still feel Martin’s dominating cock possessing her in every way, causing ripples to shoot through her with just the memory of it. He filled her so completely Anja thought she would split open, yet he was so gentle and caring. His touch alone set fire to her body that were still smoldering in desire and need. Five times he had filled her tightness with his own passion, and that didn’t include the two times she had drained him with her warm mouth and throat. Her sexual appetite had increased ten fold, and she found she could go on so much longer, and this knowledge had prolonged their lovemaking until the very early morning hours when they had collapsed in each others arms, their spirits still willing, but their bodies totally spent.

“That’s why he’s the Alpha!” Kenny’s loud voice echoed in the room with a tone of mischievousness in it.


“You’d better stop that Anja.” Julie’s voice carried to her. “You’ll get all of us really overworked.”


“Uhu… What?” Anja asked turning to look at her.


Dysea was turning red with embarrassment as well and she squeezed Anja’s hand. “Your thoughts are leaking Melyanna.” She said softly. (Dear One)

Anja’s eyes flew open in embarrassment and her face turned beet red in color as she turned back around to the front of the room. She glanced at Martin in a horrified manner and found only soft and supportive love in those dark brown eyes.


Walter chuckled at this and leaned back in his chair. “As I was saying… yes a species.” He said. “Are we so ignorant to believe that humans are the only species on this planet, or in the universe?”


“So what’s next doc, vampires, maybe a Minotaur or two?” Kenny asked with a laugh.


“Vampires are foul creatures, and have been our enemies since the beginning of time. And while I have never personally seen a Minotaur, I do not discount their existence.” Walter spoke.


“So… so you’re saying Vampires are real?” Julie asked incredulously. “That they existed in the past? That they exist now?”


“I have not seen one since the passing of the comet,” Walter answered. “However they are resilient creatures, just like Shifters, or werewolves if you prefer. I sincerely doubt that there are none left. They were just as prevalent as our kind before the comet, perhaps more so. We just haven’t seen any yet, however I do believe that is going to change rather quickly.”


“Yet?” The Master Chief exclaimed. “I don’t know… giant armored bears, elves, those skinny white fuckers in the tunnel, Acid nomads. There ain’t much we haven’t seen since coming back here Doc.”


“And do you think all of this is a dream?” Walter spoke, “That you will suddenly wake up back on the moon, on EDEN and everything will be back to normal? Did you ever imagine or believe that you would or could be thrust almost five hundred years into the future? I think not. How do you explain that?”


A big god damned freak of nature? Dan’s voice echoed in all their minds from the clinic.


“And how would you define a freak of nature Daniel?” Walter spoke softly. “A person that has abilities you do not? A person that can do something no one ever thought possible. How do you explain that all of you can become a wolf and still retain your thoughts and minds? How do you explain that you can speak with your minds to each other? And only after you turn them? I believe human history shows that not to be the case.”

“But I was able to… I was able to speak with Martin and Dysea before… before…” Anja couldn’t finish the comment.


“Before I bit you in a most delicious spot?” Martin finished her statement with a large grin, “While Dysea was sucking on your neck?”


Martin ducked as two bottles of water flew across the room at him and everyone in the conference room laughed. They turned back to see Walter looking at them with a stern expression, and their laughter died quickly.


“This is no joke!” He bellowed. The tone of his voice reminded them of their childhood when Walter would lose his patience with them. “Martin, how do you explain what you now wear on your arm?” Walter asked him. “What it can do?”


“I can’t.” Martin said softly looking at him.

“Can any of you who saw what it did explain it?” Walter asked, letting his eyes rest on all those that were in the tunnel. He directed his gaze back to Martin. “Did you not tell Anja to not fear the unknown when she first saw you in your wolf form? Did you not tell her that? Is that not the exact way you and the others have lived for your entire lives?”


“How do you know that?” Martin asked shocked.


“I know many things.” Walter spoke. “I know each and every one of you have questioned what you are more than once, you more than the others Martin. You have questioned whether genome is the correct term. You have questioned whether you were genomes at all.”


“Walter you…”


“Have you tried to remove the Shi Viska from your arm Martin?” Walter spoke getting to his feet, his voice rising. “Have you?”


“It won’t… I can’t take it the fuck off!” Martin almost yelled. “It is simple leather and even my Shakur won’t cut the material.”


“Is it real?” Walter asked.


“What?”


“Is it real? Can you feel it? Touch it?” Walter asked.


“It’s branded into my arm for fucks sake! Of course I can!” Martin snapped.


“That’s not possible!” Walter spoke. “It can not be real. It doesn’t exist! You’ve never seen something like it before, so it can not exist. I think you are full of shit and are making it up!”


Martin snarled and lifted his arm. The Shi Viska flared yellow/gold, the ornate armor encasing his arm and the shield appearing. The razor sharp blades extended from the shield, causing those who had not been in the tunnel with them to jump to their feet in surprise. He extended his arm directly at Walter and prepared to launch the shield in anger. 


“Martin!” Dysea and Anja screamed in unison, coming to their feet and moving to where he stood shaking in rage.


Their voices were an immediate soothing embrace on his consciousness and allowed him to regain control of his emotions. Martin lowered his arm quickly, holding it with his right hand, his eyes wide. Walter moved around the table and sat next to Martin quietly. “Are you going to tell me that isn’t real Martin?” He asked softly. 


Martin looked at him as the armor suddenly flared once more and was gone, vanishing into nothing, leaving his forearm and palm still wrapped in the simple leather straps. “No.” He replied softly.

He looked at Dysea and Anja as they came up to him, their hands touching his body and the tension easing away almost instantly. 
“There are many things that we can not explain my King. That we don’t understand, yet that does not mean they are not real.” Walter spoke softly, everyone in the room looking at him as they had heard him call Martin his King.

Anja looked at him. “Walter… you said our kind?” Anja spoke. “What did you mean by that?”


Dysea looked at Walter suddenly realizing something. He no longer appeared old. The lines on his face were gone, his skin almost young again except for the myriad of scars that dotted his cheeks and neck. Her eyes went a little wider and she stepped closer to him, reaching out to touch his face.


“Holy One… your… your face?” She spoke.


They had all noticed it now and Walter reached up to touch his skin, his face creasing into a smile. “Shit! I knew that was going to happen sooner or later.” He muttered to himself. “I haven’t lost control like that in almost twelve hundred years.”


Dysea’s eyes grew wider. “Twelve hundred years!” She gasped.


Walter got up off the table now and looked at them. “Are you all ready to really hear me now children? Now is the time for you to know what you are. Have we decided that perhaps, just maybe, there are things out there that even though we can’t explain them, it does not mean they are false? Can we agree on that? If we can not… then I’m going to walk out of here.”

He saw the slow nodding of heads and he smiled. “Good…” Walter moved back to the chair and sat down. “My birth name is Dymas and I am a Greek. I was born in the city of Sparta in the year 520 B.C., exactly thirteen minutes after my King, and I am one of two surviving members of the original 300, Purebloods as we are called, those that died at Thermopylae, true Spartans all. My story was unremarkable until that battle at Thermopylae.”

“Thermopylae…?” Martin gasped. “Walter that battle took place over three thousand years ago.”

“Yes I know…” Walter looked at him. “I was there.”

“You’re telling me… telling us that you are over three thousand years old?” Martin said.

“I told you once when you were younger that you would live considerably longer than normal humans Martin. Do you remember that?” Walter said. “I was named Guardian of the Line by your ancestor Martin, the ancestor whose name you carry. Your last name is not Hunter as you have used all these years. It is Leonidas. Your name is Martin Leonidas, and you are heir to the throne of King Leonidas. And you are also a Werewolf.” Walter saw the look of shocks on their faces and smiled.

 “Contrary to what a movie depicted in the very early 21st century my King did not stand up and call out to his Queen at the end of his life. He saw that I was still alive, albeit barely, and he ordered the honored Thebans that remained and fought with us until the end… he saw that several remained alive and he ordered them to throw my body off the cliff of Thermopylae into the sea.” All of them could see that telling the story was having an affect on him as his eyes grew moist. “His last words to me were to insure his bloodline line did not die, that the Spartan bloodline did not die and to safeguard all free men and women.” Walter paused for a long moment and then continued. “He knew that the tide was going out and I would be carried past the Persian ships anchored on the coast. I floated on a piece of wreckage that I was able to hold on to for two days before washing ashore several miles past the battle lines. A young woman discovered me… nursed me back to health over the next months… and I returned to Sparta to take my vengeance on the Persians in the Battle of Plataea. I took the young woman as my wife after that and I turned her. It was after my joining ceremony where I was chosen to become the sole Guardian of every descendant of King Leonidas, until the time that one as great as he would return to lead our people again.”


Walter… you said our people? Danny’s voice filtered to all of them.


“Yes… our people.” Walter spoke. “There were ten thousand of us at the time of King Leonidas’s death; Werewolves, all of us Spartans of pure blood.”


“So… these werewolves…” Anja spoke softly, fascinated by this story as she sat next to Dysea. “How long have they existed?”


Walter shrugged. “No one has any idea. Just as no one knows how vampires came to walk among us. What set Leonidas apart was that he knew what he was, a werewolf, and he embraced it. His aura was one of power and mastery. He alone brought us together and gave us purpose. We were a scattered bunch before he gathered us, surviving by our wits mostly, and our ability to shift to the form of a wolf. He gathered us from all over Sparta. Three hundred of us were born within an hour of our King, another ten thousand of us over the course of the next year and we were the 300 he took with him to Thermopylae. It is written in the scrolls, and you will read them one day to learn about your heritage and birth right.”


“Wait…my birth right?” Martin gasped.


Walter smiled. “Yes Martin, your birth right! Do you think I call you my King for shits and giggles?” They all laughed softly, having never seen this part of Walter before. He had always been so reserved and determined. “Why do you think my brother called you his King? Even in his blood lust state he knew who you were. He recognized you from your aura, your scent, but most of all… your will. He released his Shi Viska to you… sensing who you were. A Shi Viska is a Spartan Centurion’s most prized weapon. They are branded with them as young as age seven, part of the Agoge, the Spartan military training. They can not be removed once branded… and they will not respond to another Centurion or individual because they are genetically encoded to that Centurion. In our entire history
 it has never happened, until now.”

“Walter this is…?” Martin asked skeptically.


Walter held up his finger in a scolding fashion. “Remember your open mind my boy. You have seen what it can do. You controlled it with your mind. Can any weapon you have ever used do what it did? You have used perhaps every weapon known to man.”


Martin glanced at Anja briefly before turning back. “No.” He said softly.


“How do you suppose that Leonidas and the 300 with him were able to slaughter so many Persians? True we had help, but they maintained our rear guard for the most part, except for the Thebans, as the Hot Gates were too narrow for more than our 300. It was glorious those first two days. We killed vampires by the hundreds,” Walter’s voice rose in pitch as he spoke. “They smashed against our shields, died under our spears and swords. They were terrified of us by the end of the first day. And we did not even have to shift during the battle. Leonidas forbid it to protect our secret. That is where the Spartan mystique comes from. Never retreat! Never surrender!”


“Wait… you were fighting vampires?” Anja asked.


Walter nodded. “Of course we were! How do you think Xerxes was able to conquer so much land in that time? He has hordes of vampire soldiers.”


“So you are saying Xerxes was a… vampire?” Martin spoke.


Walter nodded, “A very old vampire.”


“But… but the others with you…” Julie spoke softly. “They died?”


Walter nodded and got to his feet. “Oh do not get me wrong, we may be immortal… but we can be killed, by any number of means just as lethal to any human, it’s just considerably harder to kill us. If left alone and in peace… well look at me. How old do I look now that I have stopped manipulating my features? This is my normal appearance.”


“Fifty maybe,” Kenny spoke.


“And I am three thousand and sixty-six years old.” Walter replied. “Give or take a year or so. I never really keep count.”

 
So silver can kill us? Danny spoke.

Walter chuckled. “Silver is something thought up in the mind of some crazed poet perhaps. And that falsehood was only fed by others with just as much ignorance towards our species. We never attempted to dissuade that theory however. We found it quite amusing in fact.” He replied. “We decorated much of our clothing with silver, so no… silver will not kill a Shifter.”


That’s a relief. I thought I’d have to give up my collection of necklaces. Danny’s voice replied.


This brought relaxed chuckles from everyone in the room, and the tension eased even further. “Danny… do you take anything seriously?” Julie asked out loud with a smile on her face.

No. It’s too depressing.


“Enough!” Martin barked. He looked at Walter. “How can I be this person you say I am when I’m a genome? Answer that.”


Walter looked at him. “You are not a genome Martin. I know you have sensed that. I know you have seen flashes of your mother and father in your dreams, flashes of your true home.”


“Walter this is… this is very hard to believe.” Martin said.


“Indeed.” Walter replied. “I suspect it is. But it is something you must hear now. You were born Martin Leonidas, I only changed your name when your protector brought you to me for protection. There are many who do not want to see the return of the Spartan King, and not all of them are our people.”


“So you’re telling me I’m not a genome. That was all something you concocted to protect me?” Martin spoke.


“The genome program was very real.” Walter said. “However, you, Daniel and Julie were never genomes.”


What? Danny’s voice echoed loudly.


“What?” Julie’s voice followed a second behind.


Walter returned to his chair. “When your protector brought you to me for protection, I determined that I needed help. I had spent the last hundred years in America and decided I liked the country. I insinuated myself within the government and used my genetics skills to become the foremost expert in that government. But the times had changed and become perilous, and I was not fool enough to think I could continue to keep the Line safe on my own. I requested the children of two Centurions who were of pure blood and descended from the original 300 to assist me and to remain with you at all times. Julie and Daniel are those children.”


Martin looked at him his eyes wide as Julie got to her feet and came to stand next to him. “You… you mean I have parents?” Julie gasped, “A mother and father?”


Walter nodded. “I know them quite well in fact.” He answered, “As I know your parents Daniel. Truer Spartans there are none.”


“Where?” Julie demanded.


“I have not communicated with anyone in nearly five hundred years, but they were living in Sparta when last I knew.” Walter replied. “That is where most of our people live.”


“But my SEAL Team… what about them?” Martin spoke.


“The defect in the genomes was very real.” Walter began again. “I have never been able to find out what it was that caused them to begin snapping as they did. When you saw it happening to the other teams you assumed it wasn’t happening to you because of your supposed animal DNA.” Walter shook his head. “It wasn’t happening to you because you were not Genomes. You took it upon yourself to turn the rest of your team, who in fact would have died if you had not.” Walter met his eyes. “In essence you made them your brothers and sisters. And in doing so you saved their lives, and formed the very first Spartan Centurion unit that was not of pure blood, all with the ingrained sense of duty and honor that every Spartan has, not to mention an extremely deadly unit of men and women, a match I would suggest for even our elite Centurion Shifters. And they all have the one thing I could not provide.”

“Which was what?” Martin asked.

“The unwavering and unquestioning will and desire to protect you,” Walter told him, “No matter the cost.”

“That was never my intent!” Martin snapped coming to his feet. “I… had no idea that…”
“Of course it wasn’t!” Walter barked back, “Just as it was never Leonidas’s intent that his soldiers would die for him without question. It was there because to us it was the greatest honor and glory to die in the service of our King, protecting his life. Anyone of us would willingly have thrown our lives away to save him, without a second’s hesitation. It is not something he asked for, nor demanded. It is something he inspired in all of us. Because of whom he was. The same as Daniel and Julie and anyone of those of you who remain would do. Tell me I am wrong.” He let his eyes sweep across them, touching each one for a brief second and seeing no one who would refute what he had just said. No one made a sound or moved a muscle for they all knew it was true. Walter took the silence as his answer and continued. “Once I discovered what you had done I…”


“Wait… you knew?” Martin asked.


“Of course I knew. I sensed their awareness the moment they became wolf! I have learned something in my three thousand years of life you know.” Walter sounded almost indignant. “What did you think? That I was some strapping young buck who was making this all up to entertain you!” He boomed.


“There are more of us?” Martin asked quietly.


“More?” Walter said. “Have you been listening to me Martin? There is an entire city of our people; thousands of us, from every race on this planet; every culture. Unlike so many races that have lived in the past, we never cared for a person’s skin color or culture, as long as they honored our own when they were turned. As centuries passed, we moved away from the brutal and sometimes cruel lives we led as Spartans, but we held close to our traditions. I have not spoken with the Steward since the passing of the comet, but I would imagine in the centuries that have passed since then, many of the elves I created, or children they sired have joined our number. Much as you are now Dysea. I did design the elves to be physically desirable in every fashion to men. And werewolves are no different. We have the same needs and desires, though considerably stronger at times, and secretly it was my hope that the elves would become a permanent part of Spartan society. It was the vampires, under the guise of the Alliance that destroyed what I began, twisted it into something evil. Humans are the bane of this planet and there are times when I question my King’s order to me to safeguard them and their freedom.” Walter looked at them. “However it is not an order I will ever refused, no matter my personal feelings. They allowed the vampires into the inner corridors of power before the comet passed, and once in there is no way to rid yourself of them.” Walter laughed at the look Martin gave him. “You must think me to be some crazy old man who had his mind burned from him during the comet.”

“The thought had crossed my mind Walter.” Martin replied honestly. “I mean… everything we have seen and done aside… this is all really way out there.”
“Indeed it is.” He replied. “You are a wolf Martin… able to take the shape of a human. You can smell when someone is lying. Am I lying right now?”

“No.” Martin answered without hesitation.

“It goes back to not fearing the unknown My King.” He spoke.

“You need to stop calling me that.” Martin said.

“I will do no such thing! I have cared for twenty-two descendants of the Line of King Leonidas, and only you have the same aura. The same power! The same will! Only you!” He nearly shouted now. “We have known that one would come! We have waited three thousand years for a man who shared our King’s thoughts and memories and his drive! Tell me my King… why do you see towering walls of black rock and the crash of angry seas. Have you ever been to such a place? Why do you see images of Aricia in your minds? She is beautiful isn’t she?” Walter sensed that Anja and Dysea were looking at him intently now, surprise showing on their faces as well. “And she does love you. All of you.” He said looking at Anja and Dysea.
Martin looked at him. “How… how do you now about that?”

“On the Raptor… when Anja touched yours and Dysea’s minds… I was able to see the images as well. It is Thermopylae Martin! As it was when my King and our 300 first arrived. Before the battles began! If you look deeper, into that place where you do not wish to go, you will see the remainder of those images. You will have to go there eventually to realize your true potential, but until that time know this. You are my King… and every werewolf, all of Sparta will recognize you in a single heartbeat. Do not ask me to disrespect you in such a way.” 

Martin was quiet for a long moment. He could feel the touch of Anja and Dysea’s hands on his shoulders and back and their fingers sent soothing warmth through him.

“Holy One…” Dysea spoke now, her voice soft. “You… you once told me that you created the Elf High King with DNA from the bloodlines of Kings. Is…”


Walter met her eyes. “When the comet came I was lost. I thought I had failed my King in every way. I did not realize that you had survived Martin, and in my grief I used DNA from you to make the Elf High King. He had a son, but the Alliance killed him before the son was able to have children. By the time of his death I had realized that Martin and the others were still alive on the moon, and I knew they would return and I never created another.”

Dysea’s emerald eyes fell on Martin then. “Nauta Melme… that would mean you… you are the Elf High King.” She spoke softly.


“Melda Min… Walter just said he never made another.” Martin spoke.


Dysea shook her head. “You don’t understand. Every elf society, High Elves, Wood Elves, the Drow… all of us… we all had a copy of your DNA to verify any claim that was made for that throne. Even after the death of the High King we preserved the samples in the hopes that one day a King would come; a King that would unite all the elf clans and end the centuries of infighting and needless death; a king that would lead us all against the Alliance so that we could be free.” Dysea reached out and took his hands. “Nauta Melme… you are that King.”


“She is right Martin.” Walter spoke.


Martin got up off the table. “I don’t want to be a King! Anyone’s King! I just want… you let them cultivate these ideas?” He demanded looking at Walter.

“I may have created them, but whatever they cultivated is entirely their own doing.” He spoke. “They are just as intelligent and alive as you or I. Their purpose was to help mankind to pull itself out of the abyss… which they did… and then humans enslaved them. I have no more right to take their past from them than you do.”


“Walter…” Martin began.


“You are the King of Sparta!” Walter roared as he came to his feet, startling all of them. “By god start acting like it! It matters not what you want! You are the King we have waited three thousand years for. You are the King the Elves have so longed for. This is not a matter of what you want. It is simply what is, and the faster you realize that, the longer we will stay alive.”


“What?”

“Do you love Dysea Martin?” He asked.


Martin glared at him. “What the fuck kind of question is that? Of course I do! With all that I am!”


“The same way in fact that you love Anja correct?” Walter spoke.


“Yes.” He answered immediately.

“Dysea is an elf. She has a mother and a father, just as you did. Does the fact that her ears are pointed in any way distract you from knowing she is a woman? She is stronger than a normal woman and in many ways superior to them. Though as a wolf now, she will notice that she is no different from the other female Shifters, with the exception of her experience in combat and her love for you. Do these things make you see her as somehow different?”

Martin looked at Dysea and she saw in his eyes an adoring love. “Her ears are the second most delicious part of her.” He answered with a smile.

Anja grinned and took Dysea’s hand in hers. “I can attest to that fact.” She said proudly.

“Anja was completely human until you turned her.” Walter spoke. “Is she any different to you now? You know her more intimately than anyone with the exception of Dysea. The three of you together have reached past the physical part and joined the wolf part of yourselves, though I must admit… I’ve never seen or felt a connection so deeply between three people.” Walter said. “Or four I should say, considering what you now feel for Aricia.” He looked into the air as if sniffing for something, “Daniel… your feelings for Anuk? Do you love her?”


I would die for her. Danny replied instantly.


Walter looked at Anja. “Anja… does your love for Dysea match your love for Martin? Does the fact that she is an elf or that Martin is a wolf make you feel any less love towards them?”


Anja looked at him now, “Never.” She answered without hesitation.


“I’m not seeing the problem here.” Walter spoke. “What more proof do you need to show you I am not some lunatic Martin? What proof do you need to see that will prove what your heart and mind already know to be true? You can feel it in your blood. Running through your veins, as all of you can, just as it runs through mine.” Walter sighed heavily. “I never intended for you to discover this in such a way. Once I realized you and the others still lived and in fact had come back to earth…”

Martin looked at him. “Admiral Wallace? Is he…”


Walter nodded. “He is not pure blood… but he is a wolf; a very old wolf, and completely loyal to you and to our people.”


Martin laughed. “To me… I am…”


“You are his King!” Walter spoke firmly, “And you are my King, as you were my brother’s King. I know you feel the power surging through you Martin. There has not been a wolf of your size or aura since King Leonidas himself. The strength of an aura I have not felt since I stood beside my King that day so long ago. Do you know how long I have waited to feel that again, the power, the purpose, the commitment to all that is good in us, humans and all species alike?”


“You’re not making this any easier.” Martin spoke with a tilted grin.


“Why should I?” Walter spoke. “You need to know who and what you are. You all do?” He said. “The Alliance… the vampires grows stronger every year. How I do not know. They keep devising new killers to throw into the population, new soldiers. Soon they will even come for our city. And then war will come to this planet.”


“I… I killed your brother Walter.” Martin said softly. “Yet… yet you act as if that was something good.”


“You gave him the death he desired. The death he deserved as a Spartan. When I touched him, I saw all that those creatures had done to him. The torture… the lives they forced him to take. Had you not killed him in battle, he would have taken his own life at some point and that would have held no honor for him.” Walter looked at Martin. “You gave him what all Spartans desire, death in the service of their King. Do not mourn him my King… he would berate you for such an act if he were here, as would our mother and father.” Walter lifted Martin’s sleeve and allowed his fingers to caress the bridle he wore on his arm. “He bestowed to you the one thing those monsters could not take from him no matter what they tried. Use it with honor, and then return it to our mother when we reach Sparta.”

“Sparta?” Martin asked.


Walter nodded. “That is our city. I know it survived the comet and more than likely due to its location it has prospered. We will need to go there soon.”


“Why?” Anja asked.


Walter turned to her. “Because our people must know that the bloodline of Leonidas lives on. They must see their King… as well as their Queens. And all of you will need to be trained. You have learned more in the wild than I could have ever hoped for, far more than any Spartan Centurion learns in less than two decades, and I did not exaggerate when I said together you would be a match for even our most elite Spartan Centurions. But all of you lack control and the skill to fully use your abilities.”


Anja and Dysea looked at him with stunned expressions. “You’re joking.” Anja said. “Aren’t you? About the Queen part?”


Walter smiled, “Far from it.” He replied. “While there has never been two Queens,” His eyes gave off a twinkle at them. “Especially two Queens who are so… close shall we say… it is not uncommon for an Alpha to take more than one permanent mate. And since Martin has marked you both… no other male, Alpha or otherwise would dare approach you if they know what is good for them. It does mean you will have the duties and responsibilities of Queen however. Something Dysea is completely comfortable with, and something you will learn Anja. Though how we will deal with Aricia and the situation that will present is something else entirely.”


“What do you mean?” Dysea asked.


“The connection between the four of you is deep as I said.” Walter spoke. “All werewolves are telepathic to some extent; most do not advance that skill past the basic levels however because of the energy and strength needed to use it. Yet the four of you use your abilities to speak easily among yourselves where no one can reach you. And it does not tire you. And Aricia has blended into your connection now. The barrier you erected in her mind, though done subconsciously, will be discovered the moment she is scanned by a high level telepath like myself. I must commend you on the psychic barrier; it was intricately done, if not very rudimentary in nature. That you were able to do this over so vast a distance with no telepathic training is more than impressive. What made you do this?”


“She asked us too.” Anja answered softly. She looked at Dysea and Martin and saw them nod their heads. “What… what we experienced was… personal in nature. Very unexpected, it surprised us… but it was very personal and exquisitely pleasant. Aricia did not want to share that with anyone. And nor did we.”


Walter nodded. “Then I will leave it to the four of you to discover.” 


“We can’t leave.” Martin spoke. “Eden is still growing. And we can not allow the war between the High Elves and Wood Elves to take place.”


Walter nodded. “I agree.” He said. “But whatever your plans… you need to advance them. Once the Alliance… once the vampires discover that you are indeed alive and what your true heritage is, they will come after you.”


“I thought you said you hadn’t seen any vampires since the comet?” Julie asked.


“I haven’t. But it is not hard for one like to me to discern where they have recently been. I would know the stench of a blood sucker the moment it walked into a room.”


Martin looked at him. “And how would they know what I was? Or who I was for that matter?”


Walter met his eyes. “That is entirely my fault.” He answered. “Before I discovered you were still alive I made the mistake of sharing my secrets with an assistant. I was rather intoxicated and she was the very pestering type, not to mention attractive. And I am a wolf after all; we do have the needs of men.” Walter spoke with a wry grin. “I did not realize what she was until it was too late. She hid it very well… very well. I have yet to discover how it was she masked herself from me, but she did.”

“Who are we talking about here Walter?” Martin asked. “You talk like I should know her.”


“You do my boy.” Walter spoke. “She is Yuri.”


Martin’s eyes flew open, matching the look on Anja’s face as well as everyone else in the room. “Yuri!” Martin hissed. “She survived?”


“Survived? Martin my boy she is a vampire. A very old vampire, and if there is anything she knows how to do it is survive.” Walter answered.


Fuck! I hated that bitch from day one! Danny’s voice echoed within their minds.


“Who… who is this Yuri?” Dysea asked.


“Currently she is referred to as the President of the Alliance.” Walter replied as he adjusted himself in the chair. “However… she is almost as old as I am, if not older and she has been the bane of our lives for quite a number of centuries. She has remained hidden since the night she got the information from me. She allows the humans around her to run things according to her will. She may have even turned some of them, but I have not seen any myself. She knows I would detect them immediately.”


“But you worked for them Walter.” Martin spoke, “For the Alliance.”


Walter nodded. “I did… however she is not strong enough to defeat me alone, and she knew that. She allowed me to conduct my work, and until it was discovered I was instilling the desire for freedom into the elves she left me alone. After that… I decided to run rather than risk being killed or captured before you returned to earth.”


“She used me?” Martin said.


Walter nodded. “She suspected who you were before the comet came. How I do not know. She managed to wiggle her way into the Japanese military posing as a genome, and then defected to us. All of it was done to get close to you.”


“What the hell for?” Martin asked.


Walter got to his feet. “He wants you dead my boy.”


“Who wants me dead?”


“I do not know his real name… I only knew him as Xerxes.” Walter replied.


“Xerxes?” Martin said, “The Xerxes, the Persian King?”


Walter smiled and nodded. “One and the same, and believe me when I tell you he was not happy that we kicked his ever loving ass back then and he hated us even more after that. Werewolves were all slaves to the vampires at one point in our history. It is a history no one has knowledge of so do not ask, not even the wisest among us. Xerxes is the only son of the Vampire High Lord. The werewolves had begun to revolt by the time Leonidas became King, and our stand at Thermopylae was the beginning of the end for the total reign. And Leonidas is the only werewolf to have ever drawn blood from Xerxes.”


“So what you’re saying is that this vampire is pissed at me because my ancestor handed him his backside three thousand years ago?” Martin asked. 


Walter nodded. “In essence yes; Vampires are not known for forgiving and forgetting. They have long memories.”


Martin laughed out loud and shook his head, “Shit… tell him to take a number. I’ve made quite a few enemies since we came back to earth. He’ll have to wait in line. Is there anything else that I should know?” He asked.

Walter got to his feet, “Only one thing.” He spoke. “Because of my attempts to recreate you after the comet, the Elf High King is descended from you. Which means, as you already know, that makes you heir to that throne as well.”


“And?”


Walter looked at Dysea. “That means that Dysea and Anja have now become the Elf High co-Queens so to speak as will Aricia, which makes them just as large a target as you are my boy.” He spoke looking back to Martin, smiling at the looks of stunned astonishment on the faces of both women.


“Oh… is that all?” Martin asked sarcastically. 


“Yes… with the exception that you have a traitor here in Eden itself, someone who not only works for the Alliance, but who may very well be a vampire.”


Martin’s eyes darkened. “Do you know who?”


Walter shook his head. “Whoever it is… I would guard myself carefully. And whatever your plans may be. That is why I suggest you act quickly. If this traitor is a vampire, then they have learned how to cover their stench to some extent.”


“Fuck me.” Martin muttered. “This day just keeps getting better and better.”


Wake up little one. The soothing female voice spoke, a voice she easily recognized.


My… my Queen, is that you?

Anuk’s cerulean blue eyes fluttered open slowly, and she heard the gasps of several people. The lights were bright and she lifted her arm slowly to block out the glare as her eyes began to focus.


Move slowly Anuk. You will be very sore, your body as gone through quite a bit in the last few months. This voice Anuk didn’t recognize and her forehead crinkled in confusion.


Where am I?


You are safe now little one. Dysea’s voice spoke again, And with friends. Your mother and father are here. Do not outwardly show that I am speaking to you within your thoughts child, as that will invite questions we are not prepared to answer just yet.

Anuk’s eyes began to focus and she saw her father standing in the doorway of the room looking tall and proud as always. Her mother sat in the chair next to her, holding her hand within hers. She saw Dysea standing to the side of her bed beside the shorter, attractive woman with red hair and dimples.


I do not have dimples. The voice spoke, but with a musical laughter to it.


But you do my love. She heard Dysea reply looking at the shorter woman. And they are so very delightful.


My… my Queen… what… we were in the tunnel. These foul creatures… Daniel was protecting me. I… I saw him… there was blood… everywhere. He was injured… hideously… but he… he wouldn’t leave my side!


Anuk sat up quickly, the pain that shot through her body and mind causing her to gasp in agony. Daniel! Her mind screamed out.


Anuk heard her mother cry out in surprise and worry but then Dysea was sitting on the bed, taking her hand. Be at peace child. He is injured… but he is safe, as are you. Dysea’s head turned to the others in the room. “Leave us for a moment.” She barked out the order.

It was the voice of command, and Vengal stepped forward to take his wife’s arm, guiding her gently into the hallway of the clinic. Dysea waited until the door had closed before turning back to Anuk.


“Now we can speak freely for a few moments.” Dysea said.


Anuk took several deep breaths. “I… I feel different Milady… so different.” She said softly, her eyes sweeping the room as she got her bearings. New smells assaulted her nostrils, her eyes blinking rapidly as she tried to focus on what she was seeing for the first time; the tiny speckles of grain in the floor, the different shades of color that her vision was flashing through. Power coursed through her limbs, pure and strong. Her Queen’s wildflower scent, mixed heavily with the sweet honey scent permeated her nostrils. She could hear voices… people talking in her mind. “What is wrong with me? I…”


Dysea looked at Anja. “Help me my love. Daniel is not opening himself to her for fear of rejection. We must steady her.”


Anja moved around to the other side of the bed and joined Dysea, taking Anuk’s other hand. “Breath Anuk… look at us,” She spoke softly. “Deep breaths… let it flow through you, calm you. Your heart is racing, but we can answer your questions. Let us help you.”


“We went through the same thing as you Little One. Trust us.” Dysea told her as she reached out with her mind to sooth Anuk. “Be calm. You have joined a whole new world, a wonderful world.”


Anuk held their hands tightly and took deep breaths as Anja told her. She felt power coursing through her, new sights, new sounds, new smells; a calligraphy of new experiences. It was overwhelming, and the one source of comfort she had grasped at, the one source of her strength these past few days that had held her together was not there.


Anuk looked at Dysea. “She’s reaching for Danny. She’s terrified and he has been there for her physically and emotionally, and now she’s reaching for him with her mind and can’t find him.”


“Anuk… stay strong Little One.” Dysea said touching her face. “I will get the thing you desire most.”


Dysea got up and walked quickly into the hallway. She paused seeing Anuk’s mother get to her feet, Vengal and Matarn standing in the corridor as well. 


“My… my Queen what is wrong?” Anuk’s mother gasped. “My child…”


Dysea ignored her and continued down the corridor as her mind found his. She moved steadily ignoring all else to include the cries of Anuk’s mother. She reached the door and shoved it open to see Danny standing by the side of the bed wearing his fatigues and buttoning his shirt. Martin and Julie stood with him.

“Daniel… you fool!” Dysea snapped angrily. “You shut your mind to Anuk, and you are the one thing she has come to rely on for strength. You need to go to her now! She needs you more than anything at this moment!”


There was no hesitation in his response and he bolted from the room, dropping all his shields and feeling Anuk’s panic sweep through him. “Fuck!” He swore at himself as he half ran, half limped into the hallway with a single minded determination.


Vengal’s head turned when he saw the ebony skinned giant smash into the corridor heading for them. He was still limping severely and he knocked over a chair as elves and humans alike rushed to get out of his way. He turned back to look through the glass at his daughter on the bed and he saw her blue eyes open wide as if she had suddenly found something she wanted above all else. Anuk began to scramble from the bed, heedless of the fact that she was almost completely nude except for the skimpy hospital dress.


“Daniel!” Anuk screamed as she lost her footing in the room and fell, Anja catching her before she landed.


“Anuk!” Dan’s scream matched her own and Vengal saw Matarn and his wife turn to look at the ebony giant bearing down on them. Martin and Julie were close behind him with Dysea as well.


The next events happened in slow motion for Vengal, and above all else it sealed his decision. Matarn stepped in front of Daniel’s charging form.


“And where do you think you are going?” Matarn asked smugly.


Dan looked at him as he stopped. “Get out of my way asshole.” He gasped.


“You will have nothing to do with my betrothed anymore!” Matarn barked. “She is my property, and you will not touch her!”


Vengal watched in stunned horror as Danny’s eyes changed then, his fangs extending in that instant and the huge hand that snatched Matarn up like he was an insect. He heard Matarn gag and his hands went to the throat that held him as Dan lifted him eighteen inches off the floor.


“You will not touch her ever again you slimy motherfucker!” Danny’s voice was cold and filled with barely controlled animal rage. Vengal watched in amazement as with scarcely any effort Danny sent Matarn sailing down the corridor to smash into the wall at the end.


“Daniel!” Anuk’s voice filled the corridor as the door to her room burst open, and Vengal watched Daniel’s eyes revert back to normal and he staggered over to her, gathering her into his arms and sinking to the floor in front of him and his wife.


“I… I have you baby.” He said, crushing Anuk to him. “I got you now and no one is ever taking you away from me again.” He whispered his face buried in her rust colored hair, his hands stroking her shoulder and arm. “You’re mine Anuk.”


Vengal and his wife stood there in shock as they saw the most peaceful expression spread across their daughter’s face, her eyes closing with a look of contentment and she curled up into Daniel’s arms uncaring that his hands stroked her bare skin in places not entirely appropriate for a man who did not know her. Their eyes grew even further surprised when Anuk opened her eyes again, and they saw the change. Her cerulean blue eyes had grown smaller, the pupils still the color they knew, but the whites of her eyes becoming outlined in black, and small fangs extended from her mouth. Fangs that were exposed even further as her lips spread into a peaceful smile and her head pushed deeper against the chest of the man who held her in his arms.


“NO!” The voice screamed. “She is mine!”

Vengal’s head snapped around to see Matarn coming toward them with a furious look of utter rage on his face, his hand reaching for the weapon he wore on his belt. Vengal pushed his wife aside, reaching far too slowly for his own weapon. There was a flash of white/blue light in the corridor and Vengal saw the huge black shadow pass next to him. He heard an unmistakable growl of animal savageness and then he saw the massive black wolf as it lashed out with razor like claws and crush Matarn’s arm like dried twigs, blood erupting from the wound to splash on the white walls in the hall, his weapon skittering across the floor. It was the largest wolf Vengal had seen in his lifetime, easily three hundred pounds of muscle and teeth, and the thought flashed through his mind on how something so large could have made it into this clinic. His head turned and he saw Dysea and Anja standing there with a look of amusement of their faces, the genome Julie with a bored expression while she squatted next to Daniel, her hand on his shoulder.

Vengal turned back to see the next white/blue flash of light, and then Martin Hunter was standing there, naked in the hallway, his hand clutching Matarn’s throat in its grasp as he savagely slammed him into the corridor wall, imbedding his body several inches into the concrete and plaster, a blow that Matarn should not have survived. Martin’s eyes had changed Vengal saw, becoming yellow outlined in black and savage looking fangs extending almost an inch from his mouth. A face he now placed within inches of Matarn’s pain filled grimace. This was much different than what Vengal had seen him do outside Ash Fork. His mind told him it was impossible, but Vengal had witnessed it happening right in front of him. 

“I guess they don’t teach you shit birds in vampire school to never come between a wolf and his mate uhu?” Martin’s voice growled. “And most especially not… between… the… mate… of… my brother… and… a… SPARTAN!” Martin’s voice screamed out the last and the words shook the hall they stood in. He felt the word rip through him, sounding so normal, so right. His entire being quaked with power at that word, and it was power he reveled in. 

Martin knew his path then, and he accepted it fully as he clutched Matarn tightly, the elf’s eyes wide in fear, his vampire fangs now extending.


Matarn’s eyes were full of more fear than he had ever known as he gazed into yellow death. His entire body rang out in agony, his arm hanging useless at his side.


“Do not kill him my King!” Walter’s voice echoed down the corridor and they turned to see him moving quickly among the stunned men and women in the hall. He moved up next to Martin and looked at Matarn. “How… how did you know?” He asked.


Martin didn’t take his eyes off Matarn. “He reeks of blood.” Martin answered, “Like he has just fed.”


Walter’s nose twitched. “Ah… indeed he does, interesting.” Walter turned his head and allowed his nose to guide him. After a moment he looked at Julie. “The third floor Julie, a room on this end of the clinic. The elf is still alive if only barely. We must get her to a room and give her blood”

Martin looked at him as Julie took off in a trot. “Won’t she turn?” Martin asked.


Walter shook his head. “He would have to drain her dry or feed on her more than once to turn her. And elves are far more resistant to his ilk than humans. She will survive. The better question is what do we do with the child vampire here?”


“Child?” Martin asked.


Walter smiled, his eyes changing now as well, and his fangs extending. “Oh yes… young Matarn here has not been a vampire for more than a year or so. An older vampire would know never to come within range of a wolf’s nose just after he’s fed, and most especially not you or I my King.” Matarn’s eyes grew wide and Walter smiled. “Ah yes… you know who holds you so close to death don’t you young Matarn. They taught you to fear him didn’t they? Do you feel that fear? That is good… very good.”


Walter struck with speed that surprised even Martin, his hand striking Matarn just above his ear and dropping him into blackness. Martin allowed his body to drop to the floor and he stepped back looking at Walter. “What was that all about?”

Walter reached down and plunged his hand into the wall where Matarn had been pinned ripping out several thick ropes of wire with barely any effort.


“Walter… we are trying to finish the upper floors,” Martin said, relaxing his face and allowing the change to recede. “Not rip them down.”


Walter smiled and bent to secure Matarn. “There are two things that young vampires are taught to fear above all else, for it most likely means instant death to them.” He explained as he wrapped the wire around Matarn’s hands and then his upper body.


“And they would be what?” Martin asked.


Walter stood back up, “The sun… for until they are older the sun means their death… and the wrath of a pure blood wolf descended from the original 300.” He replied with a smile, “Namely… you and I. Yes… young Matarn here will sing for me. That was impressive my King, very impressive indeed. All my years and I have never detected a vampire after he has fed. A suggestion though, my King…”


Anja stood next to Dysea watching them, her blood pounding in her head as she gazed at Martin in all his glory. His aura was threatening to overwhelm what little control she was holding onto, and she could feel the fire between her thighs. She reached out to grasp Dysea’s hand, only to find that Dysea’s palm was sweaty and she was experiencing the same thing, her heart pounding so loudly Anja could hear it as easily as a drum.


“What’s that?” Martin asked.


“Perhaps it would be appropriate for you to wait until there were not other eyes around before shifting next time.” Walter spoke gently as Martin turned his head, catching the sweet smell of both wildflowers and honey.


“Would… would someone care to tell me just what in the hell is going on here?” Vengal bellowed.


His voice shook Dysea from her almost trancelike state and she looked at him, both he and his wife and several others staring at the very naked Martin. She moved quickly, stepping over in front of Martin, pulling Anja with her to block the fact that he was very much without any clothes on.


“Vengal… I believe it’s time we sat down and had a long discussion.” Dysea told him, her voice quaking with the lust and desire that was burning in her veins.

Martin grinned his own blood pounding as their scents filled his nostrils and leaned his head close to her curved elf ear, nuzzling the bottom of her delicately pointed four inch long ear, his tongue flicking out to caress the lobe. Dysea’s eyes closed in bliss and she gasped softly in delight, her hands reaching back to grab his hips.

“Nauta Melme… I… please…” She hissed between clenched teeth, her head leaning back against him, the wolf in her wanting him to throw her on the floor and take her right there.


“Martin… you have to stop it… ” Anja spoke in a hushed whisper, her back also to him as she stood next to Dysea, blocking the view of his naked flesh, sweat beginning to bead on her skin from the lust pulsing through her as well for the wolf that was her mate.


Martin turned his head with a smile and bent even lower to nuzzle the side of Anja’s neck, nibbling the silky skin of her throat and everyone saw her body stiffen in response, pushing back against him, her eyes closing in sinful enchantment as the rush of sexual energy swelled through her.


“My King,” Walter spoke loudly, causing both Dysea and Anja to jump and Martin to turn his head quickly. “I see that I will need to teach you to shield your aura my King, if nothing else but for the sake of your two Queens and their sanity. Your aura is irresistible to them when your emotions run high. As theirs is for you. You must control it, for decencies sake.”


“Spoilsport,” Martin said with a grin.


Walter shook his head with a smile. “King Leonidas told me the same thing many times when he got this way. It appears I will have to do it all over again.”


Daniel still sat on the floor watching the events take place with a shit eating grin on his face. He felt Anuk move in his arms, her face looking up to gaze at him. The feel of his arms around her had erase any concerns or doubts she may have had about anything going forward in her young life, of that she had little doubt. The warmth and strength of his embrace chased all fears and chill from her body and she could feel her skin burning with hot desire for the man who now held her.

“This… this is your brother I take it. The one you spoke of.” She said softly, her voice causing both her parents to turn and look at her with surprised expressions.

Danny grinned and looked down into her angelic face. “Yeah… but you caught him in a bad moment.” He said softly. “He’s usually much more reserved, especially in his choice of clothes.”

“Will… will you do to me what he apparently does to them?” She asked him with a smile of love and adoration that promised pleasures Danny knew he could never resist.

Vengal watched as Danny pulled his legs under him and lifted Anuk from the floor with as much effort as picking a flower. He watched as Dan lowered his cheek to Anuk’s forehead with a gentle smile, cradling his daughter in his huge arms like she was the most precious item in the entire world.


“Let’s worry about getting you healthy before anything like that comes into play.” Dan spoke, nuzzling her cheek. “I rather you make that decision with a clear mind and heart.”


Vengal watched Danny turn and carry his daughter back into the room she had come running out of only minutes earlier. And if anything was clear to him at that moment, it was that his daughter had already made that decision. Dan stopped and turned to look at him. “General… Anuk is your daughter sir, and you and your wife should be with her. With your permission sir, I will tuck her back into bed, and then leave you and your wife to visit with her. You have not seen her for quite some time, and I’m sure you have quite a lot to catch up with her on.”

Vengal helped his wife to her feet and ushered her into the room, stopping to look up into Dan’s eyes. He saw the look of peace on Anuk’s face, and the brightness of newfound love in her eyes. He returned his gaze back to Danny’s face.


“We will talk Daniel Simpson.” He spoke. “We will talk.”

Dan nodded. “I look forward to it sir.”

EDEN CITY COMMAND CENTER

“…twenty-two of the new soldiers within the hierarchy of the Wood Elves.” Walter spoke to the assembled men and women. “They are the ones driving the call to war. Vengal has confirmed over half of them hold senior positions within the Queen’s army. It appears that the new Queen is also one of these soldiers.”


Martin sat between Dysea and Anja, Danny to Anja’s left, followed by Vengal, Lynwe, Julie, Tarifa and Aihola in that order around the table. Tony, Leland, and several others sat along the wall closest to the table listening. On the large monitor in front of them was a clear picture of Admiral Wallace, with the attractive Asian woman sitting next to him, as well as Paul and several other elves.


“This is accurate intelligence Dym… Walter?” Wallace asked catching himself before using Walter’s real name.


Walter nodded. “I interrogated young Matarn quite thoroughly Admiral. He was very happy to divulge the information I required. Unfortunately he could provide little else in the way of intelligence outside this push to go to war with the High Elves.”


“And what is Matarn’s condition now?” Wallace asked in a very cruel voice.


“The poor lad expired I’m sorry to say. It seems he had a rather odd aversion and could not take the sun.” Walter answered.


“Couldn’t have happened to a nicer fucking asshole in my opinion,” Dan muttered.


Vengal nodded. “I happily concur.” He said.


It had been a sleepless night for Vengal, understandably so. He and his wife spent the better part of the day with Anuk, just being with her. She had refused however to allow sleep to take her unless Daniel was in the room, and as he had watched Danny lean over and kiss his smiling daughter softly on the lips, his decision had been made easily. He had spent the next five hours with both Martin and Daniel, talking well into the night hours about everything that had occurred. That creatures such as Ngauro and vampires existed was enough to shock him to his core, yet discovering that his daughter was now one of the things that he used to read to her about as a child had chilled him completely.


Until Martin had told him the rule that he and the others had lived by up until that point. He had not realized the extent of Anuk’s injuries, assuming the faint scars, even though they marred her beauty only a fraction, had been inflicted some time ago. He could not picture seeing his only remaining daughter with her face ripped open to the bone, and after discovering the effect she had apparently had on this ebony skinned giant of a man beside him, he could not imagine what his reaction had been. Daniel had refused to tell him, not wanting to relive the experience, and after Daniel had left them to be at Anuk’s side, Martin expressed to him what had happened. Vengal could not remember being so completely horrified at the telling of such an event. And when Martin had touched his hand and passed to him the images of what had taken place into his mind, Vengal had lost what little food he had in his stomach that day. That Daniel had hesitated to turn her for the simple reason he did not want Anuk to reject him spoke volumes of the character of the man that he now knew held his daughter’s heart. That he had saved her life, regardless of the consequences was proof enough of that. The images of Daniel standing before his daughter’s bloody body, his own body torn and ripped and bloody from the strikes of four of the vile creatures he had seen, and the fact that he would not leave her side no matter how they injured and maimed him, to Vengal it had been the ultimate and deciding event. Martin had decided because of what he and his wife had witnessed, that he should know the truth of everything and Vengal found himself becoming part of the very small circle of men and women who now knew who and what Martin and the others truly were. 

Vengal had also seen the images of what Martin had done, and the wave of pride he felt at that moment was unlike anything he had ever experienced. He felt fear, no man or elf and now wolf as he had discovered, was without fear. That Martin Leonidas had discovered all this, and still his first desire was to free elves… to protect those he did not know… that spoke to the King that Vengal now knew him to be.


He had wandered for several more hours among the streets of Eden, watching as the city woke, seeing the elves and men waving to each other in the morning. He had seen them kissing their mates goodbye, or even sitting with and around each other in the many outdoor cafés that dotted the expanse of Eden, enjoying morning coffee before going to their jobs. When he returned to the clinic he found Daniel slumped in a chair beside Anuk’s bed, his head resting in the curve of her abdomen, her arms possessively encircling his massive shoulders.

Vengal knew where he belonged, and the decision came easily to him.


“So where do we go from here?” Wallace asked. “We can move on Graham any day. I’ve got the man so wired for sound I can tell you when he takes a dump and what color it is.”


That brought smiles to everyone’s faces, but it was Martin who spoke. “Don’t kill him.” He said. Everyone with the exception of Tarifa and Aihola detected the tone of the order in Martin’s voice. 

Walter smiled to himself. He was adjusting quickly and that was good.


“After all he has done… why should we allow him to live?” Anisa sat forward in his chair, anger flashing in his eyes.


Martin looked at Tarifa. “I intend to let Tarifa decide his fate.” He spoke softly. “He has done more to her than any of us. She deserves that.”


“William why do you take orders from him,” Anisa asked. “You are his commanding officer. You…”


“Hold on a moment Marty.” William spoke, turning to look at Anisa.


He’s telling her who you are my love. Dysea spoke within his mind. He’s turned her.

Martin nodded almost imperceptibly. Martin, Anja and Dysea had developed a single connection among each other. A connection only they could communicate with and they were able to shield that from everyone else, including Walter, who did not appreciate it in the least. He had been surprised that they had the knowledge and power to do it to begin with, and dismissed it as a child’s attempt at something new. As the day progress however he had attempted on several occasions to penetrate the barriers around their minds, more specifically the one they spoke within, and when they had arrived for this meeting, he had a new respect in his eyes for all of them.


Is that good or bad? Anja spoke. We still don’t know who we can trust completely outside of those in this room. I’m not comfortable putting our lives in the hands of someone we don’t know.


It will have no bearing on us, unless he fails to take the station back. Martin said.

That’s what concerns me. Anja said.

Can this station of yours hurt us that much Nauta Melme? I thought you had practically stripped it when you returned to earth. 


We did. Martin answered. Anja… knowing what you know now… who the Admiral is… do you believe Graham could defeat him?


I wasn’t thinking of the Admiral Martin. I was thinking of that vampire bitch Yuri. She was sharing your bed for almost two years on that station. There’s no telling what she could have done.


Martin looked at her next to him. Is that jealousy I detect?


You’re fucking right it is. Anja popped. You belong to us. To Dysea and I, and when we find her, Aricia. I for one do not intend to share you with anyone else.


Nor do I. Dysea spoke in agreement. And after a single night in your arms I can almost certainly guarantee Aricia will be just as jealous.


Martin chuckled within their connection. I have no intention of sharing a bed with anyone outside of the three of you. He told them. I would be too worn out.


Good!



Wallace had turned back around in his chair, “Sorry about that Marty. I forgot to share some information with Anisa. I must be getting senile in my old age.”

“You and William are far more experienced than I Commander, and I allowed my feelings for Graham and the others like him to rule my words; my apologies.” Anisa spoke, a new tone to her voice. Intelligence and respect mixed with awe.


Martin waved his hand. “None needed.” He said leaning forward, “But let me make this clear now. As it appears that everyone is apparently looking to me for some reason, I don’t know why since half the time I can’t find my boots in the morning.”

“Don’t forget you brains.” Danny piped in, causing the wolves in the room to laugh in agreement.

Martin grinned and continued. “Any ideas or suggestions, anything at all… no matter how trivial you may think them… I want to know them. Can we at least agree on that?”


“Marty… your operational experience is far superior…” William began to speak as the Centurion he was.


“I am not fool proof Admiral.” Martin spoke, raising his voice. “And you have far more years of experience than I.” He said knowingly, hinting that Wallace was nearly as old as Walter.


Wallace watched Martin’s eyes in the monitor and after a long moment he nodded his head. Walter sat quietly, his thoughts his own, and realizing for the first time how much Martin looked like his King. It was unnerving to say the least.


“We have our plan here to take out Graham Marty.” Wallace spoke. “What can we do to assist you? If what you say is accurate, you’re going to have to split your forces and that is never good.”

Martin nodded. “True enough.” He answered. “Anja… how long will it take the anti-dote for Tareif to work?”


“Twelve hours tops.” Anja replied quickly. “Once I separated the compounds it was easy enough to develop the serum.


Martin looked at Palina who sat along the wall. “Queen Mother… how long will it take before you can safely hit him with the serum?”


Palina thought for a long moment, “When he returns from his evening walk.” She replied looking up. “If we return to Mountain City this evening as we are scheduled too, twelve hours from when we get back which would be early tomorrow morning.”

Martin looked at Anja. How soon before he could fight Anja?

Fight safe or reckless? She replied.

Both.


Fight safely… at least eight hours. Fight and be pushing himself four. She answered.

Walter looked at the monitor to see Wallace’s face show the surprise that they both felt, and while Wallace was not strong enough to hear it he was strong enough to know what they were doing. Martin had not shielded their conversation from Walter, and the ease with which the three of them now communicated telepathically was astounding, and it only seemed to be growing stronger as attested to by the fact that none showed any signs of the communication outwardly.

Martin looked at Tarifa. “Tarifa… do you know who all Telan’s agents are?” He asked, “Anyone that could threaten you if we move?”

Tarifa looked to where Cantel sat. “We know there are eight Martin.” Cantel replied. “We have been able to determine that with the equipment you gave to us. However we have only been able to positively identify six.”

“So that is a no.” Martin spoke.


“I am willing to take the risk Martin.” Tarifa told him.

“The problem with that is I’m not.” Martin said getting to his feet.


“You can not continue to protect me Martin.” Tarifa spoke. “You know this.”


“I am also not willing to sacrifice you either.” Martin told her.


“Nor am I,” Dysea spoke looking at her. “And it has nothing to do with your skills Tarifa. These… these new Alliance soldiers are not what you would ordinarily expect. If they have infiltrated Mountain City… then you are in greater danger than any of us.”


“What makes them so dangerous?” Tarifa asked.


“This has nothing to do with protecting you Tarifa.” Martin told her, answering before Dysea. “I’ve drawn up orders to the effect that when we leave… Eden will be in your charge.”


This caused everyone in the room to look at him, for different reasons. “So we’re going then?” Julie spoke.


Martin nodded. “We have to. We can all feel it pulling at us. And I want to see my… my home.”


“Works for me Skipper, I’m always up for a good trip.” Kenny spoke with his usual jovial attitude.


“Where are you going Martin?” Tarifa asked.


He met her eyes. He walked over to where she sat and pulled Tarifa to her feet. “We have to take care of some business somewhere. When we leave I need to insure that what we have begun here continues. We’ll be back… but I’m guessing we’ll be gone for a couple of months at least. It is something we… something we need to do.”

Tarifa reached up and touched his face tenderly, smiling. “It is all over your face Martin. You are going to rediscover your past?”


Martin matched her smile. “I never could get anything past you.” He said. “Dysea and Anja need to come with me, all of my team and Walter. The only person I trust enough to keep doing what we are doing is you. Once Dysea is gone… the only elf with enough strength to keep things together is you.”


“I’ll be able to contact you should the need arise?” Tarifa asked.


“Of course.”


“Then I will do as you ask.” Tarifa spoke.


“I will return with Tarifa and Aihola to Mountain City.” Lynwe spoke up. They all turned to look at the tall Drow warrior as she stood. “I doubt very much that if any of these new soldiers have infiltrated into Mountain City they would be able to defeat Aihola and I, as well as Cantel and his men.”


Martin turned to Walter. Your thoughts?


Walter nodded. More than any of the elves I designed the Drow to be the closest to you and the others in terms of abilities and skill. If there are vampires in Mountain City, Lynwe is correct. One would not be able to fight them both and win… and even if there were two vampires… the prospect of fighting two Drow warriors as well as half the Mountain City garrison would not appeal to them. It is the reason Yuri had the Alliance destroy the Drow. Those that survived she conducted experiments on, attempting to manufacture a vampire super soldier so to speak.

You know… the more you tell me about her… the less I like her, and the fact that I actually slept with her. Jeez! It gives me the willies.


Yes… I do know the feeling.

“Admiral what is your opinion?” Martin asked out loud now.

“The Drow that you sent here, Anari, she is quite impressive My... Martin.” Wallace caught himself. No one noticed that Aihola’s eyes went to the monitor at this sudden check of what the man was going to say. Her eyes drifted to Martin slowly, her head unmoving and she gazed at him. There was something very different about him from two days ago, something very different. “She has taught the elves here in twelve hours, more than I was able to in months. She relates to them much better than I. And she is a natural leader. I also suggest getting Selene to provide as much information as she can as well. When I questioned her, she knew far more than she was letting on. I believe she was still very frightened at the time. Now that she is back with her family it might be different.”

“In that you are correct Admiral. She came to Leland the moment she landed in Eden and has been giving us mounds of intelligence.” Martin replied.


“Excellent. I thought she might.”

Martin looked at Tarifa finally, “Tarifa?”

Tarifa looked to where Aihola sat quietly watching her. “Nya Istel?”


Aihola nodded without hesitation. “There are few who could stand before both Lynwe and myself ussta ssinssrigg. That is no boast, it is fact.” (My Love)

Tarifa nodded and looked back to him. “I will be safe. Do what you must and we will flush out the last two Alliance agents.”

Martin nodded. “Very well… once your father is clear minded enough to fight, you will contact us… and we will hit the camp where your brothers are. Danny… you and General Vengal will conduct that attack. The last Raptor sweep gave back thirty-six infra red signatures. Plan for fifty bad guys and adjust your load out accordingly. This is your target…” Martin brought up the high altitude image of Dodge City, Kansas. “Your mission… your prep. Clear?”


Dan nodded all business now. “Consider it done.”


“Me, Anja, Dysea, Leland and twenty others will infiltrate the Wood Elf capital. The General assures me that once these twenty-two soldiers are taken out, that the remainder of them will defer to Dysea without question.” Martin said.


“You’re going in pretty light aren’t you Skipper?” Kenny asked.


Martin nodded, “For reasons which I will not get into at this time.” He answered. “Let’s get down to the nuts and bolts shall we.”

Martin stood in the small park near the center of Eden, allowing his senses to swim in the scents sweeping through him, trying to make some sense of everything that had happened in the last two days. He knew it to be true… knew it because it was in his blood, and he could feel it racing unchecked through every pore. He lifted his arm and pushed the sleeve of his fatigue shirt up, letting his eyes wander over the Shi Viska. He ran his fingers over the intricate markings, caressing the soft leather, how it seemed to be alive on his skin, sensing his mood. 


We will be there soon my King. The musical voice sounded within his thoughts. You will be among your kind soon… with us… with me. The voice sounded hopeful.


Don’t call me that Aricia. Martin replied.


It is what you are.


Perhaps… but it doesn’t sound right coming from you. As it doesn’t sound right coming from Anja or Dysea. Not from the three of you. Please.


What… what should I call you?


My name for starters would be good.


My Lord… I could never do that… you…


How did this happen when you are so far away?


I don’t know… I have heard the Chief Mage speaking when she thought I was sleeping. She says that we have a connection. I do not know how this came to be. Is it possible to feel what I feel… for you… for Dysea… Anja? I have never met you…met them… yet it fills my very being.


As it does ours Little Wolf, it burns within our blood.

Where are they? They… they are blocking me.

We are preparing to initiate some very unpleasant things on some very unpleasant people. Martin spoke. I told them to block all telepathic communication except for me to protect them.

I do not… your speech is confusing My… Martin. His name rolled from her lips with ease and he could feel her pleasure at saying it, and the pleasure it gave him hearing it.


Martin smiled. That is better, sweet… like the chimes of the ocean breeze. 

They discovered what we did Martin. I was not strong enough to stop them. It shames me.

Did they hurt you Little Wolf? He felt a flash of anger course through him.

No… no… they only wished to discover why I have developed such skills for my age. They meant me no harm.

Tell them they are not to do so again Aricia. I forbid it. As King…I… I will severely punish whoever does so again. And it will not be pleasant. Tell them that. You speak with my voice Little Wolf. Your mind is yours and yours alone. It is not for others to intrude upon. Not even I have that right. And no male is to come near you. You belong to me. To us!
Are… are you claiming me Martin?

I am. We all are. If… if that is your wish as well Little Wolf.

It is… so very much.

Then I will not have them touching your thoughts without your consent. Even I will not do that!
But… but your mind provides me so much… so much joy, So much peace.
You may have my mind whenever you wish Little Wolf. It is open only to the three of you. No others.

What are you preparing to do my… my Love?

He turned to look at some children in the park as they played. I’m going to lead an attack that will stop a war between the High Elves and the Wood Elves. The Alliance… the vampires… they are pushing them into a conflict that neither can win. It is being driven by some rather nasty individuals. I captured one this morning because I smelled him after he fed on an elf. These Vampires are rather disgusting creatures, drinking the blood of others. Yuck!

Martin… you fought… you fought a vampire? Her voice carried worry in it.


Do not fear Little Wolf. Dymas was present and it was a young vampire apparently. We must do this before we can come to you.

But we are coming to you Martin. We are leaving as you and I speak. Do not rush into this I beg you.


It must be done now or it will destroy all I have worked for these last months. All we have worked for. I won’t allow that. I will be fine Little Wolf, do not worry.


They are vampires!

Yes they are! And I discovered today that they don’t like Purebloods, and most especially not me. A piece of knowledge I will use against them. 


When?


We leave in twelve hours. I will see you soon Little Wolf. We look forward to holding you in our arms.


Martin could feel Aricia smile and a sensation of love swept through their minds. As do I.

EVROTAS PLAINS

GREECE


Theron stood with Thr’won on the small landing pad as the thirty Spartan Centurions finished loading the equipment they would carry onto the transport. It was a sleek looking ship, gunmetal gray and tapered forward. Its wings swept back making it appear like a large bird of prey.


“Holy One!” Aricia’s voice carried across the landing pad. “Chief Mage Thr’won!”


They turned to see Aricia running towards them. She had changed into the standard Spartan Centurion combat uniform, as directed by Theron. It was black in color with body armor covering all but the joints of her body. The collar fit snuggly around her neck, the entire uniform conforming to her substantial curves. It was made from a fabric that would mold and shift into whatever form they desires, so that when they were in wolf form, they were equally armored.


Theron held out his arms to help her stop as she ran up to them, “Easy child!” He spoke. “Why do you rush so?”


“Holy One we have to leave now!” Aricia exclaimed.


“What? These things can not be rushed Aricia.” Theron spoke. “We are loading the last of our equipment, and we will leave tomorrow as planned.”


Aricia’s jaw took on a firm set to it and she stood up straighter, all five foot five of her. “We must leave within the hour. He battled a vampire this morning! And he is leading an attack against others with my Uncle Dymas within twelve hours. We must leave now!”


Theron and Thr’won were looking at her wide eyed, “Vampires!” Theron spoke with a gentle smile. “Child we have seen no vampires in nearly five hundred years.” Theron smelled Andreus moving up to them, a look of concern on his face for his sister.

“I have spoken with him! With Martin! With my… with our King!” Aricia said determinedly.


“Aricia,” Thr’won spoke softly. “That is not possible child. Perhaps in your sub conscious, but you are no where near strong enough to have such a conversation while you are awake. The telepathic power that requires is not… it is not possible for one so young.”


“I have spoken with him I tell you!” She demanded. “He is… he is being reckless… rushing into such a confrontation! We… we must go to him!”

“Aricia we do not even know his name.” Theron spoke. “Only that he does now exist child, thanks to your vision. We…”


“It is not a vision I tell you!” Aricia snapped. “His name is Martin! Martin Leonidas! And I am not a child!”


Theron saw the flash of anger in her eyes and looked at Andreus. “Andreus… what did the parents of the last of the line name their first born. It would be listed in the secure archives. No one has access to this information except the Centurions. Look it up for us so that we can show your sister she is not right about everything.”


Andreus pulled the small data pad from his belt and began to search. Thr’won looked at Aricia. “Child let me help you relax. The trance must have taken more out of you than I first thought.”


“I do not need to relax Milady.” Aricia spoke. “We need to leave now! That is what I need.”


“Aricia… this is getting out of hand!” Theron spoke more sternly now. “You are not strong enough to do what you have said. It is not possible to…”


“Holy One?” Andreus’s voice spoke softly, his head coming up, his eyes wide as he stared at his sister.


Theron looked at him. “Yes… what is the name Andreus? Speak quickly for I grow impatient with your sister!”


“Holy One… the parents of the last of the line named their first born…” He looked at him. “They named him Martin Leonidas Holy One.”


Theron’s eyes grew wide in shock and he looked at Thr’won, seeing the stunned astonishment on her face as well. They both looked at Aricia now. “Andreus… we depart in thirty minutes! Make it so young Spartan, no matter what you have to do.”

Andreus nodded quickly. “As you order Holy One.” He gasped before turning and breaking into a sprint screaming orders as he ran.


“Theron… we can not rely…” Thr’won began.


“No one,” Theron gasped looking at her. “No one but the Spartan Centurions have access to that information! There is no way she should know this… unless she is speaking the truth!”

“That is what I have been trying to tell you!” Aricia snapped.


“Aricia… what… what else did he tell you?” Theron asked, “This Martin Leonidas?”

“Forgive me Holy One… Milady Chief Mage… he… he told me I speak with his voice when he says that my mind is my own. He… he said as King… he forbids anyone to touch my thoughts again without my permission, and he will severely punish whoever does. He… he said it would not be pleasant.” Aricia spoke. “He also said…” Aricia stopped redness flushing against her dark tan.

“Speak Aricia.” Theron spoke. “Hold nothing back.”


“He has… he has claimed me. They have claimed me. He says… forgive me… he says no other male is to approach me.” Aricia was very embarrassed about revealing this, and it showed in her face, but Theron detected the satisfaction in those azure blue eyes.

Thr’won’s eyes went wide at this and she stepped back. “Why that impetuous male… that is typical Alpha behavior.”


Theron broke into such laughter that Thr’won looked at him wide eyed as well. She had never seen him laugh so heartily in all her years. She saw a new spark in his eyes and sensed a rush of blood through his veins as he laughed.


“Theron… what is so damnably funny?” She demanded.


Theron looked at her, wiping tears from his bright eyes. “I have waited nearly three thousand years to hear such an order delivered exactly as he told her to speak it! That order Thr’won… that simple but single order is all that I need to confirm what I first felt when Aricia described to me the wolf she saw.” 
Theron turned to look at the Spartans rushing to complete the loading, “SPARTANS!” He bellowed, causing all of them to stop what they were doing and look towards him. “Spartans… our King awaits us! The descendant of Leonidas has come Spartans! We go now!”
