CHAPTER NINETEEN
EDEN (FORMERLY JUNCTION CITY UTAH)

Aihola bounded up the hilltop where she had seen Tarifa disappear with Martin a short time ago. Their Raptor was standing idle on the tarmac below waiting to return them to Salina. She walked confidently through the trees, safe in the knowledge that nothing dangerous could get this close to Eden without Martin knowing about it.


He was everything that Tarifa had told her he would be. He was tall, very handsome in a rugged down to earth way, exceptionally powerful; he had a commanding presence when in the room with people, and he was a man who was very divisive in his thinking and his actions. Aihola felt something vaguely familiar about him when she first saw him and even the times since. She had kept trying to place it in her head, but it was always just out of reach on the edges of her mind. 


She stepped into the small clearing, “Udos inbal ulu sevir Tarifa ussta ssinssrigg, nind ph' feithin.” She called out, her amber eyes searching around the expanse of knee high grass. (We have to leave Tarifa my love, they are waiting.)

Aihola stopped in the middle of the clearing, confusion on her face. Her mind suddenly had a terrible thought… what if Tarifa came up here to be with Martin. That single image, of them entwined within each other, sent a terrible stabbing sensation through her gut. She loved Tarifa, without question, and though she knew the relationship Tarifa had shared with Martin was intense, she thought it was over. Tarifa had told her it was different now, that while they may still love each other in a way, it would wasn’t physical anymore. What if that wasn’t the case? 

Her eyes spotted the small bundle, half buried in the grass and she moved forward closer, squatting down and reaching out to push aside the grass. It was a genome uniform that had been removed and folded neatly, and then placed on the ground. Her heart began to race as she twisted it around to look at the name tag.

HUNTER


Aihola cast aside the uniform as if it scalded her and she staggered back on her legs, stumbling to her ass and cursing as she whirled around, her mind suddenly coming alive with the reason that Martin felt so familiar to her. 


He knew! How could he know!


Aihola froze as she completed her turn to escape for she came face to muzzle with the largest, most dominating and frightening black wolf her eyes had ever set upon. The wolf’s eyes were yellow gold in color, its lips curled back to reveal the razor like teeth in a vicious snarl. Teeth that could easily rend her flesh from her bones with no effort. It stood easily four feet at the shoulder with rippling muscles and fur as black as any night she had seen. She could feel its hot breath on her face, not foul as she expected, but mint smelling. And then Aihola’s mind opened wide in realization of why he was so familiar to her. And her blood turned icy cold in fear.

Xun dos treemma elghinn sanguine? Martin’s voice filled her mind, cold calculating and totally devoid of any emotion. Whol dos ph' veirs ulu ol nin taga dos rin'ov inbal tlus. (Do you fear death vampire? For you are closer to it now than you have ever been.)

Aihola’s amber eyes were wide as he spoke to her in the ancient Drow language. How could that be… no one knew…


Dos hass'l l' ze'zhuanth sanguine ooble' xuat dos Aihola? Ol ann'ishen Usstan tlun al versused wun nindel. Vel'bol xun dos treemma sanguine? Telanth queelas. (You mean the ancient vampire tongue don't you Aihola? It appears I am well versused in that. What do you fear vampire? Speak quickly.)

Martin stepped closer on padded paws almost as large as both her hands together, with steel like black claws of razor sharp death, pushing his muzzle up against Aihola’s forehead. He saw her eyes close as if accepting her death, her breath coming in short gasps.


You apparently know who I am Aihola, even if I do not entirely. I know you can hear my thoughts within yours vampire. Do not test me, for you will lose. I will tear your face from your body before you have the chance to take a breath. Speak to me!


“I… I know you are the descendent of… of the Spartan King.” Her voice quaked as she spoke, her throat dry and her lips suddenly without any moisture in them, “The descendant of King Leonidas; the… the eternal enemy of the vampires, the slayer of thousands of vampires. The man most feared in all their history; the King that the Spartans have waited three thousand years for. And I know I could never defeat you.”

Do you enjoy feeding on the blood of others Aihola? On Tarifa’s blood? The rage in his words was an almost palpable thing and it shook Aihola to her core.

Aihola’s head came up. “I have never done this!” She snapped. “It is…”


Martin stepped closer, growling deep in his chest, his fangs now touching the skin of her forehead. Aihola’s eyes closed slowly in acceptance of her fate. Her only thoughts here at the end were that she would never see the one person who she loved more than her own life. And they would never raise children as her love wanted.


“Before… before you kill me… would you please tell… tell my love I will always hold her in my soul. I would have… I would have been nothing without her.” Aihola felt the tears rolling down her cheeks.


There was a long moment of silence when all Aihola could feel was the warmth of his breath on her forehead and the savage pounding of her heart. There was a flash of white/blue lightning and then Martin was in front of her naked and squatting easily on the ground. There was no flicker of desire in her eyes at what she saw; and she saw everything, in its entire splendor, for she could barely breathe due to the fear that gripped her tight. She huddled before the direct descendant of the one man in history that had killed more vampires than all others combined. Fighting him never entered her mind, for she would not even reach her weapons before he shifted again and those jaws of steel razors shred her to bits in seconds.

“Why would I tell her this?” He asked.

“I… I love her Martin.” Aihola spoke softly. “Take my life if you must, but please… I beg you not to tell her what I am.”

“Vampires do not love.” Martin snapped.

Aihola looked up at him slowly. “I am not completely vampire. I am still elf.” She spoke softly. “And I… I do love. With every breath I take I love. All of it for one you know as well as I now do. ”

“Yes… I know. You lack the stench of Matarn, who was turned. You smell of warm blood and a beating heart… and I am curious as to how that is and also how you are able to mask your unique scent.” Martin spoke.


“It was the vampire wench Yuri my High King.” Aihola spoke.

“I am not your King.” Martin growled.


“But you are.” Aihola said quickly. “I… I suspected who you were after questioning the Holy One on our trip to Salina. He hesitated when speaking of the DNA he used, but he did tell me where the DNA came from. I am still elf my King and I do not wish to die. I would not lie to you now, it would serve no purpose.”


“Leave Aihola... leave and go back to your masters and never return here again. Never contact Tarifa, never see her again.” Martin spoke


“Then I ask that you kill me now my King, for without Tarifa in my life I am nothing.” Aihola spoke softly. “I do not wish to be away from her, it causes an ache in my heart that would never heal.”

Martin cocked his head to the side slightly and looked at her. “You truly love her.” He said softly.


“With all that I am. As you once did, and as you still do in a different fashion even now.” Aihola answered.


“Tell me how you came to be like this.” Martin said.


“My parents were captured when the Alliance destroyed my people.” Aihola spoke. “The vampire witch turned my father into a vampire! A monster! She had drugs injected into him, forced my mother to mate with him in the hopes of breeding soldiers. She did this to all the surviving Drow. I was born only half vampire, my King. As was Tari, and all those with him. We have their strengths, but none of their weaknesses.”

“If that was the case… why are you here?” Martin asked.


“She had hoped to breed killers.” Aihola spoke. “Instead she bred us. We do not drink blood, our hearts still beat. The sun is not our enemy. We eat normal food, and we don’t thirst as vampires do.”


“I would think that is what she would want.” Martin spoke, “All the strengths of her kind and none of the weaknesses. Why are you different?”


“She… she wanted killing machines my King, heartless beasts that drank the blood of their enemies. My… my people have always been strong willed… wanton slaughter has never been part of our history. It was against the code of honor we lived by as Drow. The survivors of the Alliance genocide retained that will and determination. It is why I was scheduled to die… I would not slaughter a human family to prove I was truly a vampire.”


“So you don’t need blood to survive?” Martin asked. “You can’t turn someone from your bite?”

Aihola shook her head quickly. “If… if I am injured… blood will sustain me… heal my wounds… but I do not need it to survive. I hate the taste of it… it makes me sick! And our bite can not make someone a vampire. That part… that part of the vampire gene was lost during the experiments on us. When she discovered this she flew into a rage and ordered additional experiments on us to be done. Many of my kind died… they did terrible things to us. They forced me…”


“I know what they have done Aihola. I can see it in your mind, which leads to my next question. Why aren’t you attempting to shield your thoughts from me?” Martin asked her.

“To what end?” Aihola questioned him. “You have only just discovered who you truly are, but your powers are already beyond what any of us possess. I have no wish to die as I said. We hate the Alliance with every fiber of our beings. It is why Tari brought my kin to you; he knew our only hope for acceptance was with the humans and elves of Eden. It is why I decided to help Tarifa at first.”

“At first?” Martin asked. “Why do you say that?”


“I am no fool my King. I know you can see my thoughts. I love her with all that I am. I would give my life in her defense without a moment’s hesitation, no matter the odds.” Aihola told him. “You can see this.”

“She… she speaks the truth my King.” The male voice spoke softly. Martin had not turned his head as he had smelled Tari moving up slowly several minutes ago. Aihola’s eyes darted to either side of his naked form, realizing that Dysea must also be out there somewhere in the shadows. 

Aihola’s brother held out his hands to show he was unarmed, his amber eyes never leaving Martin, as he slowly made his way to where his sister knelt. Slowly he lowered himself to the ground beside her. That they were brother and sister was obvious, they had the same angular shaped faces and lips, and while all Drow had the amber color eyes, those who were related had the same tint to them. “I offer you… I offer you my life for my sister’s. She is younger than I… and has been away from the Alliance butchers and their influence far longer.”


“Tari no…!” Aihola hissed.


Tari looked at her. “You have found something… you have found something I will never have Aihola. You have someone who loves you. That you love in return. You must be allowed to pursue that. It is not something I will ever have… no matter what I wish.”

“Both of you shut up and let me think!” Martin snapped. They watched him move to where his clothes were and quickly pull them on. As he was speed lacing his boots he looked at them and saw that neither of them had moved an iota from their positions on the ground. “I’m not going to kill you, now get up.” He said. “If I had wanted you dead I would have killed you in the first ten seconds Aihola. And Dysea would have torn your throat out before you were half way up this hill Tari.”

Aihola looked at him. “I do not wish Dysea to rip my heart from my chest Martin.” Aihola spoke softly. “I can feel her watching me because of what we shared once. I have no more wish to feel her fangs upon me than I do yours. Even less… for that night we shared with my love.”


Martin smiled almost gently. “I think we both know they are no danger Melda Min.”

Aihola and Tari turned at the movement to their right and they saw the brilliant platinum colored wolf walk purposefully from the shadows of the trees. The shiny platinum hair covered her entire body in a thick silky coat, and Aihola stifled a gasp as she realized that Dysea was just as beautiful in the form of a wolf as she was as an elf. Emerald eyes gazed upon her, as she saw the ripple of muscle under her fur, the smaller but just as lethal teeth and claws. The flash of white/blue didn’t startle Aihola and then Dysea was naked in front of her, emerald eyes boring into her. Aihola let her eyes linger for a moment on the Wood Elf Queen’s luscious tattooed body and then she looked into her eyes.


“And Anja? Does she wait to tear our lungs from within?” Aihola asked.


“Melyanna is occupied with her duties as medical officer.” Dysea replied softly. “It is only Nauta Melme and I. We thought it best this way.”

Aihola met her eyes bravely. “I… I hope in time… you can find it in your heart to forgive me Dysea.” Aihola said softly. 


“Time will tell.” Dysea spoke in almost a whisper. “But… you must tell… you must tell Tarifa. She has a right to know Aihola. She loves you as completely as you love her.”


“Will… will you allow me to… to tell her when I feel the time is right?” Aihola spoke. “I do not wish to lose her Dysea. She is all that is beautiful and good in my world right now. I can not lose that.”


Dysea looked at Martin and saw him nod after only a moment’s hesitation. She held out her hand for Aihola to take and waited until she had pulled her to her feet. “Then we will keep your secret Aihola, and yours Tari.” She met Aihola’s eyes, reaching up to caress her face. “Do not fear losing her Aihola… she is stronger than you might think.”


“It has always been my intention to reveal what I am to her.” Aihola said softly. “And I will. I give you my word.”


Dysea nodded. “Tell us what you know.” She spoke with no malice or anger in her voice. 


“I will tell you everything I can.” Aihola replied.


“As will I,” Tari spoke quickly. “It is my wish that you will allow us to continue in this operation my King, even knowing what… what we are. Daniel has chosen many in my group to accompany him and General Vengal. It has made us proud. And it will help us… it will help us to burn away the hate we all hold for the Alliance.”


“All of the other Drow are like you?” Martin asked.


Aihola and Tari both nodded, “Lynwe, Anari, all of us yes.”


“How are you able to block your vampire smell from overpowering everything else?” He spoke moving to sit down on the ground in front of her. They took this as a sign to do so as well and Tari joined Aihola as she settled to the ground in front of him while Dysea went to retrieve her uniform. She rejoined them in moments fully dressed and Aihola answered.


“I do not know the technical terms,” She answered. “It has to do with a small chip that was placed in our bodies. It masks the vampire genes almost completely, allowing our natural scent to be dominant.”


“The only reason to do that is because they knew you would be fighting wolves.” Martin spoke.


Tari nodded. “My education in the vampire history was more extensive than Aihola’s my King. I was able to study much more before they realized we did not turn out like they had wanted us too. The books and data pads were not so much history, but how to fight werewolves; how to defeat your sense of smell, and your claws and teeth. No lone vampire who is not at least five hundred years old stands a chance against a single wolf let alone many. Your natural strength is far superior to a new vampire’s, and while your kind is born with it, vampires must grow into it.”


“This school… where is it?” Martin asked.


“It is one of the new cities near the ocean my King. I do not know which as they never allowed us to leave the building we were in. I only knew this because on quiet nights I could hear the ocean waves crashing onto the beach and smell the salt in the air.” Tari replied.


“These vampires in my capital, will they have this ability to block their scent?” Dysea asked.


Aihola nodded quickly, “Without a doubt.” She replied. “I don’t know how many experiments she conducted after we were deemed failures, but if Matarn is any indication, then the experiments are continuing and she is succeeding. There could be several dozen… there could be hundreds. I don’t know.”


“Do you know how we can detect them?” Martin asked.


“Do you… as wolves do you have the ability to see in grayscale?” Tari asked.

Martin nodded. “We can switch to it if needed. We tend to stick with the color receptors though, as they provide more visual acuity and depth perception.”


“Grayscale is most often the best way to detect a masked vampire. Their bodies do not radiate heat, but they do appear denser and the flow of blood within their veins appears white in color.” Tari replied. “However they can also hunt by infra-red, which makes them especially deadly at night. I know she was working on attempting to develop vampires who could walk during the day, and bear the sun… but I don’t know if she succeeded. Once Aihola escaped I made the decision to take what was left of my people and flee at the earliest opportunity. Your arrival gave us that opportunity.”

“Will you be able to protect Tarifa?” Martin asked. “Do not boast Aihola. Give me an honest answer for Tarifa must survive if what we have begun is to continue.”

Aihola nodded without hesitation. “I will die for her Martin. And yes… Lynwe and I can protect her, even if the two agents we have not identified are vampires. Lynwe… Lynwe is particularly hateful of them. The witch… the witch had horrible things done to Lynwe and Anari.” Aihola paused, looking at them and trying to decide if they needed to know Lynwe’s secret. They needed to know… to understand the hatred Lynwe carried in her for vampires.

“Tarifa has told me… my love has told me how well… how well endowed you are Martin, and I have… I have seen it this day.”


Dysea glanced at Martin with a seductive grin as he turned red in embarrassment. You are very well endowed Nauta Melme… a fact that leaves Melyanna and I gasping for air more often than not and feeling exquisitely full.

Martin looked at her and shook his head. You have turned into a little vixen Melda Min. He told her with a smile.

Only for you my love. Only for you.


Martin looked back to Aihola. “Why is this important Aihola?”


“Lynwe… Lynwe was changed somehow. She… she is now like you in that way.” Aihola spoke seeing their looks of astonishment. “She is not able to have children, and that is the wish of any female Drow warrior. It has left Lynwe with an intense hatred of vampires.”

“Jesus… I can see why.” Martin replied.


“My love Tarifa, she will be safe Martin Hunter.” Aihola spoke confidently. “Of that you can be assured. I will allow no harm come to the woman who holds my soul.”


“Martin… Danny is fixing to load out.” Julie’s voice came through on his implant COM. “Tari was going with him but he can’t be found.”


Martin got to his feet and looked at Tari. “I am speaking with Tari right now, getting some last minute information that only he was able to provide. He will be down shortly. Let Danny know Jules.”

“Copy that… my King!” Julie spoke with a chuckle.

Martin shook his head in disgust. Since discovering who and what they were, and who Martin was, his team had been teasing him mercilessly, ignoring Walter’s repeated attempts to stop them. Dysea smiled at his reaction.
Martin looked at Tari and Aihola. “Your secret will forever be safe with us, until the time you choose to reveal it.”


“To my love yes… to others I can not. I fear what they would do to me. Especially your people, once they discover we exist.” Aihola said rising to her feet. “That aside… you have my loyalty… never question that, on my love for Tarifa I swear to you my King.”


“And mine as well.” Tari spoke.


Martin nodded slowly. “Tarifa is waiting for you.” He said. “We will see you after all this is over.” Aihola was shocked when he stepped up to her and embraced her with warmth and gentleness. He placed a soft kiss on her head. “Be safe Aihola… and know that because of your love for Tarifa you have my trust. Do not betray that trust.” Aihola shuddered inwardly, for she understood the veiled threat he had just given her. Any betrayal on her part, Aihola knew would end in an extremely painful death.

Aihola nodded slowly, her amber eyes bright. “And you my King.” She looked at Dysea, bowing her head slightly, “My Queen.”


Dysea smiled at her as she moved off quickly through the trees. When she was gone, Martin looked at Tari. “I find myself wanting to trust you and the others Tari. You have fought with us now… lived among us if only these last few weeks. And all of you have shown that you want nothing more than to live free and in peace. That says quite a bit.”

Tari smiled sadly. “The Alliance considers us failures.” He spoke softly.


Martin stepped up to him. “I do not. I consider you allies and friends. Breaking away from them as you did took more courage than you know. Do not discount that, or what you mean to your troops. I will do everything that I am able to keep you from having to experience that again, though as I think you have already discovered, the humans and elves of Eden are far more accepting of those not like themselves.”


Tari nodded. “And that has given many of my people hope and the will to live on.” He replied.


“Then it should give you that same hope.” Martin told him. “And you should not resign yourself to never feeling love Tari. I know for a fact it is out there, waiting for you. Now get going… Danny is waiting.”


Tari’s eyes looked puzzled for a moment but he nodded his head and bowed slightly before moving off in the direction of the airfield.


We can trust them Nauta Melme. Regardless of what the Holy One will say. They are our friends and allies now. She said.


I believe we can too. Anja’s thoughts joined theirs. I had one of those Drow carry a child three blocks into the east clinic today because she had gotten separated from her mother. Martin the man waited with her, played cards with her until we contacted her mother and when her mother did come, he volunteered to walk them home. That does not show me a desire to do anything but be normal.

Martin nodded slowly. I have no doubt Aihola and Lynwe can protect Tarifa. And I do not question Tari and the others, or their desire to find peace. The question we have to figure out is how do we protect them and the others? Namely from men and women like us.
SPARTAN TRANSPORT CRAFT
2000 FEET OVER THE MEDITERRANEAN OCEAN

Theron watched as the pilot of the transport set the crafts flight controls to automatic and turn back to face him. The moon was just coming up and casting a long glow across the water.


“I have established a course that will take us around the major human and Alliance radar concentrations of either coast Holy One. We must maintain this height and speed to avoid being detected until we reach the Atlantic Ocean Basin.” The Spartan pilot explained. “Once over the Atlantic we can increase to cruising speed. Do we know where we are going?”


Theron shook his head. “Not yet, but we will soon.” He replied. “Patience Commander.”


The pilot nodded. “We have waited three thousand years Holy One, we can wait another few hours. It is true?”

Theron smiled. “It is indeed.” He replied. “I will be in the back with the others if you need me.”


The pilot nodded and faced back forward as Theron turned and moved to the rear of the craft. He stopped just inside the personnel area and looked across the wide expanse of the interior. Their transport was designed to carry almost three hundred, and yet only thirty-eight were now aboard. The Spartan Centurions had spread out towards the back of the craft closest to the doors. All of them wore the matte black armor that covered their entire bodies, with the exception of their major joints. The body armor was designed to stop most small arms weapons fire, which was usually all the human settlements around Sparta had. Though the heavier calibers of weapons did often times penetrate the armor, the armor’s ability to change its basic configuration at the molecular level allowed the wearer to Shift to his or her alternate form to heal, while conforming to their wolf or bear shapes. When in wolf or bear form, the armor covered the major portions of the animal’s body, even the head and neck, making these Shifters far more deadly than those of his time who had no protection except their wits and speed.


Each Spartan wore the signature crimson floor length cape and cowl over their shoulders. When each Spartan shifted, the cape would change it’s configuration as well. It blended into the armor on the back of the wolf or bear who wore it at the molecular level. No one knows where this armor came from, or how it came to be in existence, and as far as Theron knew, only a Spartan Centurion of Pure Blood could wear it. The many other additional Spartan units, Hoplites and pilots all wore standard gray uniforms and body armor.


Aside from the Shi Viska that each Spartan wore, each carried an unbreakable but collapsible Titanium alloy spear that rested in the long sheath on their legs. The spear when extended was six foot in length and with the press of a button a pointed razor sharp tip would extend from one end, while the other end was weighted with an ornately carved knob. Strapped to the opposite leg was a long bladed ritual Spartan knife that could easily cleave a man in two in powerful hands. The bladed weapon and the spear were remnants of a time long ago, but the Spartans were unwilling to part with that part of their history. A fact that made many of the first generation purebloods walk with pride. Strapped securely across the back of each Centurion was their primary weapon.


The Spartan P190 light infantry weapon was a cut down version of the main weapon carried by Spartan Hoplites. A sub machine gun that fired an explosive tipped caseless round of ammunition. Very accurate and extremely deadly, and in the hands of a Spartan Centurion… devastating to almost any enemy.


 Theron would never detract from the training of today’s Spartan Centurions. All of them, men and now even the females, were taken from their families at age ten and inducted into the Spartan military in the Ceremony of Agoge. Though no where near as brutal or traumatizing as his Agoge almost three thousand years ago, it was still as far as he knew the most rigid and brutal training to exist to this day. They served for twenty wolf years in the Spartan military, and then if they chose, they could move on to other purposes in life. Many of the younger men stayed on, while many of the females such as Aricia decided to enter different vocations. The only exceptions to this rule were the children of the Senate members, and as he thought about that his eyes fell on Aricia. 

Aricia was the youngest of five children born to Arion and Macaria. Arion was a first generation Pureblood, his father dying at Thermopylae beside his King. Macaria was descended from the line of Hercules and Deianara, and Theron had no doubt that was where the young Aricia got her strength. Arion had pledged his life to Sparta after his father’s death, and served with great honor in the battles that followed. When he became too old to take the field of battle he became a member of the senate. It was here that he proved himself to be forward thinking and open minded, and the staunchest supporter of changing with the times while anchoring their people in the rich culture of their past. Arion was the reason that there were so many museums and higher Universities within the confines of Sparta. He believed, as did his dead King, that one could change with the future, but still remain tied to the past. He served on the Spartan Senate for nearly two thousand years, until his oldest son Laertes, a senior Spartan Centurion officer was convicted of raping a young female wolf who had supposedly turned aside his attentions. Laertes had been banished from Sparta, his father stripped of his Senate seat and all wealth. It was all Theron could do to keep his other three sons within the Spartan military, as they had proven to be fine officers. Now… no Pureblood Alpha wolf would consider taking Aricia as a mate and many if not all of the beta wolves would see her as beneath them as and only mate with her for pleasure. None would grant her what every female wolf wanted, and that was children. No non Pureblood would take her as their primary mate either, again seeing her as dishonored and only capable of giving them pleasure. The only male who had shown interest in Aricia was Midlan. His father was a senior Senate member, and as Thr’won had said, Midlan considered himself to be a superior Alpha male. He had pursued Aricia for almost a decade now, always sniffing around, waiting for her to reach the age where she could mate. Now that she had passed that milestone, he was becoming more and more insistent that she mate with him. To her credit, Aricia had refused all his advances, which only seemed to incite and enrage him more.

Lately he had been causing trouble for her parents who now owned a small trading shop on one of Sparta’s busier streets, and Midlan had been using his father’s status as a Senator to cause troubles by driving customers away with whispered words and veiled threats. Theron knew Midlan only wanted Aricia because of her youth and beauty, as he could use her as a trophy of sorts. It saddened Theron to see her have to endure this, but there was nothing he could do.

Thr’won was sitting with Aricia, and they were talking softly, Thr’won being the inquisitive elf that she was, attempting to discover all she could about Aricia’s new abilities it seemed.


Theron’s eyes shifted to where the second elf in their company was. Kmyla sat smiling between two hulking Bear Shifters. She was another elf who had been within Sparta for centuries, turned by an older second generation Alpha who had died in a climbing accident five years earlier. This had caused Kmyla to become reclusive, as like Thr’won she had loved her wolf mate dearly, all the more so because he never took another after her. She had started to come out of her self imposed funk within the last two years and was once more back to the fun loving elf officer the Spartan Centurions knew her to be. She was a strong telepath, and an exceptional Healer, trained by Thr’won herself, as well as an exceptional looking woman even for an elf, with deep brown hair and gray/green eyes. Due to her still relatively young age, Kmyla was being courted by many of the third and fourth generation Alphas, but it seemed her only interest now lie with Aricia’s brother Andreus, a second generation Pureblood, and while many still sought her attention, she returned none of it accept for that given by Andreus.


He watched as Andreus saw him and began to come forward. A tall and powerfully built brown Alpha wolf, Andreus was an exceptional Spartan officer, and had risen to his current rank in spite of the shame that clouded his family. He had not noticed it before, but looking at the thirty Spartans, he now realized that there was only second generation pure blood Spartan Centurions among the group, with four third generation Bear Shifters. Though the Bear Shifters were considered Spartan Centurions, none of them would be able to advance past the rank of Commander because one of their parents was a Bear Shifter that had mated with a pure blood wolf. This did not happen very often and usually only because the two shifters had fallen deeply in love and they were willing to accept that limitation, as ridiculous as Theron and many others considered it. Bear Shifters, Lion Shifters and other animals were very rare now, and of the few that still remained, most lived within the limits of Sparta. It was here they were accepted without question, and not hunted like rabid animals. Theron recalled that both of the Spartan children Dymas had requested were from this group. He recalled that the young boy Daniel’s mother was a bear shifter from the African continent, while the female Julie’s father was a lion shifter from the Asian continent. Both of their families were well respected Spartans within the community.


Theron turned to look at Andreus as he stopped in front of him. “You have chosen no First Generation Spartans Andreus, and your number include two Bear Shifters. I specifically told you only Purebloods.” Theron spoke softly. “Why have you done this?”


Andreus looked embarrassed. “Forgive me Holy One… this is… this is my personal team. I have worked with them for over two decades. I know them and trust them completely Holy One. You did not specify who I was supposed to gather Holy One, and forgive me… Hakim and Lin Po are members of my team; I did not think that they are non Pureblood. I… I do not think of my men in such a way Holy One.”


“And nor should you.” Theron spoke after a long moment. “You have done well Andreus… dismiss my earlier statement. They look fit and competent. I don’t doubt their skill. You have questions in your eyes young Spartan. Speak them.”


“Holy One I have been looking over the last reports sent to you by the Guardian of the Line before the Sky Fires.” Andreus said holding up the data pad. “He mentions this unit that the King leads several times.”


Theron nodded. “Yes he does. The King and those two Spartan children chosen to help protect him turned their military unit when a defect appeared in the others that Dymas had created. They did it to save their lives, and I would imagine because it would be in their blood to protect what they considered to be their pack.”


Andreus nodded. “The Guardian mentions that they were almost as capable as a Spartan squad Holy One. That is… that is most impressive.”


Theron nodded. “Indeed it is. Would you expect anything less from one who is our King?”


Andreus shook his head. “My father has told me stories of King Leonidas Holy One. About his drive… his passion… his ability to motivate his men. No… it does not surprise me at all.”


“Have you told them who it is we seek? I must admit I lost myself there for a moment after your sister’s words.” Theron asked.


Andreus shook his head. “I thought perhaps we should wait until we know exactly where he is Holy One. They sense something is happening, and that it relates to our King… but I haven’t told him we know for sure he lives.” 


“Excellent Andreus, you will make a fine Spartan Captain one day. When we do tell them, make sure the others know about this unit he has Andreus… for if any of them remain with him, they will undoubtedly be driven to protect him at all costs, as would any Spartan. They are to be treated as full Spartans, for their experience is superior to even yours in some ways. That they are not Purebloods will mean nothing to them, as I am quite sure they would die for him just as willingly as you or I. I also do not want to charge into a situation blind and have the fury of our King unleashed on us for being foolish enough to injure or kill one he considers a friend.” Theron spoke.


Andreus nodded. “I will make it so Holy One.”


“Your parents Andreus? How are they?” Theron asked.


Andreus looked at him. “They… they are well Holy One.”


“And your sister’s decision to not let Midlan mount her? How do you feel about that?” Theron asked.


“My sister is strong willed and independent Holy One.” Andreus spoke. “And she is far more intelligent than any of her brothers. I would never question my sister in such a matter as that. Personally I think he is beneath her, far beneath her. Aricia is… she is different… and she does not deserve what has been done to her.”


Theron nodded slowly. “No she does not. Your father though, how doe she feel about it?”


“My father wishes only grandchildren Holy One. He would rather see her mate with Midlan simply to perhaps have that chance and to come out from beneath the cloud that hangs over our family.” Andreus said. “I do not agree with him, nor do my brothers.”

“You and Aricia still hold to your belief that Atropos is innocent don’t you? All of you do.” Theron said softly.


Andreus met his eyes. “I know my brother Holy One. He is not capable of such an act, and no one will convince us otherwise.”


“The evidence convicted him Andreus.” Theron spoke.


“Perhaps,” Andreus said softly. “However... evidence can be false Holy One.”


“And yet you still serve?” Theron spoke.


“Atropos would never allow us to do otherwise!” Andreus said. “He threatened to beat us all if we dishonored him further by leaving the ranks of Centurions.”

“You still see him?” Theron asked surprised.


“He is our brother Holy One.” Andreus told him. “We can no more dismiss him as we could not dismiss the loss of a limb.”

Theron nodded. “So he is.” He said softly. “I will keep your words to my ears only, son of Arion. Simply because I believe as you do.”

Andreus nodded, “My thanks Holy One. I must tend to my men.” He bowed his head and moved back towards where his unit sat. Theron smiled as he saw Kmyla’s gray/green eyes fall on Andreus with desire and wolf lust. He moved to where Thr’won and Aricia sat alone, taking the seat across from them.

“Aricia… are you doing alright?” Theron asked.


Aricia smiled and nodded her head. “Chief Mage Thr’won has been teaching me exercises to help me to calm my mind and help sort out the flashes I see from my loves?”


Theron’s eyebrows narrowed at this. “Your… your loves?” He asked his eyes flicking to Thr’won.

Thr’won took Aricia’s hand as her face flushed in embarrassment. She looked at Theron with a smile. “The connection she shares with our King also extends to the females Theron. What she feels for one, she feels for them all, and they for her. She allowed me to experience a very small portion of what she is feeling with them and it is quite wondrous.” Thr’won looked at Aricia with a smile and then looked back to him. “They have never met one another, but the depth of the love and connection they have for each other is something I have never seen or experienced before.”


“It is not something you should be embarrassed about Aricia. There are many such relationships within Sparta. You know this. We are far more accepting than humans.” Theron spoke.


“Thank you Holy One.” Aricia said shyly.


“We will reach the Atlantic Ocean in three hours at this speed.” Theron spoke. “Is it possible for you to obtain a position of some sorts that we can use to localize our search for them child.”


“They are in North America Holy One, that much I am sure of.” Aricia replied confidently. “But the distance between us is still too great for me to get a more exact location. Our King is shielding himself from everyone at the moment, even Dysea, Anja and I. We do not want to disturb him right now, as his thoughts are jumbled and mixed. He is musing something over in his mind.”


“Can’t… can’t this Dysea or Anja tell you?” Theron asked.


Aricia shook her head. “Our connection is stronger if Martin is involved, and all I can get from either of them at the moment are fleeting images. It is growing as we get closer, but it will be some time before I can touch them individually. They are preparing for battle that much I do know.”

Theron looked at her. “Can you project an image of the king and this Dysea and Anja to Chief Mage Thr’won so that she can pass it to our Centurions?” He asked.


Aricia looked at him. “May I ask why Holy One?”


“I do not wish to have harm come to them if we are forced into a confrontation.” Theron spoke with a gentle smile. “If what you and the Chief Mage have told me is true, our King seems to be quite protective of the three of you, and injuring one of his chosen mates would not be the best way to introduce ourselves.”   


Aricia flushed with embarrassment. “Forgive me Holy One… I did not think of that.” She said.


“There is nothing to forgive young Aricia.” Theron told her. “You are protecting what you consider to be yours. He is our King however, and we need to know what they all look like so that we can protect them.”


“Of course Holy One,” Aricia said.


Thr’won smiled and squeezed her hand. “We have time and that can wait until you have used the methods I taught you to calm yourself child.” She said. “Your heart is racing… and you need to rest. We are on our way Aricia. You can rest now… at least for the moment. I want you to sleep for at least an hour before passing their images to me. Is that clear?”


Aricia nodded. “Yes Milady.”


Thr’won nodded and motioned Theron forward where they could talk while Aricia closed her eyes and leaned back in the seat. The elf Mage led Theron forward, leaving Aricia in peace and stopped by the side hatch of the transport.


“She has to rest Theron.” The elf told him as she turned to him. “She is correct in that their power is stronger when our King is within the loop, at least over this great a distance. Yet she is very new to telepathy, as they all are… and it is draining to her.”

“They are in North America Thr’won?” He gasped his eyes wide.


She nodded. “Yes… I know. To project images over that distance is one thing, but to have actually communicated with her as she has said?” Thr’won said shaking her head. “His power is indeed great, but he does lack the finesse of a refined telepath, for she is weak after each communication. That will come with training and skill, and I’m beginning to think you may be right in what you told me. Their connection is growing… becoming stronger with each passing hour. It is simply amazing, unlike anything I have seen.”


“North America is quite large.” Theron spoke.


“She needs rest old friend.” She told him, “An hour at least, preferably two. She will be able to find him, have no doubt of that. But the stronger she is, the stronger their connection will be. She allowed me a glimpse of this Dysea and Anja. It wasn’t very clear… but even what I saw… the elf is exceptionally beautiful, I did not doubt that.”


“As is all of your kind Thr’won,” He told her.


“The human female however… for a human Theron she is equally as stunning,” Thr’won spoke. 


“Do I detect a note of disapproval in your tone old friend?” He asked her with a smile.


Thr’won looked at him, “Hardly.” She said. 


Theron smiled. “I will bow to your wisdom Thr’won. We have a general location right now and that is good. Allow her to rest until we reach the Atlantic Ocean, three hours at least. I know this is straining on her, but at this moment, Aricia is the only map we have to our King.” He said. “Without her we are lost.”


Thr’won nodded. “Three hours is enough.” She said. “She is stronger than even I thought my friend. She will make a wonderful Queen.”


“That isn’t possible.” Theron told her, shaking his head, “You know this Thr’won, as much as you or I prefer otherwise. We are not above the law, and neither is the King.”

“Then I suggest that we find a way around the law Theron.” She told him, “For all our sakes.”

MOUNTAIN CITY


The return to Mountain City was uneventful to say the least with everyone lost in the thoughts of what was going to occur over the next forty-eight hours. True to Minister Thimina’s statement, Telan’s two Dragoons remembered nothing from their four day stay in the Salina medical clinic, and both looked peaked as they climbed into the Hopper for the return trip. No one spoke on the return back, Tarifa content to hold Aihola’s hand the entire way while her mother and Walter caught up on some much needed rest. Lynwe rode with them, sitting next to Walter, her amber eyes glancing back and forth between Tarifa and Aihola almost the entire trip. She remained in the Hopper when they returned until Cantel had secured the vehicle and then he led her up to Tarifa’s home along a back path that was almost never used. Her cloak swept around her feet, the hood hiding her features and her shimmering white hair. 

Telan was waiting for Tarifa when she walked into her home, and taking a deep breath she once more played the part of new wife. It was not as easy this time, so soon after seeing Martin and Dysea, and what they had accomplished. And it was even harder for Aihola to leave her with the man they both detested beyond all others.


Aihola chose to try and relax by going to their tub and filling it with steaming hot water, and once filled she striped and slid into the water, allowing it to sooth her muscles and cool the rage she felt growing in her.


“May I join you?” Lynwe’s voice carried from the darkness in the corner.


Aihola sat up quickly, her arms going to cover her breasts as Lynwe stepped from the shadows. She wore only a long thin robe, and the outline of her enormous breasts was easily discernable, as was the outline of the huge cock that dangled between her thighs. Aihola felt a fleeting surge of pleasure as the memories of the times Lynwe had taken her rushed to into her mind, but she quickly beat them down. There may have been some pleasure in her times with Lynwe, but most of it was not hers, and since Dysea and Anja had cured Aihola of her affliction, she no longer considered the times with Lynwe pleasant experiences.


Aihola sat up straighter and nodded her head slowly, “Of course Lynwe.” She said softly.


Lynwe stepped fully into view, her lean muscular body rippling under her skin and she untied the robe, seductively pulling it aside slowly, revealing her thighs and shoulders before dropping it completely. She stepped slowly into the tub, lingering for a long moment with her thick cock practically dangling in Aihola’s face. As she lowered herself into the water she thought she would have gained more of a reaction from Aihola given her affliction. She settled close to her, her amber eyes never leaving Aihola’s face.


“I… I have missed you Aihola.” She said softly.


“You have had Anari with you Lynwe.” She replied. “And she is one who truly cares for you.”


“You do not care for me Aihola?” Lynwe asked, reaching out to stroke her cheek.


Aihola closed her eyes as she felt the small thrill shoot through her that Lynwe’s touch always had produced in her. Whatever her faults Lynwe was a beautiful woman, her breasts, while very large were firm and stood out proudly, the nipples dark and inviting. Aihola remembered the nights under Lynwe as she drove that long thick cock into her belly. The pleasure had been great, but the pain over rode that as Lynwe would lose control in a fit over what the Alliance had done to her, and her strokes would become too deep and powerful, and then they became painful.

Aihola opened her eyes as she took a deep breath once more. “Not in the way you wish me too Lynwe.” She spoke. “My heart is my own now, and I choose who I give it to. And I have chosen already.”


“Ah… yes… the High Elf Queen.” Lynwe spoke, “A tasty morsel no doubt. Are you the dominant one in your relationship Aihola? Does she make your blood burn for her? Can she do what I do to you?”


“Your hatred of the Alliance and that witch has made you cruel Lynwe.” Aihola spoke softly. “You do not know how to be gentle. I am not like you, I hate the Alliance as much as you, but I have not let that hatred rule my heart. That has allowed me to love Lynwe.”


Lynwe reached up and ran her finger along the braids in Aihola’s hair. “You have broken one of the most sacred taboos of our people by taking her into your bed Aihola. You know this.”


“Our people are dead and gone!” Aihola snapped. “We are all that is left! I believe as Tari does that we can not cling to ancient customs and rituals. We must live in the present if we are ever to escape the past.”


“Pretty words… but do you believe them?” Lynwe asked. “Does she know what you are?”


“I will tell my love when I feel the time is right.” Aihola spoke.

“Your body betrays you Aihola.” Lynwe spoke. “It always does, and that is what I so love about you.”


Lynwe’s hand snapped out to roughly paw Aihola’s breast, pinching the nipple. Her amber eyes grew wide when Aihola didn’t react as she expected. Aihola should have moaned in delight and been coming right there, instantly submitting to Lynwe’s demands. Instead she remained stoic. Lynwe moved in front of her and dragged her now hardening cock across Aihola’s leg, grabbing her firm ass and pulling her against her crotch. Her face showed even more surprise when Aihola again did not react. Her pussy did not part willingly as it had so many times in the past, and the only wetness she felt was from the soothing hot water.

What Lynwe did see was that Aihola’s amber eyes were growing angrier by the second. She leaned back slightly her own eyes wide in surprise. “Why are… why are you not…”


“Release me Lynwe.” Aihola told her in a low voice, the anger trembling beneath her tone.


“You should be…”


“My body is my own now Lynwe!” Aihola snapped. “Now release me!”


“No! I have waited so long to feel you again!” Lynwe said grinding her now completely engorged cock against Aihola’s unresponsive pussy, pulling her closer. “I will have you Aihola! I will…”


Lynwe’s head jerked back viciously and she froze when she felt the cold blade of the knife press to her throat. She gasped when she saw Tarifa’s face above her, her fangs extended and her sapphire eyes now outlined in black.


“You will have nothing Drow witch!” Tarifa snarled viciously. “Release her now or I will cut your throat where you stand! You will not have her against her will. Never again! She is mine!”


Lynwe stared at Tarifa. “You could not hope to defeat me High Elf bitch!” She snapped.

“Are you so sure you wish to stake your life on that?” Tarifa asked her calmly, her voice cold and tinted with warning. 

“I will take you as well and watch you squirm under me as I fuck you and beg me…” Lynwe’s words stopped as she felt the prick of another blade against the underside of her jaw. A blade now held in Aihola’s hand.

“Tarifa begs only for my touch!” Aihola growled, “For my lips on her skin. You will do nothing Lynwe, for by my brother’s own words, I will watch you die under my blade if you so much as breathe at my love in a threatening manner.”

“Aihola… Aihola I… She does not know what you are!” Lynwe spoke, her voice now filled with pleading. “She could never love…”

Tarifa leaned close to Lynwe’s face, pressing the blade tighter against her adam’s apple and staring into her amber eyes. “I know exactly what Nya Istel is Lynwe!” Tarifa spoke in a soft voice. “Do you think me such a fool?” Aihola’s eyes grew wide at this proclamation, and she stared at Tarifa in horror. “It is you who do not know what Aihola is, and you never will.”

Tarifa flipped the blade in her hand expertly and drove the blunt end of the pommel down onto Lynwe’s temple. The blow was perfect and Lynwe went limp as blackness claimed her stunned eyes.  

Aihola could not move a she watched Tarifa haul Lynwe from the water and dump her beside the tub. Fear gripped her heart as she gazed at the woman who had given her all that she had ever hoped for in her tortured life. And now she felt it all slipping away. Tarifa pushed Lynwe’s body over and then turned to look at Aihola seeing the horrified expression she wore.

“Nya Istel? What… what is wrong?” Tarifa asked, thinking Lynwe had injured her in some way. Tarifa lowered her body into the water, the thin robe floating on the surface as she moved close to Aihola. “My love… what is it? Tell me please.” She spoke her hands reaching for Aihola’s face.

“He… he lied to me.” Aihola gasped. “He said… he said he would allow me to tell you.” Tears began rolling from her eyes now, and she moved to get out of the pool.

“No!” Tarifa gasped, pulling her back and wrapping her arms around her. “What is wrong… tell me! Do not shut me out Nya Istel! I beg you.”

“Martin… he told me… he told me he would not reveal to you what I am!” Aihola cried. “He said he would allow me to tell you… to tell you I was…”

“That you are half vampire?” Tarifa spoke softly, her fingers going to Aihola’s face and pressing to her cheek. “Nauta Melme did not reveal this to me Nya Istel. He would never break a promise to you… to one he considers a friend. To one he knows holds my heart.”

“But… but how?” Aihola asked.

Tarifa pointed up and Aihola followed her motion, seeing the window above them in the ceiling, with the wide metal trim. “I have known what you were since that first night in this very room Nya Istel. When you took me against the wall, I saw… I saw your teeth in the metal. I asked the Holy One what exactly the Alliance had done to you while you were their prisoners. He told me of the witch Yuri. He told me what she was… I was… I was shocked. I had never imagined such things could exist, but I finally began to understand what he has meant all these years when he has told me not to fear the unknown. When he has told me there is so much out there that I have yet to experience.”
“The Holy One… he knows… he knows?” Aihola gasped.

Tarifa nodded. “He is a genome… like Nauta Melme and the others. He has known since you first came into my life.”

Aihola felt her heart leap. Tarifa did not fully grasp what Martin and the others were. The Holy One had not told her everything, yet he knew what Aihola was. And Aihola now knew what he was, she had known since their meeting in Eden when he and Martin had stared at each other for so long. Aihola knew that they were communicating telepathically. It was the only thing they could have been doing. And that made Walter a wolf like Martin and the others. That made the Holy One a hunter of her kind. Yet if he had told Tarifa about her, why did he not tell her about Martin and what he truly was. Why did he let her live? Why…

So full of questions Aihola? That is a sign of intelligence and wisdom. Two traits that you are very strong with I have learned. Walter’s voice filled her mind, causing her eyes to go wide.

Holy One? She reached out.
You are no threat to us Aihola. I have known this from the first moment you set foot in Mountain City child. Your developing love for Tarifa only confirmed this to me. She loves you child, more than she loves even my King. Love her in return. Martin and I will protect you and the others; you should have no fears about that. You are not the enemy Aihola. You and the others are but more unwitting victims. Walter’s voice was warm and gentle in her head. Love her in return Aihola, and if you are able… try to quench the fire of hate in Lynwe’s heart that threatens to consume her. Enjoy your time now child… for soon events will begin happening, and you will need to be prepared.
Aihola’s eyes blinked when his voice drifted away, and she looked at Tarifa. “Tarifa…”

“I do not care what you are Nya Istel.” Tarifa spoke urgently. “You have shown me more love and caring than anyone in my life save Nauta Melme. And it is you who now holds my heart so tightly within your grasp. I do not want to lose that. Ever.”

Tarifa’s lips lowered and claimed Aihola’s in the sweetest and most passionate kiss they had ever shared. It was a kiss of hunger, need, craving, love and desire, and it set Aihola’s body on fire. She wrapped her arms around Tarifa, crushing her firm body to her own, and returned the sizzling kiss with equal feeling and passion, falling quickly into her role as Mistress. She fought Tarifa’s tongue for a brief moment before Tarifa surrendered with a whimper and allowed Aihola to claim what was hers.
It was a long and sensuous moment before they parted, both of them out of breath. Aihola took Tarifa’s face in her hands softly nibbling her wonderful lips as she pulled away. Her eyes grew wide suddenly.

“Telan…”

Tarifa grinned. “He lasted even less time than before my love.” She spoke, her eyes glittering with undisguised desire. Desire for the woman she held in her arms. “And I wanted to be with you.”

“What of your father Tarifa?” Aihola asked. “What of our plans?”

“My mother sent me the signal. She has injected my father with the anti-dote Anja developed. It will be morning before we know anything.” Tarifa replied. “I wanted… I wanted to hold you… to taste you before we begin to remove the scum from my city. I did not know when we could be together. I… I did not suspect what Lynwe would do however.”

“She… she has so much hate in her my love.” Aihola said glancing at Lynwe’s limp form. “I do not know if she knows how to love anymore.”
“You care for her?” Tarifa said softly, stroking Aihola’s shoulder.

“I do care for her, whatever she may think. She is not a bad person.” Aihola spoke. “It’s just… no one except Anari has ever shown her love. And I believe that even though she may care for Anari, she only reminded her of what she had become. What those monsters made her into.”

Tarifa rested her forehead against Aihola’s, reveling in the feel of her beloved’s arms around her, the sensation of her bare breasts against her skin. She looked over to Lynwe’s large beautiful body and made her decision.

“Then let us teach her love.” Tarifa spoke looking at Aihola. “Let us teach her what it is to love and to be loved.”

Aihola met her eyes. “What do you mean?”

“She desires you, that much is very obvious.” Tarifa told her. “Let us show her what pleasures she can have with someone that cares for her. If that is what you wish.”

“You… you would do this for her? For me?” Aihola asked, stunned.

“I would do anything for you Nya Istel. You know that.” Tarifa said. “And it pains me to see the agony Lynwe endures inside. You and I can teach her to know what it feels like. We can teach her that not everything is hate and death.”

“Tarifa… she is… she is Drow, a dominant Drow. I…”

Tarifa touched her lips with a finger silencing her words. “No one but you holds my heart Aihola. No one but you could make me feel what you do, not even Nauta Melme. Pleasure can exist outside of our love, but know that you and only you will could ever rule my soul, and only you could possess me as you do. And I hope you feel the same.”

“And… what of Martin; what you share with him?” Aihola asked her eyes on Tarifa’s face.
“My times with Nauta Melme were exquisite pleasure Nya Istel.” She spoke softly. “But he does not have my heart and soul. Dysea and Anja possess his being, as he possesses theirs. He is different… something I can not touch calls to him. Would I love him again? Never without your consent, for you possess me now, in every way. And the pleasure you give to me is so very unique and will never be overshadowed by another. That is not possible. I would hope you feel as I do, for if not I will have to work harder Mistress.” She spoke that last part with a seductive smile of need and want. 

Aihola’s eyes were bright in the dim light and she kissed Tarifa longingly, not as her Mistress, but as her friend and her beloved. “I do my love.” She whispered finally after they had parted.

“Then let us show Lynwe what it can feel like to touch that love.” Tarifa spoke. 

“What… what is it you wish to do?” Aihola asked, though she had an idea… and the thought was very thrilling to say the least.

Tarifa leaned close to her ear.

MOON BASE EDEN


The moon.
Anari still could not believe she found herself on this wondrous station. She had gleefully sat in the cockpit of the Raptor awash in the wonderment of the stars as they had circled around the planet and come to the moon only a few short weeks ago. When she had reached this place it was as if another world had opened to her. Gone from her thoughts was Lynwe and the constant death they had run from for two years. Gone from her thoughts was the deteriorating relationship she shared with the hateful Drow warrior. Lynwe had never been able to get past what the Alliance had made her, and it transferred to all that she did, to include her relationship with Anari. That hatred had begun to infect Anari, and she could not stand it, knowing she had to get away. The trip here had been the perfect escape. And she had found not only herself, but the beginnings of what could be a serious relationship. Something she craved more than anything.

Anari remembered that night, a week after arriving. She had been training the elves that Admiral Wallace had chosen to be his fighting force. As she pushed them, she pushed herself even harder. She was sharing quarters with a female elf who had been a slave on the Asian continent. She was an attractive elf with long brown hair and expressive eyes, and the usual petite but very delightful elf figure. Since having her drug dispenser removed, she had become a bubbling elf, keeping everyone’s spirits high when they were along and not having to play their roles. It was after a particularly long hard day of training that Anari had returned to their quarters to relax under a stream of hot water. So lost in her own thoughts Anari had not heard Hetyon come into their quarters. Up until this time she had always waited for the female elf to depart before showering or changing her clothes. She was not yet ready to allow anyone to know how different she was. Hetyon changed all that when Anari heard her gasp from behind and she had whirled around without thinking. Hetyon’s eyes had grown wide at what she saw. Hetyon had taken a liking to the Drow that Anari had discovered later and now seeing her dripping wet and sporting an incredibly thick male organ, Hetyon could not tear her eyes away.
Anari had snatched a towel from the rack and held it in front of her, her skin flush in embarrassment and shame under her dark complexion. Hetyon stepped closer to Anari, her eyes becoming heavy with passion that Anari did not see at the moment.

“Anari…Anari… is that… is that beautiful thing real?” Hetyon had asked her almost breathlessly, her eyes locked on Anari’s groin.

Anari looked at Hetyon, surprise in her eyes at the question. It had not been spoken with malice or fear; it had been spoken with the unmistakable sound of lust. “I should… I should have told you Hetyon. Forgive me…” Anari had said.

The female elf with Asian features had dropped to her knees in front of Anari, her hands encircling the large ebony cock in her dainty hands, her dark eyes clouded over in lust. Anari had hissed in pleasure as it seared through her veins. “Hetyon… please don’t…” She gasped. “It… it has been so…”

“So long?” Hetyon spoke, her voice husky and demanding. “I have not… I have not had a choice in so long about who would take me and who would not Anari.” She spoke, her hands stroking the ten inch shaft, watching amazed as it grew in size and heat. “You came here… so strong… so powerful… you! I want you to take me Anari! Please!”
Anari nearly lost it then when the young elf’s warm mouth engulfed her engorged shaft, swallowing it almost to the base in her velvet throat. She dropped the towel, her hands going to Hetyon’s thick brown hair and entwining in the silky strands. Her neck muscles strained, resisting the attempts to ram her thick cock down Hetyon’s throat. She did not want to be Lynwe. She wanted to feel pleasure… to give pleasure in return. She was not like Lynwe. Anari had pulled Hetyon to her feet then, her amber eyes wide in passion and lust for this young elf female.

Hetyon had stood in front of her, lips shiny and wet from salvia, her own breasts now erect and her nipples threatening to break the fabric of the shirt she wore.

“Hetyon… I… I am Drow.” Anari had gasped out.

“I don’t care!” Hetyon had told her. “I have waited for so long to have someone hold me in their arms without hurting me. I was… I was attracted to you the moment you came here. You seem so powerful and confident. Yet you are a woman… and I was draw to that.” Hetyon’s hand closed around Anari’s raging hard shaft squeezing gently. “Now I know the truth of you and I want you all to myself. Take me Anari!” She had gasped. “Take me and make me yours! I beg you!”

It had been the look on her face that pushed Anari over the edge, and into an entirely different world of love and pleasure. She had taken Hetyon then. She had striped the gorgeous female elf right there in the shower and taken her three times within thirty minutes. Hetyon’s cries of pleasure and urging only served to incite her more, not to mention the warmth and extreme tightness of her slick pussy. Hetyon had responded to Anari in ways Lynwe never had, cooing softly in her ears, her hands exploring every portion of Anari’s flesh, taking Anari with her velvet mouth, while pinching her firm breasts in her hands, swallowing Anari completely, and drinking down her juices. When they had moved to the bed, it had only gotten better, as Anari learned of the pleasures of female flesh, spending hours exploring Hetyon’s beautifully trimmed pussy and firm ass. Anari let go of all her inhibitions, and more often than not found herself happily feasting on Hetyon’s delicious pussy while her thick cock was buried in Hetyon’s throat.
It had been Hetyon to give Anari her first ever kiss, pulling down her beautiful Drow face to her own while Anari was stroking into her depths with powerful plunges. The moment Hetyon had claimed her lips Anari exploded deeply inside the female elf, and forever sealed them together.

When they had risen the next morning, exhausted and sore, Anari had feared how Hetyon would react. The female elf had come out of the shower with her usual bubbly nature undaunted, immediately going up to her and pulling her close for a blistering kiss. Anari had stared into her dark eyes for a long moment.

“I… I am yours Anari” Hetyon had told her softly. “Whether by fate or by choice I am yours. I… I know you are Drow… and that you must be dominant in all that you do. All I ask… all I ask is that you… treat me with respect outside of our bed.”

Anari could not have stopped her heart from soaring any higher when she heard those words, and she had taken Hetyon’s face in her hands and tenderly kissed her lips. “Drow I may be… but I would never disrespect the one who I wish to share my life with, in or out of our bed. If you… if you will have me Hetyon.”

The female elf’s eyes were brighter than any sun Anari had seen and she nodded quickly. “I… would have you Anari.” She spoke. “Very happily I would have you.”

That night had begun Anari’s new life and she had thrown herself into her position with undisguised glee. By day she trained the elves, and trained them hard, teaching them all sorts of deadly and lethal fighting skills known only to the Drow. The nights she spent in Hetyon’s arms, being pleasured by her lover, and returning that pleasure without question or doubt. That she was happily lapping away at a female’s pussy, and breaking one of the longest running taboos in Drow culture did not matter to her in the least. It was now her life, and she intended to treat her chosen mate how she deemed. If that meant snuggling on their bed while making her lover cum continuously with her tongue, she would happily and continually do so.

This was what occupied Anari’s thoughts as she stood in the long corridor staring up at the stars above, while gripping the HK74 in her hands tightly. She heard the hiss of the airlock opening and Admiral Wallace joined them with the petite Asian female beside him. 


The Admiral was a large man, imposing and fearsome, but he was honorable and respectful to those that followed him. Anari could detect something different about him at first, something wild and untamed, but that had quickly fallen from her mind as he told her what he needed. He wasted no time and moved right up to her, taking in how the soldiers she had trained continued about their business as professionals.

“We just got a transmission from earth.” Wallace spoke. “Tarifa’s mother was able to inject the anti-dote and we will be executing our attack in eight hours. Are you ready?”


Anari nodded. “We are ready Admiral.” She answered confidently.


 Wallace stepped closer to her. “Are you able to detect any vampires among Grahams’ forces?” He asked her in a low whisper.


Anari’s eyes went wide as he said this and she glanced left and right, naturally trying to find a place to escape to if needed. She felt Wallace’s hand grip her arm and her amber eyes darted back to his face. He leaned close to her, inhaling deeply and drawing back slowly. “My King was right.” He spoke softly.


“Your… your King?” Anari gasped.


Wallace nodded. “I know what you are Anari.” He said softly. “Your vampire genes are well masked, but not from a wolf that knows what to look for, especially one as old as me.”


Anari’s eyes were wide in fear now. She knew without question that only a Wolf Shifter with at least a thousand years behind them could detect her vampire genes that the chip she had embedded in her skin masked. And she also knew she could never defeat a Wolf Shifter of that age.


“Your fear is unwarranted Anari.” Wallace spoke so that only she and Anisa could hear him. “I may be an old Wolf, but I trust my King explicitly. His transmission explained to me what was done to you and the others. What they had forced you to become. And your time here has proven to me you are no enemy of mine, else you would already be dead. You have nothing to fear from me.”


“Admiral I did not want to…” Anari began speaking.


Wallace shook his head. “Whatever hatred I may hold for vampires Anari does not extend to you. Breath easy Drow warrior, for you and I are allies in this fight, and whatever comes in our future, we will face it together.”


Anari looked at him. “Then he is who I suspected him to be.” She spoke.


Wallace nodded. “He is the descended of Leonidas. And he is our King.”


“I hold nothing but hatred for the Alliance and their scum.” Anari spoke, “And most especially for vampires. But I do not let that hatred cloud my reason Admiral.”


Wallace nodded. “Yes I know. If it did, I would not smell Hetyon so heavily upon you.” He smiled at her. “You have taken her as your lover?”


“It is a love I intend to maintain Admiral. Something I have lacked for many years.” Anari said.


“That is good.” Wallace told her, looking at Anisa by his side. “Something I have lacked as well until now. Now back to my question… are you able to detect your kind among any of Graham’s cronies?”


Anari shook her head. “I have not up until now.” She said. “But that does not mean that the witch has not improved her methods.”


“Is there a way for Anisa and I to detect them?”


“You must use grayscale vision,” Anari replied immediately. “Their blood will appear white as it flows in their veins.” Anari replied without hesitation. “And their body mass will appear heavier than normal humans.”

“I will take the Command Center when we move, and I will need you to lead the attack against the engineering spaces. Graham’s supporters won’t expect an attack that early in the morning, so we should be able to pull it off. He has shown an ability to pull more to his side than I thought, so be aware that there may be more assisting him than we have been led to believe. Are your people ready?”


Anari smiled with a vicious grin. “We are ready Admiral.” She told him. “And we will be victorious.”
MOUNTAIN CITY


Lynwe’s eyes fluttered open and the first thing she realized was that her hands were securely tied to something. She tested the bonds discretely, twisting her wrists in such a manner that was supposed to loosen the ropes. The second thing Lynwe noticed was that she was completely naked and stretched out on Aihola’s bed, which had been pulled away from the wall and now was in the middle of the room. Her hands had been secured to the frame underneath from what she could tell. She stopped moving when Aihola appeared next to her, also completely and gloriously naked. The Elf Queen Tarifa appeared on the opposite side, also quite naked, and extremely beautiful.

“Aihola… I… I demand you release me.” Lynwe snapped.


Aihola shook her head as they sat on the edges of the bed on either side of her. “I think not Lynwe.” She replied. “You taught me to tie these knots if you remember.”


“Aihola… let me up this instant!” Lynwe demanded. “I will not allow you to…”


“To what Lynwe?” Tarifa asked reaching out to stroke Lynwe’s flesh, drawing her nails along her ribcage and watching her huge breasts heave with her intake off breath. “Dominate you as you have dominated Aihola so many times in the past?”

“Don’t touch me High Elf!” Lynwe spoke, her words a soft growl. “I am a Drow warrior! I am dominant in all things! I take what…”


Aihola’s hand dropped to Lynwe’s thigh, caressing the taut muscular flesh with her fingers. She saw Lynwe’s heavy male balls draw up tightly to the base of her huge fourteen inch cock. “Yes Lynwe we know. You take what you want!” She spoke casually, her fingers continuing to stroke Lynwe’s flesh. 


“Stop that!” Lynwe gasped loudly trying to shake her hips to knock Aihola’s hand away.


“You were ready to take her against her will just a little while ago.” Tarifa spoke softly. “Yet now you are angry and defensive. Why is that Lynwe?”


“I said don’t touch me!” 


Tarifa smiled at her burning amber eyes. “I am touching you Lynwe. And I intend to do so much more!”


“No!” Lynwe barked. “I will not allow this!”


Aihola leaned over Lynwe’s body, their breasts dragging against each other making Lynwe clench her teeth as her cock began to thicken with the pleasure that motion caused. She lowered her lips to Lynwe’s neck and suckled her chocolate skin softly while Tarifa’s face lowered and nibbled Lynwe’s ear lobe, her own breasts pressing hard against Lynwe’s shoulder and arm, her nipples fully aroused and burning points against Lynwe’s flesh. Lynwe hissed, shaking her head as they drew away from her.


“No! I… I do… not want this!” She spoke, her voice losing some of its force.


“You are filled with so much hate Lynwe.” Aihola spoke softly her words warm and soothing, “So much anger.”

“I embrace my anger!” Lynwe spoke quickly. “I embrace my hatred!”


“At what cost Lynwe?” Tarifa asked, lowering her lips to Lynwe’s nipple, grazing them across the hardening bud. “At what cost to you?” Tarifa continued. “You have allowed your hatred to blind you to all else around you, even to those who care about you.”


“Stop it!” Lynwe gasped as Tarifa engulfed her nipple and sucked gently, teasing it with her tongue.


“Let us help you.” Aihola spoke now, brushing her own lips across Lynwe’s cheek and across her lips, her tongue dancing over Lynwe’s soft pink lips.


Lynwe turned her head to the side. “No!” She gasped. “This is not right!”


“Why isn’t it Lynwe?” Tarifa asked softly. She leaned over the tall Drow warrior’s body, slowly dragging her firm breasts against Lynwe’s massive globes, careful to make their nipples meet and caress each other. “It is not wrong to feel pleasure.”


Lynwe gasped as she felt Aihola’s small hands encased her now rock hard cock and stroke it several times. “Please… please… not like this! I don’t want… I don’t want to be weak.”

Tarifa lowered her face close to the Drow and stared at her with eyes of sapphire. “This is not weak Lynwe.” She spoke softly. “This is who you are. You are not the killer you make everyone believe. You lash out because it is all you know. You lash out because you think no one will find you desirable. You hurt others because you are trying to prove you aren’t weak.” Tarifa dropped her head lower and once more dragged her tongue across Lynwe’s tasty skin. “Let us show you what pleasures can come from being strong Lynwe.” She spoke, almost cooing the words as she circled Lynwe’s opposite nipple with her tongue. “Aihola and I will show you that you are strong Lynwe. And that you lose nothing of yourself.”


“Stop it please!”


“Why? Does the pleasure course through you?” Tarifa asked as her hand slipped across Lynwe’s hard abdomen, caressing her ebony skin with fluttering gentleness. “Is that what is wrong to you, that you should feel no pleasure?”


“Stop it!” Lynwe practically yelled. “I am a Drow warrior! I am…” Lynwe’s eyes flew open wide as she felt soft warm lips engulf the head of her burning cock. Pleasure surged through her legs as Aihola’s lips pulled more of her length into the confines of her tight throat, quickly sinking past seven inches. Aihola’s lips were stretched obscenely wide around the thick shaft, her small hand pumping the remaining seven inches while her salvia coated the exposed shaft.


Instinctively Lynwe lifted her hips off the bed, trying to ram her cock down Aihola’s throat. Tarifa shook her head and stretched her body atop Lynwe’s pushing her hips down with her hands.


“No Lynwe.” Tarifa spoke softly. “Fight the urge. Control it. Let Aihola please you! Let her show you pleasure, as I will when she has emptied you.” Tarifa looked into Lynwe’s wide amber eyes, her massive breasts heaving against her own chest and causing ripples of pleasure to surge through her own body. Tarifa could feel her pussy becoming moist in excitement, and she ground it down upon Lynwe’s hard abdomen stimulating herself. The burning in her veins was increasing and fueling her own lust. She could already smell Aihola’s sweet cherry blossom scent filling the room, telling her that Aihola was deriving just as much pleasure from sucking Lynwe’s huge cock as Lynwe was experiencing from having it sucked. 
Lynwe knew by now she would have been ramming her huge pole into Aihola’s throat, intent on only pleasing herself, heedless of her partner’s needs, however her hands were tied securely, and Tarifa was applying too much weight on her hips to allow her to fuck Aihola’s throat in this condition. Lynwe could feel the blood pounding in her head, stars beginning to form as another three inches of her cock slid between Aihola’s warm lips. It was never… it was never like this. Aihola was playing with her, nibbling her thick cock as it pushed into her throat. Her tongue was dancing around the main vein, teasing it and driving her mad. Aihola’s hand went to her heavy hot balls, gently coaxing them, tickling them with her nails attempting to draw the prize she so wanted from their depths.
Tarifa’s lips had once more descended to Lynwe’s neck, and with her extended fangs she was nibbling on Lynwe’s delicious skin, the tip of her tongue tracing every contour, every muscle. She licked the underside of Lynwe’s ear, tracing the outer ridge of her delicately pointed elf ear, eliciting a gasp of sheer delight from Lynwe. 
Lynwe’s world exploded in a flash of bright lights and colors as her come rocketed up the length of her pulsing cock and erupted into Aihola’s hungry mouth. Her body was rigid, her arms pulling the bindings tight, her teeth clenched in sheer bliss as pleasure ripped through her unlike anything she had felt before. She was vaguely aware of Aihola pumping her huge cock with both hands, milking her length as she drank down what Lynwe was offering to her. Drank it down with a gusto Lynwe had never seen from Aihola before. Her cum was spilling from the corners of Aihola’s lips in an almost constant stream, and still Aihola would not release her erupting cock from the prison of her soft lips. She could see Aihola grinding her ass down on the heels of her feet as she too was coming madly, her juices pouring down the insides of her thighs. She was aware of the warm liquid spilling across her firm belly and retained enough presence of mind to realize that the High Elf Queen was experiencing her own orgasm as well, humping Lynwe’s abdomen.

And then it was over, and her body slumped onto the bed. She watched in a dazed fashion as Aihola licked her still hard cock clean with her tongue before tracing her tongue up Lynwe’s body as Tarifa slid off her abdomen. Aihola lavishly licked Tarifa’s cum from Lynwe’s belly, relishing in the flavor of her love. Lynwe saw Tarifa’s face through the haze now and she watched as the High Elf Queen and Aihola shared a passionate kiss, their tongues dancing together over the top of Lynwe’s huge heaving breasts. Lynwe’s eyes were wide as she realized they tasted her as well, her come mixed in with Tarifa’s. It was a blistering hot kiss, Aihola’s hand coming up to grasp the back of Tarifa’s long black mane and hold her place. It should have disgusted Lynwe, made her avert her eyes, but by the gods it was sending electric jolts of pleasure through her once more just by watching them.
When they finally parted, they had looks of extreme pleasure on their faces, their eyes closed. “Hmmmm… she tastes good Mistress.” Tarifa spoke softly, stunning Lynwe with her words. “Much better than I thought. Will you allow me to taste her?”

Aihola smiled wantonly and licked Tarifa’s lips. “Perhaps in the future, but for now do as we discussed slave.” She spoke as calmly as her racing heart would allow.

“Thank you Mistress.” Tarifa answered almost longingly. 

Lynwe’s eyes were wide. They had shared no harsh words, Aihola’s command given with a soft kiss and caress, with Tarifa smiling in the desire to please her. The High Elf Queen disappeared from sight as Aihola’s bright amber eyes were suddenly in her face.
“Do you see Lynwe?” Aihola spoke, her lips so close to Lynwe’s that she could feel her breath on her skin.
Lynwe’s eyes began to moisten. “Aihola… I… I…”

Aihola leaned forward quickly, kissing her deeply, thrusting her tongue into Lynwe’s mouth and teasing the roof of her mouth before she drew back. “We are not done yet Lynwe. My slave wishes you to feel more.”

“Aihola… I can not… Ahhhhhhh!” Lynwe’s eyes flew open once more as the hot velvet heat encased the head of her steel hard cock and then easily swallowed six inches of her near bursting shaft.

“Ahhhhhhh!” Tarifa echoed Lynwe as she braced herself on Lynwe’s hips with her hands and sank another three inches of her massive pole inside her seething hot pussy. She was facing away from Lynwe, sweat adorning her body, her black hair swinging wildly about her tanned shoulders.
Lynwe’s face contorted in sheer blissful agony and she tensed her body to shove her entire fourteen inches into the Elf Queen. Aihola’s hands on her hips stopped her, forcing her hips down.

“No Lynwe!” She gasped, watching her beloved hovering over Lynwe’s hips with nine inches of her gut filling cock inside her. Her beautiful pussy lips were stretched wide around Lynwe’s shaft, Tarifa’s eyes closed tightly, biting her bottom lip. “Let her pleasure you! Let her show you what pleasures you can have.” Aihola whispered in Lynwe’s ear. “Stop thinking of yourself as being cursed Lynwe, start thinking of yourself as blessed with a gift. You are a beautiful woman Lynwe, strong and proud. Let us show you what love is. What it means to be gentle and caring.”
Lynwe suddenly felt her hands being cut free and she immediately grabbed Tarifa’s hips and prepared to ram her thick cock fully into the elf Queen. 

“No Lynwe!” Aihola’s voice froze her. She felt her lips next to her ear. “Do it my way Lynwe, and I can promise you more pleasure and release than you dreamed. You must give of yourself to receive of someone else. Let her adjust to you Lynwe, for you are larger than she has ever had, even larger than her Nauta Melme. Enjoy the sensations as she moves a top you, breathing deeply. She is so tight isn’t she?”

Lynwe closed her eyes and listened to Aihola’s voice in her head. Her hands rested on Tarifa’s hips, but she did not pull her down as her instincts told her to. Instead Tarifa wrapped her hands around Lynwe’s wrists and sank further down on her dominating Drow cock. Lynwe’s body was on fire, sensations she had never experienced ripping through her very being. It wasn’t… it wasn’t supposed to be like this. Pleasure like this should not exist. Yet she was experiencing it first hand. Lynwe and Tarifa gasped together as with a final five inch plunge her pussy came to rest on Lynwe’s burning balls. Shivers of ecstasy rumbled through them, Lynwe’s balls throbbing madly as she felt them bang against the pussy of this elf Queen.

Tarifa fell back on Lynwe, her hands dropping to Lynwe’s hips, holding her in place as she rocked her perfect ass back and forth in tight hard circles across the enormous cock buried in her tight pussy. No one had ever been this deep inside her. Not even her Nauta Melme had been so far inside her belly. This pleasure was different… staggering and powerful… yet oh so pleasant. The pleasure with Martin and Aihola was far beyond what she was experiencing now because of the depth of feeling involved, but Lynwe’s cock was causing her pussy to feel things she’d never felt before.

Lynwe reached around to Tarifa’s chest and almost without thought covered her firm breasts with her hands, gripping them tightly, her fingers pinching Tarifa’s nipples, but gently and almost reverently. 

“Ahhhhhhh Lynwe…” Tarifa gasped. “Do… do you see.”

Lynwe lifted her hips off the bed slowly, hearing Tarifa gasp and clench her pussy down tightly on Lynwe’s cock. Lynwe let out a throaty groan next to Tarifa’s ear as staggering pleasure surged through her cock when Tarifa squeezed her shaft with her pussy muscles. Her eyes were wide as she suddenly felt a warm tongue bath her balls with salvia. She felt Tarifa stiffen and clamp down almost painfully with her pussy as Aihola’s tongue stabbed her pierced clit and sent Tarifa over the edge. Lynwe cried out as Tarifa’s hot cum flooded from her, bathing her pulsing cock. When her powerful muscles clenched her, Lynwe knew it was too much for her to stand. She tilted her head back and screamed as her searing cum blasted deeply into the convulsing elf Queen’s belly, and triggered yet another orgasm within Tarifa. Aihola’s tongue set them both of almost immediately after Lynwe’s first eruption by dragging her tongue up Lynwe’s balls and across her beloved’s eraser hard clit.
Lynwe came for almost a full minute, blasting her come into Tarifa’s spasming pussy. Her hands unconsciously caressed Tarifa’s glorious body while she emptied her come into her, holding her possessively. With a final small upward thrust, Lynwe was spent and she slumped onto the bed exhausted. Tarifa allowed a small smile to cross her face as she slowly slipped from on top of Lynwe, her huge cock sending tingles of pleasure through her as it slid free of her pussy. Once on the bed fully, Tarifa moved over next to Aihola, her eyes sleepy and her body fully sated. Aihola gathered her into her arms and pulled her head to her breasts, feeling Tarifa’s arms pull her tight, their legs entwining.
Aihola stared at Lynwe as she felt Tarifa drifting fast to sleep in her arms. After several moments, her chest heaving in exertion, Lynwe turned her head and met her gaze. Her eyes took in the tight body of the Elf Queen and she felt a small surge of pleasure in her loins. She rolled over onto her side, her amber eyes wide as if she had found a new toy and she reached for Tarifa.

“No Lynwe.” Aihola’s voice stopped her dead.

Lynwe met her eyes. “Aihola…”

“You see Lynwe. You can control it.” Aihola said softly. “Can you lay there and tell me what you have just experienced is not the most incredible thing you have ever felt. Can you?”

Lynwe shook her head slowly. “It was.” She spoke finally. “I… I have never felt so…”

Aihola reached out and touched Lynwe’s face gently. “Let us teach you love Lynwe.” She said. “Tarifa is willing… as am I. I… I thought sharing her with you would make me angry. I know now that the depth of what she and I feel for each other is beyond that. She will never deny you attention Lynwe, but you must return it. She will never hurt you, and you must never hurt her. She is my love… and I will kill any who harms her Lynwe. That includes you.”

“Aihola…”

“Listen to me!” Aihola spoke. “Stay with us. Let us show you what you can have Lynwe. You are as desirable a woman as either of us has ever known. And you have your special gift. Leave the hate behind you Lynwe. Stay with us. She will do anything we ask of her in our bed; and she has already shown you the pleasures she can give you. She… I… we can do so much more. But you must never disrespect her, in our bed or in public, for she is Queen and I will not allow it.”

“And you Aihola?” Lynwe asked softly.

“I love Tarifa with all that I am Lynwe. That will not change, ever. And she loves me just as deeply. I have found peace in her arms Lynwe, and we wish to share that peace with you.” Aihola spoke. “You don’t have to be alone anymore! Come into our embrace Lynwe, for we have much to do in a few hours and we need our strength. Do not remain alone.”

Lynwe moved closer, pressing her body up against Tarifa’s back and sandwiching the Queen of the High Elves between her two Drow lovers. She felt another flicker of sexual energy course through her as her cock snuggled against Tarifa’s firm ass cheeks, but this she fought down herself and she rested her head on the pillow staring at Aihola, feeling the sense of peace filling her. She felt the small tears roll down her cheek as she smiled.

“Perhaps… perhaps it is time I accept who I am and attempt to rebuild what I can.” She spoke softly. 

“You will never be alone Lynwe… Tarifa and I will help you.” Aihola said.

“I… I am without words Aihola.” She said.

“Honor her Lynwe. Honor her and no words will be needed.” Aihola spoke leaning over and kissing Lynwe softly on the lips. A kiss that Aihola noticed she did not flinch from in the least. She smiled. “We must sleep, for tomorrow our lives will change.”

Lynwe then did something she hadn’t done since discovering what the Alliance had turned her into. She stretched out her long arms and took Aihola and Tarifa in her embrace, the three of them falling into a content filled sleep. None of them knew what was going to happen tomorrow, but for this one moment they had each other. And that was enough.

MOUNTAIN CITY


“Hello Papa!” Tarifa spoke softly, looking at her father lying in the bed looking up at her.


Tareif looked at his daughter and found her could not contain the tears that washed down his face. He held his arms open and Tarifa fell into them as easily as she would have as a small child. Palina stood next to Cantel and another Dragoon officer watching, tears rolling down her face as well.


“My daughter… I… I have wronged you so!” Tareif cried. “I wish… I wish to take my own life after what I have done to you child.”


Tarifa leaned back quickly, “Never speak like that again Papa, ever!” She gasped. “Papa you were not yourself! They were controlling you.” She said, grasping his face in her hands, seeing the tears streaming down his face, “Controlling us! The drugs they used made them able to plant suggestions within your mind. You could not refuse their directions, no matter how much you knew it was wrong.”

“Who… who did this?” Tareif asked softly.


“Telan,” She answered. “His father and their Alliance supporters. We have learned much in the last few weeks, but we still do not know the extent to which they have infiltrated our cities and our government.”


“Fal’sas and Klas,” Tareif exclaimed. “They… they hold your brothers Tarifa!”


Tarifa shook her head. “Not for much longer Papa. Daniel Simpson and General Vengal are waiting for word from me to rescue them.”


“Vengal? The Wood Elf Ranger leader?” Tareif asked. “Why… why would he help us?”


Tarifa slid back a little as her father pulled himself to a sitting position on the bed, and she watched his eyes grow larger when he saw the two tall Drow warriors in his bedroom. The taller of the two was standing by the door, her amber eyes ever alert, watching outside the small window, her hand griping the unusual double bladed knife. The second Drow warrior stood close behind Tarifa, almost possessively. Cantel and the other Dragoon made no move to protect them, or subdue the Drow. Tarifa grasped his hands.

“There is much I must tell you papa.” She said. “You have many questions in your eyes.”


“Tarifa… there are two Drow in my bed chamber.” Her father spoke softly. “You sit there calmly and my Dragoons stand at ease.”


Tarifa nodded. “They are not our enemy papa. And neither are their tribe mates who currently stand ready to rescue your sons and my brothers.” Tarifa reached behind her and took Aihola’s hand, pulling her closer. “This is Aihola of the family Anatyla. She has been my bodyguard for several months now, and she is also my lover and will one day become my soul mate. Lynwe is a dear friend who accompanied us back to Mountain City to help Aihola protect me.” Tarifa did not see the look the passed across Lynwe’s face at her words. She had not expected Tarifa to refer to her in such a way. When they had awakened, she had been gone from within her and Aihola’s embrace, and for a fleeting moment Lynwe had felt an ache inside her. She was beginning to understand what Aihola meant, and when she looked at Aihola and found her eyes open and looking at her with friendship and caring, Lynwe knew that her life would never be the same.


Tareif’s eyes flew open wide at this news. He looked at Aihola, standing proud and calmly next to Tarifa. She bowed her head to him slightly.


“It is an honor War Master Tareif.” Aihola spoke softly. “And it is good to see that you are yourself once more. We will need your skills and leadership.” 


Tareif turned back to Tarifa. While it was not uncommon for female elves to develop relationships, their society did not frown on such things, that his daughter the Queen was sharing a bed with a Drow stunned him. They had been dire enemies not so very long ago. He felt Tarifa’s hand touch his weathered face.

“I see the questions running through your head papa.” She said with a smile. “I will answer them all for you, but you must trust me. This is not a game; the Alliance is not playing tricks on your mind any longer. You are once more yourself.”


“You… you said Vengal and Simpson are going to rescue your brothers.” Tareif spoke. “He was… he was one of the genomes with Hunter.”


Tarifa nodded. “Yes… they did not go where the Council of Elders directed them. They have built a great city just outside High Elf territory. Mother discovered what Telan and his family was doing and her actions by going to them for help set everything in motion.”


Palina stepped up to the bed now and took her husband’s hand. “I have my husband back.” She spoke, kneeling next to the bed and dropping her forehead to his cheek. “That is what matters most to me.”


Tareif closed his eyes as he took in the smell of his wife’s hair, his wife of almost three hundred years, the mother of his children and the owner of his heart. Tareif squeezed her in his embrace before grabbing the blanket and tossing it aside. He pulled his legs over and stood up taking a deep breath, his mind clear and focused for the first time in months as his natural elfin system began to reassert itself quickly. He turned to his daughter as she stood up.


“What is happening Tarifa?” He asked.


Tarifa smiled. “There are some things you need to know papa. But as the Holy One is so fond of telling me, you must not fear the unknown. What I’m going to tell you will… it will shock you and make you doubt many things. Just know that is all very true.”


“I don’t understand child.” Tareif spoke. “What are you talking about? You mentioned Simpson… and if he is involved then I have no doubt Hunter is as well. Where is he? What is he doing?”


“At the moment papa he has taken it upon himself with Dysea to stop the war between our people and the Wood Elves.” Tarifa spoke. “His is the most dangerous task… and I worry for him… for them…” Tarifa felt Aihola grasp her hand and squeeze tightly. “But it is… it is his actions that have given us the opportunity to stop what could very well mean the end of us.”


“I don’t follow.” Tareif spoke.


Tarifa took his hand. “You will papa. You will.” Tarifa turned to where Lynwe stood by the window. “Lynwe… would you send the signal to Eden that my father is fit and himself once more and they can begin.”


Lynwe nodded. “It’s about time.” She spoke. “My blood is burning for some action.”


Aihola looked at her, a flash of concern in her face. She stepped over to her quickly. “Lynwe…”


Lynwe met her eyes and smiled. “Have no fears Aihola Little One.” She spoke confidently. “After… after what you and Tarifa have shown me… the hate does not rule me anymore. It still burns… but now it is tempered with the knowledge that I am more than what they made me think I was. And I hope that you will continue to help me see this.”


Aihola smiled and nodded. “I believe Tarifa and I would like that Lynwe.”


Lynwe nodded. “Then let’s get this moving so we can return to more pleasurable actions.” Lynwe tilted her head slightly activating the communications implant within her jaw. “Eden Center… this is Drow one nine four. We are set. I say again we are set.”

The response was short and very much to the point.


“Drow one nine four copy. All units from Eden Center…Execute! Execute! Execute!”

DODGE CITY, KANSAS


Danny lowered the macrobinoculars from his eyes and looked at the dark clouds that were brewing in the east. Dodge City only had a population of roughly thirty thousand before the comet passed, and now it was nothing but an empty shell. Dilapidated buildings and factories were the only sign of the once bustling beef industry that had sustained the city. Wind swept through the streets blowing century’s old garbage about the deserted allies and roads, and not a single window remained in place, even the jagged pieces long gone.

Danny lay beside Vengal and Tari on the battered and weeds strewn bridge that was once a highway through the city. All of them wore desert type fatigues to blend in better with the predominant terrain that was abundant in The Wastes. They had been sitting in almost this exact spot for the last six hours, studying the run down factory building less than a mile away. The weathered and barely legible words NATIONAL BEEF stood out on the side of the factory.

“I got nothing.” Danny spoke finally.


“I can see nothing either.” Vengal spoke lowering his glasses.


Tari turned his eyes from the long lenses he held and looked at Daniel. “Daniel… we have been here for six hours viewing this building and have seen no signs of life. This does not bode well.”


“I agree.” Vengal spoke. “It is nearly a hundred and ten degrees out here. We have seen no signs of power to run cooling units, and our three other teams have reported the same thing. 

No vehicles… no signs of vehicles… not even any guards or scouts.”

Dan nodded slowly, “Which means one of two things. We have the wrong location… or we were lied too.”


“In which case this is a trap and they are here somewhere waiting for us to make a move. Which means whoever is here is very well trained so as not to give away their position, and it probably also means we are outnumbered.” Vengal spoke.


“Yep.” Dan agreed. “We can’t get a heat return from the Raptor because of the high temperature inside the building, which means we are blind as fucking bats.”


“Something is here.” Tari spoke softly. “I can feel it.”


“If this is where they have been holding the sons of Tareif… there should be some signs of vehicle traffic, foot movement, or some indication of life. They can not stay inside this entire time, especially considering the heat in the buildings during mid day.” Vengal spoke. “This heat would sap the life from anyone… even one such as you Daniel.”


Dan nodded. “No arguments there.” He spoke. “My balls are sweating enough just sitting in this sun.”


“Let us assume that the information is correct.” Vengal spoke. “Why would we see nothing outward sign above ground?”


“Underground.” Tari spoke turning his head to look at them. “It has to be.”


“Dodge City doesn’t have a subway or rail system.” Danny spoke.


“The Drow is right.” Vengal said.


“But…” Dan’s eyes narrowed, “A sewer system!” He spoke. “Fuck me… why didn’t I think of that before?”


“It would allow them unhindered movement throughout the city.” Tari said. “As well as make sure there are no signs above ground they are here.”


Dan twitched his head. “Team from lead. Moving ever so carefully people, I want you to check your areas for manhole covers or sewer entrances that show signs of recent use. Be very cautious people, I’m still not convinced this isn’t a trap. Contact me back if you have something. You have ten minutes.”


Dan brought the binos back to his eyes and moved them to the top of the ten story building to their west. He could just make out the barrel of the sniper rifle from under the urban camo blanket, and the shapes of his sister sniper and her elf spotter. “God… you with me?”

Dan saw the almost imperceptible movement of the gloved hand, “Thought I would catch some winks Danny. It’s unusually boring up here considering you attract so much attention.” The female voice replied. “Tguil was just about to launch into a rendition of Bad Moon Rising that I’ve been teaching him.”

Dan smiled. “Trina… swing your scope about ten degrees north and tell me if you can see the dry river bed.”

Dan watched and waited. If he didn’t know what to look for, he would have never noticed the slow steady movement of the barrel of the weapon, or the movement of the spotter glasses just to the left of the weapon.


“Affirmative,” Trina spoke softly, “Lots of sand and dirt, not much else. The canal walls look like they haven’t seen water in years.”


“Can you spy the canal walls along the back of this factory?” Dan asked.

“Stand by.”


Dan watched her for several moments, saw her spotter adjust the tripod of the 20mm sniper rifle ever so slowly.


“Well hello there.” Trina’s voice sounded in his receiver. “Danny I got two vehicles… looks like light Hoppers sitting outside what appears to be an old service tunnel entrance for the canal.”

“Targets?” Dan asked.


“None in view,” She replied. “Tguil is seeing lots of footprints in the dirt with his spotter scope though.”


Dan looked at Vengal who nodded. “It has to be.” He spoke. “We…”


“One from four. Copy?”


Dan raised his hand quickly. “Go Four.”


“Skipper… I’m sitting on top of a sewer grate in the back of the maintenance shed. It’s cool to the touch.” The voice spoke.


“It leads underground four. Stands to reason it would be cool.” Dan told him.


“No… you don’t get it. It’s got frost on it!” The voice spoke. “Like there is some sort of coolant pipes running underneath. I’m getting a slight vibration as well. The ground around the cover is wet where the frost has melted.”


“Can you get a TAP into the cover?” Dan asked.


“Working on it now Skipper stand by.”


Dan looked at Vengal once more, “Thoughts?”


“It is what I would do.” Vengal spoke. “If I was holding prisoners that I did not want to be found, the Wastes is a perfect place. And if there are no outward signs I was in the area, the Nomads would not come around sniffing.”

Tari nodded. “I agree.” He said. “This area of the Wastes is notorious for seismic vibrations since the Great Fire. The nomads, if they moved through the town, would think nothing of it.”


“Four… how far away from the main factory are you?” Dan asked.


“Two hundred meters east Skipper. This maintenance shed is on the edge of the truck yard.” The voice spoke in the background softly. “Skipper we’re getting a feed from the TAP. It appears to be a tunnel of some sorts. Well worn… but definitely man made and it leads right towards the factory.”


Dan nodded. “That’s our entry point folks. It’s underground. All teams converge to Four’s location. Very discretely people… we don’t want to wake anyone up just yet. Maintain radio silence unless engaged. God… you keep a watch on that entrance and let me know if anyone brings flowers.”


“Roger that Skipper. Can I let them in if they are roses? I like roses.” Trina’s voice said in reply.


Dan chuckled softly. “I’ll make sure I get the flowers for you God.” He spoke looking at Vengal who was shaking his head. He and Tari had heard all of the conversations as they were all on the same command channel.


“You… you and your people laugh in the face of danger and the unknown Daniel.” Vengal spoke. “That is most impressive.”


Dan’s face grew serious. “No General… we’re scared shitless. We always are… we may be what we are… but damned if we don’t feel fear. It’s just our way of coping with it.”


Vengal stared at this giant of a man for a long moment. “I believe my daughter Anuk has chosen well with you Daniel Simpson. I just wanted you to know that.”


Dan nodded his head. “If nothing else… at least I don’t smell as bad as that vampire bastard uhu?” He said with a grin. 

Vengal chuckled and shook his head once more. “Indeed.” He said.


“Tari… lead us out.” Dan spoke. “We got some elves to rescue.”


The Alliance soldier’s eyes ballooned out of his head as his air was cut off and he was dragged from the chair. His weapon fell from his hands, but didn’t clatter to the grated floor and he was pulled back into the shadows of the tunnel. He struggled; kicking his feet, but whoever held him was incredibly strong and simply carried him along like a rag doll. A large shadow past in front of him and his eyes flared wider as he saw the hulking ebony giant appear in front of him, eyes dark as night and some very wicked looking fangs protruding from his upper jaw.

“Hi.” Dan spoke to the terrified soldier. “I have a delivery and just wanted to know where I should take it.”


“Who… who are you?” The soldier hissed out, still trying to pull the thick arm from around his throat.


“Me? I would be more concerned about the half vampire that currently has a hold of your throat, and is looking quite thirsty.” Dan spoke.


The soldier’s eyes cut to where Tari now leaned his face forward, his half vampire fangs protruding quite clearly in the dim light, and his amber eyes holding nothing but hate. “Oh shit man!” The soldier pleaded, fear in his eyes now. “Don’t make me one of you! Please!”


“How many bad guys are down here with you?” Dan asked.


“Forty one!” He replied quickly. “I just guard the tunnel man please! I ain’t like them!”


“You are holding prisoners right?”


The guard bobbed his head quickly, “A couple of elves. We have been for close to a year. I think they’re brothers or sons or something from some elf queen bitch!”


“Alive?” Dan asked.


The guard looked at him. “They…”


“If you lie to me… I’ll slice open your throat for him.” Dan spoke lifting the Shukur fighting knife. “And then you can walk around undead for the rest of eternity.”

“Fuck! Yes… they’re alive!” The guard gasped. “We… were allowed to beat on them as much as we wanted… but not kill them! They’re fucking elves man! Slaves!”

Dan stepped close to him, his eyes hard and unflinching. “That is where you are wrong friend.” He growled, “How many guards?”


“Forty-one like I said.” The man replied quickly. “Jesus don’t kill me.”


“Keep talking and I won’t.” Dan told him.


“Most of them are bunked in the warehouse now. They should be there getting ready for the shift change.” The guard chattered. “The three officers are in the control room down the corridor about three hundred meters to the right.”


“The elves?” Tari growled in the man’s ear.


“They are one floor down!” 


“How many guards are with them?”


“Four! Two outside the room… and two inside the room, that’s it.”


“No other surprises?” Dan asked. 


“No! This facility is secret! No one else knows about it!” The guard said. “It’s run by those… by those genome bastards.”


“Genome?” Dan asked stepping closer. “What do you mean?”


“They work directly for the Alliance President! They’re worse than Marcus man! And she’s turned them all.”


“Turned?”


“You know… into vampires!” The guard said.


“And three of them are here?”


“In the control room like I said.” The guard spoke. “The others left to go to…” He stopped, his eyes searching for a way out.

Dan pressed the knife against his throat, “Where did they go, and how many?” He asked.


“They… they went to the Wood Elf capital man; Jesus don’t kill me! There are eight of them that left from here. Another sixty or so, those are still in New Miami!” The guard gasped. “There’s something big happening there! I don’t know what!” Dan looked at Tari and nodded. The guard saw this and his eyes got big. “Hey… you told me you wouldn’t kill me!” He gasped.


Dan nodded. “I said I wouldn’t kill you. I’m not going to… he is.”


The guard opened his mouth to scream but the only sound was his neck snapping in the tunnel as Tari wrenched viciously, nearly twisting his head off with his enhanced strength. He lowered the body to floor and then looked at Daniel.


“Daniel… I do not drink blood!” Tari spoke defensively. “It is vile and inhuman.”


Dan smiled. “I know that.” He answered. “But he didn’t. Fear does wonderful things to a person’s brain my friend. You should know that.” He looked at Vengal. “You and Tari take six men and get Tarifa’s brothers. God… you copy?”


“Five by five,” Trina replied from her position outside on the ten story building.

“Send a burst to Marty. Tell him he’s going to have company on top of what he’s already got. Genomes; and they are all vampires.”

“Fuck!” Trina gasped. “I’m on it.”


“Daniel?” Vengal asked. “What are you and the others going to do while we are getting Tareif’s sons?”


Dan met his eyes. “Trust me when I tell you, you don’t want to know.”


 The three genome vampires had been members of the Air Force’s unit of the genetically enhanced soldiers. In the first month after her staged defection Yuri had been staying at Andrews Air Force Base in high security lock down, these genomes guarding her. It was easy enough to seduce them and turn them. She was a beautiful woman, and they were men after all. The women had been only slightly harder to turn, and they had their uses as well.

This underground compound in the Wastes was their secret facility when not in any of the Alliance cities. The three vampire genomes were leaning back in their chairs, the control room filled with monitors and computers. Nothing ever came into the city anymore; even the Nomads avoided Dodge City because it had been stripped of everything worth while. None of them were watching the monitors at their backs, intent as they were on the card game they were playing. They did not see the two guards outside the large hatch as Tari and Vengal flashed onto the monitor, their blows deadly and very quick.

Vengal lowered the body of the guard softly and watched as Tari did the same thing. Both men were dead, their necks broken.


“Excellent form.” Vengal spoke softly with genuine admiration.

Tari grinned. “And you General.”


They moved to the door paused three seconds and then shoved it open. The first guard had been correct, and there were only two guards inside the room. Tari leaped the few meters between him and the closest, angling all his two hundred and six pounds into a vicious shoulder block that took the human Alliance soldier just under his arm pit. The air rushed from his lungs as he went down, Tari reaching up and using his vampire/elf strength he drove the man’s head into the floor with a sickening crunch of bone.


Vengal had only to take three steps into the room and he swung his arm straight out at the second Alliance guard, driving stiffened fingers into the side of the man’s neck. The guard’s eyes went wide and then he went down like a limp noodle as Vengal had hit the pressure point near his jugular vein.


The two elves were tied to chairs sitting back to back. They were slumped over in the chairs, the ropes holding them digging into their skin. Tari and Vengal both winced as the room filled with the rest of their team. There were signs of horrible torture on the bodies of both men, scars criss crossing their chests and backs; wounds that had to have been inflicted over and over in the exact same spot for the scars to form as they had. There were what appeared to be cigarette burns over every exposed portion of their bodies. It was easy to see that their legs were broken and had never been allowed to heal properly.

Vengal leaned over the first elf, agony in his features as he looked at what they had done to the proud High Elf Dragoon. He reached out gingerly, touching the elf on the face and watched as his dark eyes opened. Vengal could see the pain in the young man’s eyes and he felt more anger flare inside him than he had ever felt.


“Your… your name Dragoon.” Vengal asked softly.


“Fa… Fal’sas.” He croaked out the words.


“Stand easy now Fal’sas, we are here to take you home.” Vengal spoke as Tari moved to the second elf, checking for a pulse.


“H…home?”


“You are the son of War Master Tareif yes?” Vengal spoke as he untied the young man.


Fal’sas nodded his head slowly. “My bro… my brother?”


Vengal looked at Tari as he leaned over Fal’sas’s shoulder. “Your brother lives Dragoon of the High Elves. Do not move fast, for your system will be weak.” Tari handed the injector kit to Vengal. “Inject them General. Anja says it will accelerate their systems and speed healing.”


“Gen… General?” Fal’sas spoke, looking at Vengal with his good left eye. His right eye was swollen shut, a nasty cut across the eyelid.

“I am Vengal, young Dragoon, and General of the Wood Elf Rangers.” He spoke. “My Drow companion and I are here to take you home. You have endured enough, and it is time you returned to your family.”


“Vamp… vampires.” Fal’sas forced out the words.

Vengal nodded. “Yes young Dragoon, I know of the vampires. You need not be concerned. I have brought the cure for vampires.” He lifted the injector and plunged it into Fal’sas arm.


Tari looked up at the groan from the Alliance guard, his eyes going wide when the Wood Elf Ranger closest to the man snapped out with his blade and slashed open the man’s throat. “No!” Tari hissed loudly. “They will smell the blood! Fuck!”


Fully turned vampires have an incredible sense of smell when it comes to blood, able to track prey for miles. These three genome vampires were no different, and they picked up the scent of blood immediately. Their heads turned to the row of monitors almost in unison.


“Fuck! We have a security breach!” The obvious leader of the three spoke. “Lower level by the elf prisoners!”


“Shit! Look at this!” Another spoke, and they turned to see at least half a dozen men, women and elves, dressed in desert camo on the monitor, the weapons they were holding spitting death into the security force based in the compound. There was no sound coming from down the hall so they had to be using silenced weapons.


“You two… take care of those assholes. Don’t kill them all so we can interrogate them.” The leader spoke. “I’ll contact headquarters.”


As he reached for the radio, a sustained burst of weapons fire impacted the radio console, showering him with sparks and bits of glass as it exploded into a thousand pieces.


“Sorry guys, I can’t let you do that.” Danny spoke. “We have a party to go to tonight, and they are the guests of honor.” Dan was standing just inside the doorway, Kenny to his right and Pablo to his left.

“Are you kidding me?” The leader snapped. “It’s Simpson… from Team 12.”


Danny smiled. “Glad to see my reputation has preceded me.” He spoke.


“You can’t beat us Simpson.” The leader growled. “We’re stronger and faster than you will ever be. We aren’t genomes anymore.”


“Yeah… you’re blood sucking vampire motherfuckers!” Dan growled. “I know. I can’t say it’s done much for your looks though. All three of you could use about six hours of intense sunlight. You’re kind of pale.”


“You shouldn’t have come here Simpson.” The leader spoke.


“You know… I have been hearing that for a lot of years.” Danny said, “Seems I still ain’t got it through my head yet.”


“Kill them!”


Two things happened in that moment.


There was a flash of surprise in three pairs of vampire eyes at the white/blue flash of lightning in the small room, and then there were screams of agony as three wolves leaped for the kill. 


Danny cleared the table with one easy bound, his steel trap jaws closing around the throat of the vampire/genome leader and tearing upward with razor sharp teeth. The vampire’s throat erupted like a Christmas package, dark blood fountaining into the musty air, as Danny rode him to the floor, growling savagely the entire way. 
Kenny took down the vampire/genome to the right with much the same move, while Pablo snapped his jaws shut on the third vampire’s knee and crunched though flesh and bone. The vampire screamed as the nubs of his leg bones ground together. Pablo’s jaws released the leg as the vampire/genome fell, and his large wolf head snapped up with blinding speed and closed over his screaming face and crunched shut, caving in the vampire’s cheekbones and sinus cavity, silencing the screams. Blood erupted around Pablo’s muzzle and he spat out flesh, shaking his wolf head and snorting loudly in disgust.

The flash in the small room caused Danny and Kenny to turn as Pablo shifted back to human form, spitting out blood and flesh, dragging his hand across his bloody mouth. “Fuck me!” He screamed. “Good Christ they are some foul tasting motherfuckers!”


If wolves could laugh, then Danny and Kenny would have been rolling on the floor amid all the death. Two more white/blue blinks and they were human once more, blood staining their faces and bare chests.


“It ain’t funny man!” Pablo bitched still spitting onto the floor.


“Next time don’t bite so hard!” Danny laughed as he canted his head. “General?”


“We have them Daniel!” Vengal’s voice filled the receiver. Dan turned as he heard the voice close by as well and he saw Vengal appear in the control doorway a few seconds later, supporting the badly wounded elf in his arms.


Vengal froze as he looked at Daniel, his eyes traveling to where Pablo was still spitting on the floor as he pulled his boots on. Vengal looked back to Daniel and saw him pulling on his pants.


“Perhaps I should not ask.” He spoke, seeing the three dead vampires on the floor, looking as if they had been torn apart by animals, which Vengal knew they had been.


“Good idea.” Dan spoke.


Tari appeared as well supporting the second elf and his amber eyes glittered in savage glee. “Well done Daniel!” He exclaimed. “Well done! We must go. There is an acid storm moving in on our location and we don’t want to be stuck here.”

“Fuck no!” Dan snapped, speed lacing his boots and half throwing on his fatigue top. He gathered up his combat vest and HK. “One to team! We have the targets! Proceed to exfil point most ricky tick. There’s an acid storm inbound, and I don’t want to hang around.”


“Two is moving. Will secure LZ!”


“Three is outbound!”


“I’ll bring up the rear Skipper! Head out with the targets!” The leader of Team Four spoke.


Daniel looked at General Vengal. “Shall we?”


“Yes… I have no desire to remain here for the duration of an acid storm. I must… I must work on my tan as you say.”


Danny burst out laughing as they headed out of the control room.

MOUNTAIN CITY


“Inbound back to Eden Skipper.” Dan’s voice filled the speaker in Tareif’s home. They had turned it into a temporary command post, and it was filled with senior Dragoon officers. They had been listening to Daniel report from his location. “I want to get these boys stable before we do any hopping back and forth to Mountain City.”


“My sons?” Tareif almost yelled into the radio.


“Your sons are stable War Master.” The new voice filled the room. “They are strong and proud.”

“Who is this?” Tareif asked.


“General Vengal, Wood Elf Ranger Commander War Master Tareif.” Vengal’s voice was confident and full of authority. “I give you my word as one father to another Tareif. Your sons will not leave my charge until they are back among you. You should be proud… they endured more than even I would have been able to. They have earned the name Dragoon.”


Tareif stood there shock on his face at hearing a senior officer of his enemy guarantee the safety of his sons. He took a deep breath. “I will hold you to that General.” Tareif spoke.


“As well you should my friend. Martin Hunter?” Vengal’s voice continued.


“Go ahead General.”


“You have my personal authority to use my Rangers in whatever way you deem necessary. After what I have seen these monsters are capable of… well… let’s just say I will not weep for any traitors among my people. Kill them all my Queen.” Vengal spoke.


“We will Vengal.” Dysea’s voice answered.


“War Master?” Martin came on the COM now. “I give it no more than two hours before they realize what has happened. I suggest you prepare yourselves.”


“Martin… Martin Hunter… you…” Tareif spoke.


“Not necessary War Master.” Martin’s told him. “You can thank me by helping Aihola and Lynwe keep your daughter safe.”


Tareif looked at Tarifa who was smiling. “That I will have no problem with I assure you.”


“Good. I have four flights of Raptors on standby in Eden.” Martin spoke, “Loaded for bear. Do not hesitate to call upon them if you see things are not going your way. I have to go; we are almost at our meeting. Good luck everyone.”


Tareif leaned over the table taking deep breaths, holding back the tears. Palina came up to him and embraced him from behind, followed by Tarifa and her younger sister.


“They live.” Tareif spoke softly. “My sons… our sons… your brothers… they live. All this time I have waited to hear those words. And they come from a man who is not elf, and stands to gain nothing by his actions.”


Aihola didn’t flinch when she felt the tingle in her head. Holy One?


Tell them who he is Aihola. Explain to them… but do not yet reveal what he is, for that is more information than they need to have at the moment.


Is that wise Holy One.


It will give them purpose to succeed child. He will need to leave once he finishes these tasks.


Leave?


He will return as he said, but he needs to discover his true self and he can not do that here. Allow them to know who he is… his elf heritage… and it will be much easier for Tarifa to continue what he has started while he is away.


I understand Holy One.


Good. I am currently moving through the lower section of the city with two Dragoons. We are tracking what appears to be one of your mystery agents. And unfortunately it appears to indeed be a vampire. Be on your guard child. All of you.


Aihola stepped forward quickly. “But he does stand to gain from his actions War Master.” Aihola spoke.


Tareif turned to look at her as did everyone else. “What… what do you mean?”


“He gains the beginning of peace between the High Elves and the Wood Elves. The beginnings of peace that can spread across the planet,” Aihola spoke.

“Why would this matter to him?” Tareif asked. “He builds his own city. What does he gain by peace between elves?”


Aihola looked at Tarifa who was staring at her. “Don’t you see my love?” She said softly. “Queen mother you spoke of him yourself.” She asked looking at Palina. “The Holy One told us who he was in our trip to Salina.”


“Nya Istel I don’t understand?” Tarifa said.


“The Holy One made the Elf High King with DNA he had preserved from the 21st century, from the descendant of a long dead King.” Aihola said.


“Yes… so?”


“Don’t you see my love?” Aihola said with a smile. “Martin is the descendant of that King. He has the blood of Kings in him. And when the Holy One thought he had died during the Great Fire, he made the Elf High King from Martin’s DNA that he had with him. Martin is the descendant of the Spartan King Leonidas. This is the DNA that the Holy One used to create the Elf High King.”


Tarifa’s hands went to her mouth in shock, Palina and most of the Dragoons in the room looking at her in astonishment.


“Nauta Melme… Nauta Melme is the High King?” Tarifa asked.


“He is the ancestor… yes. And now that he is alive and among us, his DNA will match what we have in our archives, just as it will match those in the Wood Elves archives, and anyone else’s archives.” Aihola spoke looking at Tareif. “Martin Hunter is the Elf High King… and he just gave us orders War Master.”


War Master Tareif felt the smile creep across his face and he took a deep breath. “Yes he did.” He spoke. “He did indeed.”
NEW MIAMI


Yuri looked up from the desk she was sitting at as the Vampire/Genome Colonel entered the office quickly. She detected the disc in his hands and the stern look of his face, and knew immediately something was wrong.


“What is it Colonel?” She asked. “Have you brought news of more failures? Your men have not performed as well as expected recently.”


“That’s because you have not told us who we are facing.” The man spoke. He was the first Yuri had turned into a vampire, not to mention fucked silly. He was the only one who she allowed to speak with such forceful tones to her. Perhaps it was because he always fucked her ass so well. The vampire witch loved getting fucked up the ass, and he was only to happy to oblige.

“What do you mean?” Yuri asked him. Unknowing to the Colonel, she was thinking the exact same thing about the man.


“We’ve lost contact with our secret prison.” He spoke. “They missed their scheduled communications window thirty minutes ago. That’s never happened before so I had the techs patch into the control room feed.”


Yuri watched him place the disc into the drive on her desk and the picture came alive on the monitor of the wall. The camera was panning across the control room in Kansas and she saw the bodies of the three vampires on the floor twisted in death. Blood was everywhere; two of them had their throats ripped open, while the third was missing almost his entire face, his skull crushed by a massive force.


Yuri got to her feet slowly, “The sons of Tareif?” She asked.


“I have a team moving there now, but they are most likely gone.” The Colonel replied. “Madam… Yuri…” He spoke. “You did not tell us who we were facing here.”


Yuri whirled on him, her fangs showing now and her eyes hard points of anger. “I see three dead vampires! Nothing more!”


“Three of my men that were ripped to shreds,” The man snapped right back.


“You would do well to watch your tone with me Colonel.” Yuri growled. “I am nearly three thousand years old, and you would not stand a chance against me. You are strong… but you are still a child compared to me.”


“I’m no fool Yuri.” He spoke. “I serve you because of what you made us… but also because of what power that brings. And I find you intoxicating. I have no wish to fight you, or challenge you, but if you expect us to succeed you have to be honest with me.”

Yuri watched as he adjusted the picture and suddenly there was a long underground tunnel and then the black head of a wolf intruded into the picture, its jaws snapping shut on the camera. Yuri felt the blood surge through her and she sighed heavily. “A… a part of me had always hoped he was not the one.” She spoke. 


“What was that?” The Colonel asked.


Yuri looked at him, the anger she felt a moment before gone. “I have allowed you to see more and experience more because you were the first I ever fully turned in all my years. Do you remember the scrolls I gave to you to read?”


“The ones about the ancient Spartan War and your brother?” He asked. “Yes I remember them.”


“The scrolls said that one day our hated enemy’s descendant would walk among us again.” Yuri spoke, looking at him. “It is why our father sent Xerxes to kill his ancestor to begin with.”


“You’re talking about Leonidas? The Spartan King?”


Yuri nodded. “Leonidas began the rebellion that continues even now.” She spoke. “He has killed more vampires than any other in our history. The scrolls predicted that his descendant would come one day, and that he would come and finish the job that Leonidas began. It is why Xerxes sent me here. To watch and prepare and to possibly discover who this descendant is. Make no mistake… the Spartan’s are very good at keeping secrets. And we do not have enough power to fully take control of Sparta and find this descendant ourselves. That is the reason we have not already conquered the city.” Yuri moved to the long bar in the office and poured herself a tall glass of the red liquid. She glanced at him, holding out the bottle. “It is fresh… a twelve year old elf child. It’s quite delicious.”


The Colonel walked up next to her with a nod and she poured him a glass of the bright red blood.


“My task was to watch.” Yuri spoke. “Watch Dymas, he is the Greek the Spartans chose to be Guardian of the line of Leonidas, a survivor of that very first battle at Thermopylae.”

“Survivor?” The Colonel spoke. “I thought all the Spartans were killed.”

Yuri shook her head. “Two survived. One left before the death of Leonidas at his own order, the second those vile Thebans tossed from the cliffs of Thermopylae before we slaughtered the rest. Dymas was the Spartan they threw from the cliffs. He was named as Guardian of the Line after our defeat at Plataea.”

“This is Walter we’re talking about right?”

Yuri nodded. “All of those he has cared for were descendants of Leonidas. We were able to kill some through the years, others died in an assortment of manners befitting their foul race… but we never discovered the one who would retain Leonidas’s memories and his drive. He escaped us.” She spoke moving now to the couch and sitting down. “I used my skills to infiltrate the Japanese genome program and then faked my defection. I wanted to get close to Hunter. He was a descendant of Leonidas, and I needed to make sure he was not the one. And if he was to kill him before he realized what he was. The comet put a stop to that as I was trapped on earth when it came as you know. Dymas thought he had failed in his task and that is the reason he began making the elves.”

“That’s why you had us kill that elf King?” The Colonel spoke.

Yuri nodded. “Walter used Hunter’s DNA to make him, and I could not take the chance that he would somehow develop into who the Spartans were waiting for. That would have put us against two enemies, as the elves were beginning to revolt against our rule as well.”

“You’re saying Hunter is this descendant?” The Colonel asked.

“The more information we gather… the more it is becoming apparent yes.” Yuri answered. “Somehow Dymas discovered he was still alive on the moon, and instead of trying to use Hunter’s DNA to create another King… he began to instill the desire for freedom into the elves. Waiting until Hunter returned to earth.”

So you… you believe the rumors we have been getting are true; the rumors of a free city hidden in the mountains?” The Colonel asked.

Yuri nodded once more. “That is the biggest sign to me that Hunter is the one we have feared. He would have the same drive and will of Leonidas… and freeing slaves was what drove that man.”
“I’m still not getting something here.” The Colonel spoke. “Leonidas was human… how did he become a werewolf?”

“He did not become a werewolf.” Yuri spoke. “He was born a werewolf, as were the 300 others who met us at Thermopylae. I do not know how this came to be. Only my father has such knowledge. The hybrids… ones not of Pureblood… they are soldiers… albeit very well trained soldiers and shifters… but the Purebloods are the most dangerous. They are who we as vampires fear the most. And Leonidas was the most powerful to have ever lived up until that point.”

“If you knew all this… then why not just have us kill Hunter in New Memphis?” The Colonel asked. “Why have us target Anja Peterson?”

Yuri looked at him. “We have fought a war on two fronts for the better part of five thousand years.” She spoke. “Leonidas and the Spartans were only half of it. Four hundred and seventy years ago the leaders of the resistance on our second front had a child, a daughter. They knew we were winning and they sent her away before we could kill her. We tortured them for years. But they never revealed to us where they sent her. My father believed that they sent her to join with the descendant of Leonidas. Together they could rally support from everywhere. And if they came together it would signal that what the Ancient Scrolls said was coming true.”
“And what did they say?”

Yuri met his eyes, “That the descendant of Leonidas would take three Queens. And they would sit together in judgment of all Vampires.” Yuri got back to her feet and moved to the window looking out over the ocean. “Anja Peterson is that daughter. I knew it the moment I smelled her stench on Martin when I first met him. They had met before and did not even know it. Now however, if she is with him… then at least part of the Prophecy has come true. And if he has turned her into a wolf… and if that elf bitch Dysea has joined him as well… then my friend, he will be even more powerful and harder to defeat.”

“You said three Queens.”

Yuri nodded. “Yes… no one knows who the third Queen is. She has not come into the picture just yet. That is why we must defeat them now.”

“Well if the attack on our secret facility is any indication, then they are already moving against our people within the Wood Elf command.” The Colonel spoke.

Yuri nodded. “And that is his flaw.” She said softly.

“What do you mean?”

“If he is the true descendant of Leonidas… with his memories and his drive and aura… then he will be driven to help the elves first.” Yuri spoke. “Admiral Wallace is not aware of my existence… though if Dymas has been able to contact him that will change. Why do you think I accepted his offer of the Raptor blue prints without any avionics? I have my own set of blue prints for the Raptors stolen from EDEN’s computer. As we speak Marcus is on his way there to take control of the station.”

“Marcus?” The Colonel spoke in shock. “That elf hybrid couldn’t find his ass with both hands and a flashlight.”

Yuri chuckled and stepped closer to him. “True… but he does have his uses.” She spoke seductively. “And when we have control of EDEN… we can use it to our own means.”

“And Graham?”

Yuri laughed again. “Graham will jump at the chance to be part of what we have. If he does not… then I will have Marcus feed on him until he is nothing but a shell. Martin Hunter may stop the war between the elves… but once I determined who he may be and where he came from… my true intent was to take EDEN. The elf war was a secondary thing only.”

“And you trust Marcus to do this more than you trust me?” The Colonel asked.

Yuri smiled and brushed her red lips against the man’s cheek. “Jealousy does not become a vampire of your strength my dear Colonel. Marcus is merely a tool… he laps at my body as if I was a goddess. You on the other hand… you take my body and use it as I intended when I first turned you. There are few in my almost three thousand years of life that have fucked me as you do. And of them all… you are the finest. I would much rather play with you… than have Marcus whimper at my feet. Taking EDEN is beneath your skills… and besides… I have more pleasurable needs that I require you to fill at the moment.”
“So the elves are nothing?” The Colonel asked.

“Not at all,” Yuri replied. “If united they could be a powerful force against us… but there is no indication that is happening, at least none that we have seen up to now.”

“So what now?”

“Now?” Yuri asked. “Now I have need of your delicious talents Colonel.” She spoke moving to the desk. The Colonel may have been a vampire, but he was still a man, and he felt the surge of lust in his cock at her words. He watched as Yuri moved to the desk and leaned over it, seductively drawing up the thin dress she wore, exposing her firm legs and the fact she wore no panties. She looked over her shoulder at him, her dark eyes alive with lust. “I believe you like it when I take this position don’t you Colonel. It allows you to stroke deeper into my ass does it not?”

The Colonel grinned savagely and began to walk towards her unbuckling his pants. Yuri leaned further across the desk, her eyes turning a reddish tint as she felt him line up the head of his huge cock with her puckered asshole. Her mind remembered the nights with Martin… and just before his huge cock impaled her tight ass and caused stars to erupt in her eyes she wondered if Martin still loved her.

As she loved him.

MEDICINE BOW MOUNTAINS

NORTHERN COLORADO

Shit. Dysea and Anja heard Martin swear in their minds, turning to look at him as he used a finger to feel around the inside of his mouth.


They were sitting in the small cave just inside the limits of the Wood Elf capital city. Leland and the combination of remaining Shifters and Wood elves had traveled with them to this part of the city. Here they had been greeted by senior officers within Vengal’s Rangers and brought to this small hidden cave secretly while they waited to move. Martin’s back was against the wall, Anja and Dysea leaning against his body.

Perhaps next time you will not bite the camera Nauta Melme. Dysea spoke softly, humor in her voice as she ate the power bar. And simply rip it down.

Martin looked at her while Anja chuckled to herself. Very funny.

She has a point Martin. Anja spoke now taking the piece of bar Dysea offered her. No one told you to bite it.


After what Danny said they did to Tareif’s sons my anger got the best of me. Martin spoke.


Just so you remember this lesson. Dysea spoke. Melyanna and I would not be happy if you could not adorn us with your kisses for several days.


Anja turned and looked at Dysea. We always have each other Dysea, if Martin is not up to the task.


Dysea smiled at her brilliantly. Yes we do.


When this is over…


Promises… Anja said


Promises… Dysea finished.


They turned as Leland came into the cave followed by two Wood Elf Rangers they didn’t recognize. They got to their feet as he came over to them.


“The genome/vampires that Daniel said came here are meeting with the Queen now. It appears they have discovered we have taken Tareif’s sons.” Leland reported.


“And the others?” Martin asked.


“They are rousing their individual units.” Leland said. “If we are to move Martin… it needs to be now. We must hit them before they leave the city.”


Martin nodded, “Agreed.” He said. “Melda Min you and Anja take half the force we brought with us and go with Leland.” He looked at Leland. “Give me two elves you trust to take Ealin and I and the rest to where these vampires are staging the troops. Will they come over to us Leland?”


 The elf Ranger that had come in with Leland stepped forward. “General Vengal’s word was passed among the soldiers Martin Hunter.” He spoke. “None of us was looking forward to a war with the High Elves. Knowing now that our Queen and so many are these… these vampires you speak of. You need not worry about that. We will join you the moment you attack.”


Martin nodded, his nose telling him that the elf was telling the truth. “Good.”


“Should we split up Nauta Melme?” Dysea asked. “Aren’t we stronger together?”


“She’s right Martin.” Anja spoke. “We…”


Martin held up his hand, “The more of your people that see you the better Melda Min.” He spoke. “If we hit them from two directions they will be confused and unable to react accordingly. And do not Shift unless you have too!” He told them. “Neither of you is experienced enough in wolf form to stay in a prolonged battle. Shift only if you need to heal. We don’t need your people shooting at us as well as the bad guys.” They both nodded, knowing he was right. “And we must try not to contact each other telepathically either. It will drain our reserves faster in battle.”


“Martin… we won’t be able to…” Anja stepped up to him, caressing his face. “You’d better not die Martin. I will be so pissed at you.”


“And you will not wish to see me angry.” Dysea spoke.


Martin chuckled. “I have no intention of dying.” He spoke. “Don’t worry. We…”


My loves…


Little Wolf! The three of them exclaimed together as Aricia entered their minds.

SPARTAN TRANSPORT

GULF OF MEXICO

100 MILES OFFSHORE


Theron watched as Aricia’s face relaxed in her seat. Thr’won was next to her, their hands joined as Aricia had allowed her to enter the connection she shared with their King and his two mates.

My loves…


Little Wolf! Their voices joined together in a chorus of love and affection that caused Thr’won to gasp at in surprise.


My loves… where are you? Aricia asked them.


Little Wolf… who is with you? One of the females asked.


Chief Mage Thr’won Dysea. She…


You were told her mind is her own she-elf! You were told to leave her alone! Anja’s voice screamed out within the connection of their minds.


Thr’won was nearly overwhelmed with the wave of anger directed at her from the two females. And then the nausea gripped her stomach as the force of the rage that followed their anger caused lances of white hot pain to shoot through her temples smashing the telepathic shields she had in place as the descendant of Leonidas spoke. It was the most savage anger she had ever felt, and it was directed at her. 

I warned you! I told you never to invade her mind without her consent! You may have more control than us she-elf… but we have more power and now you will pay for disobeying me. Martin’s voice growled within her mind.


Theron’s face looked stricken as he saw Thr’won gasp in agony, her face twisted in pain. “Thr’won! What is it?” He grabbed her arm. “Thr’won!”

He will not save you woman! I will protect what I love. We will protect who we love! Martin’s voice echoed in the confines of her mind, shattering the shields it had taken her nearly five hundred years to perfect. Mental shields that no one had ever breached before. 


Thr’won felt the fury sweeping her away, and in that wave she saw the face of the black wolf, its yellow/gold eyes blazing in rage.


My Love! No! Aricia’s voice cut through the pain and blackness, and Thr’won gasped again as the savage pain was instantly gone.


Little Wolf? Martin spoke, his voice different now, soothing and calm.


My love… I gave her permission. Thr’won felt the waves of anger directed at her subside quickly, and her breathing returned to normal, but her heart was racing out of control, her pulse pounding. The anger was gone, but the suspicion remained. She asked me Martin. I led her here.

Thr’won felt the auras of the two females recede to the background, not leaving the connection, but swarming around Martin, always with him, supporting him.


For what purpose Little Wolf?


Thr’won… she is the Spartan’s Chief Mage. Our people’s my King, she and the Holy One wanted only an image of you and Anja and Dysea to give to those with us. So that we may protect you when we reach you.


I do not need protection. Martin’s voice carried, all of the rage and anger Thr’won had felt seconds ago now gone.


That’s debatable. Anja’s voice spoke with a hint of playfulness in it.


Melyanna is correct Nauta Melme; you do have a tendency to get into trouble. Dysea’s echoed.

I can’t help it if half the planet doesn’t like me. Martin spoke. It’s not my fault.

There are many that would do you harm my King. Aricia said.


Little Wolf… I asked you not to call me that. It is not right coming from your lips Aricia. Martin spoke causing Thr’won’s surprise to fill the connection.


My love… will you listen to Chief Mage Thr’won? For me?


Her pulse pounds out of control. Anja spoke softly. Calm yourself Chief Mage or you will begin to hyperventilate.


Thr’won took several deep breaths. Forgive me my King.


There is nothing to forgive. Martin replied quickly. You came with Aricia’s consent, and I apologize for my actions.


No… you were only protecting what… what you love. I should have had her ask before I entered. How… how is this possible? Thr’won asked.


I was hoping you could answer that. Martin answered.


I… I have never felt the depth of connection that you share with the others. Thr’won spoke. It’s almost as if… if you are one mind, and… and that now includes Aricia.


Go figure… I always was an oddball.


Thr’won heard the soft laughter of Anja and Dysea in her mind, so musical in nature that it allowed her to relax even more and breathe evenly. 
You think! Anja spoke.

My King we… we are approaching North America. I asked Aricia to allow me to enter your bond so that I… so that I can provide an image of you and your… your mates to our Centurions. So that they will know what you look like.


Is that necessary?

Oh stop Nauta Melme! Dysea spoke again. Here Little Wolf.


Aricia and Thr’won gasped together when the images, as clear as if they were standing in front of them appeared within their minds. Thr’won was the first to regain her senses.


What is your location my King?


Colorado. At the Southern tip of the Medicine Bow Mountain Range. How many in your group?


Thirty Centurions my King, all very experienced. Thr’won replied.


There is a little used entrance into the city tunnels on the western slope of the largest… Dysea began.


Further directions are not needed Milady. Once when land we will find you by your scent. Thr’won told her.


Tell whoever leads these Centurions that no elf is to be injured unless they attack first. I’m trying to stop a war… not start one. Martin spoke.


I will tell the Spartan Commander sire. Thr’won replied. What… what will you be doing My Lord?


They seem to have an infestation problem down here. Martin answered. I’m going to clean it out for them.


Infestation, I don’t understand what you mean My Lord.


Just follow the path of dead blood suckers. You’ll find us. Martin spoke. We need to go. I will see you soon Little Wolf.


Be… be careful my loves. Aricia replied.


The connection was broken then and both Aricia and Thr’won opened their eyes slowly. Thr’won paused and closed her eyes again as she felt a tingle against her mental shields, a lingering tendril of great power requesting entry and she lowered them enough to reach out. It was then that Martin’s voice filled her head clearly. He was alone… without the two females.


Thr’won?


Yes… yes sire? She asked surprised.

Aricia is in your charge. She is to be protected at all costs, Anja and Dysea as well. His voice was insistent and very clearly not making it a request. Make that very clear… is that understood?


Completely sire. Thr’won answered immediately.


Forgive my actions earlier. I was… I was only protecting…


Your apologies are much appreciated… but they are not needed my King. You were protecting what you love. That is something I understand very well.


I will… I will need your teachings Thr’won… if I am to understand who and what I am. I feel… I feel something pulling at me… just beneath the surface. It calls to me and I do not know what it is. Martin’s voice in her head was soft now, and it filled her with a sense of renewed purpose and a sudden respect for this young man of staggering power. We all will.


Our people… our people have waited a very long time for you my King. Thr’won told him. You… you honor me with your trust and your words.


Thr’won?


Yes My Lord.


Come quickly Thr’won. For I think we will need the help more than I care to admit.


Thr’won’s eyes sprang open then as he left her mind and she saw Aricia and Theron looking at her. “Chief Mage… are you alright?” Aricia asked.

Thr’won smiled. “Yes child, I’m fine.” She looked at Theron. “I have what we need old friend.”


He stared at her for a long moment, “And?”


Thr’won looked at Aricia with a smile and squeezed her hands. “I want you to rest now Aricia, for a short time only. Close your eyes and use the breathing techniques I taught you.”

She watched as Aricia did as she was told leaning back in the seat. Thr’won gripped Theron’s hand and rose from the seat, pulling him forward.


“What is it Thr’won?” He asked.


“He is in Northern Colorado Theron, The Medicine Bow Mountains.” She told him softly. “Theron… his directives to me were clear, after Aricia left the bond they share. She is to be protected at all costs, this Anja and Dysea as well.”

“He is…” Theron began to protest.


“I have felt our King’s anger Theron! He thought I entered Aricia’s mind without her permission. I have felt his power, and the small bit that touched me was far more than I care to experience again!” She hissed. “Do what you must but Aricia does not go unprotected, and when we find Dysea and Anja they as well. Trust me old friend… when you see his image you will… you will understand. And no elf is to be injured unless they attack us first. He was very clear on that. The elves… they will play a major role… only he knows how… but they must not be harmed.”


“Show me.”


Thr’won closed her eyes and passed the image of them to him. The females came first, stunningly beautiful… more so than Theron had ever seen. And then he saw the image of his King and he understood why. Theron could not contain the intake of breathe that left his body and he was flung back three thousand years to the day he last saw his King, standing so proud, so tall, standing among his Spartans. His 300.

Theron opened his eyes slowly, a smile of great satisfaction spreading across his face. “I will tell Andreus.” He spoke finally. 


“Theron?” Her voice stopped him in the middle of his turn and he looked at her, having never heard this tone of seriousness in her voice before. “We must hurry my friend.” She spoke the words. “With all the haste this flying machine has, we must hurry.”


Theron moved with a speed he had not displayed in three thousand years.

