CHAPTER TWENTY
NORTHERN COLORADO

MEDICINE BOW MOUNTAINS

The Wood Elf Ranger squatted next to Martin on the little used narrow path above the main promenade that swept through the entire city and extended up into the portion of the city that rose above ground and spread out into the surrounding valley.

“There should only be one more.” The elf spoke softly. “They all came here after they received the transmission. The eight you described were already inside. There are four of the twelve Elders inside as well. Three remain with the witch who calls herself Queen. The other five have been helping us since the Alliance showed up in such numbers, and they are hidden now, waiting until we have regained control.”

Martin looked at him. “Why is that?” He asked.

“One thing Queen Dysea and General Vengal taught us Martin Hunter is to be prepared.” The elf answered. “We will keep them hidden and safe until we succeed. They did not like it… but it is how it must be. If the Queen is… if Dysea falls… we will still have leaders who will follow her values.”

Martin nodded in approval at the strategic move. “I knew there was a reason I loved her.” He spoke with a small smile. “She’s drop dead gorgeous and she’s far smarter than I am. Come to think of it… all three of them are.” Martin saw the look on the elf’s face and waved his hand. “It’s a long story.” He spoke. “What is your name by the way?”

“Kamuil… My King.” He answered softly.

Martin’s head snapped around to look at him. “Excuse me?”

“Did you think she would not tell us who you were?” Kamuil spoke. “You are the Elf High King. The one we have waited for centuries to rediscover; the High King that would unite all elves. And you have taken Dysea and Anja as two of your three Queens.” Kamuil looked at Martin carefully. “Why do you think that your orders were followed without question… without complaint. Why do you think we follow a human female without regard? Why do you think our soldiers now stand ready across this city to stand with you?”

“I was kind of hoping because they liked me.” Martin said.

Kamuil allowed the smile to spread across his face. “That is without question My Lord.” He answered.

“And Dysea told you all this uhu?” Martin spoke.

Kamuil nodded. “Word began spreading within an hour of your arrival here.” He answered with a nod. “By now it has reached even the outer most parts of the city. I… I have to say my Lord… three Queens? That is most impressive.”
Martin met his eyes for a long moment. “You’re kidding right?”
Kamuil grinned. “Do you know how many men have shared Dysea’s bed in the last hundred years My King? And I know this because I was a member of her Royal Guard until we thought her lost months ago.”

“Well… it’s not exactly something I think about on a daily basis, so no.” He replied with a grin.

Kamuil chuckled. “Two.” He answered, “The first lasted an hour my King, and it was due only to the pressure from her mother, and until you stole her heart… not in the last eighty-two years. To have stolen our Queen’s heart… as far as many Wood Elves are concerned… that is all we need to know. Dysea led us with wisdom, honor and conviction her entire time as Queen. Our people loved her… worshiped her.” Kamuil’s words were spoken with a great deal of steel in them, and an undisguised loyalty. “There were many among us who thought she would never take a mate, as driven as she was to lead our people well; that you were able to steal her heart and soul with such ease; that only serves to reinforce our loyalty to you as well. And now that she has told us you are the Elf High King… that our Queen… that she is your mate and now the High Queen of all elves; that… that is truly incredible.”

 “Well… you have no idea how much she means to me.” Martin answered. “And don’t call me King.”
Ealin laughed softly. “He does not like that name for some reason.” Ealin told his fellow elf.

“That is not something I will do.” Kamuil spoke. “Your love for our Queens is obvious in the way you look at them my King.” The elf replied. “We can all see it. And that is why we follow you; and them.”

“This King stuff is getting really old. Can’t anyone just call me by my name?” Martin said, looking at Kamuil. He saw that the elf’s jaw was set and nothing he said would change his mind. “Let’s just make sure no one dies today.” 

“Lyca Ohtar.” Ealin spoke softly motioning to the doorway they were watching.

Martin allowed his eyes to adjust and he used his wolf vision to zoom in on the doorway. He could just barely make out chairs and the legs of at least nine individuals, and he switched his vision quickly to wolf grayscale, the colors of the surrounding world fading out until everything he was seeing was in different shades of gray. Power sources showed up as moving light gray movement, and he saw the telltale white veins and blood as Tari had said they would.
“They have never gathered like this before.” Kamuil spoke softly from his other side.

Martin nodded. “Something big must be brewing.” He spoke. “And I’m betting they know we snatched Tareif’s sons back. I’m detecting at least three vampires in the room, and I that’s only because I can’t see the rest of the room from here.” He looked at the elf. “Where’s your imposter Queen?”

Kamuil hissed quietly. “That creature was never my Queen!”


Martin grinned. “Ok… then where is that creature?”


“She remains in the throne room with the three remaining elders who have betrayed us.” Kamuil answered. “They are working with the Alliance as well.”

“How many Alliance troops are within the city itself?” Ealin asked.


“Only the ones that have been training us in their weapons,” He answered immediately. “I put their number around two hundred and fifty. We were never able to determine exactly how many there were because they kept coming and going with no restrictions.”

“So we figure at least that many?” Martin spoke, nodding his head. “Ok… how did the training cycles work?”


“They would supply a group weapons, train us in their use and then that group would return to their own city with a shipment of weapons and equipment.” Kamuil replied. 


“They just let them return to the other cities?” Martin asked surprised.


“They usually only sent two or three liaisons with each returning city group.” Kamuil told him. “They have already been dealt with.” Which meant they were already dead Martin thought. “The cities closest to Eden have already begun moving their entire populations, per yours and Dysea’s orders. Most of them are only a few thousand strong, and the personnel you sent to them are assisting. Queen… Queen Anja directed us to give the proper inoculations before leaving, and as our people depart they are receiving the shots. The larger cities will await the transports to move their people.”


“They did all that?” Martin asked equally surprised.

“They are your Queens. They know you have been working on the military issues, and they took it upon themselves to insure other concerns were addressed.”

“And your people know why this is being done?” Martin asked.


The Ranger nodded. “Our cities are closer to Alliance territory, and therefore more vulnerable to retaliation. Our people understand they will be safer within the boundaries of Eden my King.” He explained. “We have had to move in the past… so it is not something we are not used too.”


“With any luck this will be the last time they’ll need to move ever again.” Martin spoke.

“There!” Kamuil spoke, his own keen eyesight catching the movement of the Alliance soldier. “He is the overall Commander of the troops conducting the training. A human called Colonel Wilson.”


Martin noted right away the man was a vampire with his vision and he looked at Ealin nodding slowly. “That’s all of them?” He asked.


“He is always the last to arrive.” Kamuil replied.


Ealin looked back along the trail at their small force. He turned back to Martin. “Lyca Ohtar, why didn’t we bring Cody or the Master Chief with us? We could have used their… talents.”


Martin returned his gaze. “I have them doing something else.” He answered calmly. “I don’t like the fact that the Alliance has been so willing to supply the Wood elves with weapons and training in order to start a war with Tarifa’s people. It doesn’t make sense to me.”


“A war between our peoples would weaken us, making it easier to conquer both of us.” Kamuil spoke in response to Martin’s comment.

Martin nodded slowly. “That is true… but I have a feeling… nothing solid really… that all this is not their main operation. Not their main purpose.”


“And the others, you have sent them to where you think the main operation is?” Ealin asked.


Martin nodded. “I hope so.” Martin looked up toward the ceiling. Dysea? Anja? What is your status?

We are in position Nauta Melme. Dysea answered immediately. It appears… it seems all of the Alliance officers have departed. All that remain are soldiers, and none of them are vampires.


That’s because all the officers came to my sector for a meeting. I got close to thirty of them in one room. He replied. My guess is they know we got Tareif’s sons back and are trying to figure out what to do.


Martin… all of them are vampires! Anja’s worried thoughts echoed.


They didn’t see the cruel smile that crossed Martin’s face, Yep… more than likely. It makes your job easier now. Melda Min… why didn’t you or Anja tell me about the orders you issued.


You were concerned with the military aspect of retaking my city Nauta Melme. Anja and I determined we could handle the rest. 


Martin my love… Anja spoke. Dysea was Queen of these elves. And I am a qualified surgeon and doctor. We are more than capable of handling the small issues.


I know that.


Then trust in us, as we trust in you.


Martin smiled at the tone of her voice. Anja… you’re taking lessons from Dysea. Your speech is different; you’re starting to sound more like her.

The length of Melyanna’s delightful tongue gives her incredible linguistic skills Nauta Melme. Dysea spoke with sensuous warmth in her voice.

Martin heard Anja chuckle softly and he could almost see her nuzzling Dysea’s ear when he felt Dysea’s sigh of desire within their connection. I think you like my tongue because of its other talents. Anja’s voice was soft like a whisper.

Well… it does have the ability to…


Ok you two enough. Martin scolded them with an inner smile. I’m about to start a war here… and I don’t need to walk around with that picture in my head.

It will keep you going Nauta Melme.


Grouch! Anja spoke.  

My love… would it have made a difference? Dysea asked him with that voice she used when she desired him, and the blood was pounding in her veins. It was soft and seductive and so very hard to resist.


Well… no… I know where my capabilities are better directed.

And that is one of the reasons we love you so. Dysea told him.

Do you two share everything?

Of course! Anja exclaimed. Dysea shares everything with me and I with her. We’re women… we have this connection. She answered with a hint of amusement in her voice.


And where exactly do I fit into this connection?


You fit quite nicely inside us Nauta Melme. Dysea spoke, her voice dripping with passion even in his mind.


Mmmmm… that’s an undeniably delicious fact, Anja spoke sweetly, her voice carrying the same passion. And I’m sure Aricia will agree.

You know… He began to say.


Yes Nauta Melme, you wish to say something?


What’s that Martin?


Martin shook his head. Never mind. You two be careful. I’ve grown rather fond of both your tails, and I’ll be very upset if either of you get them shot off. Not to mention that Aricia would be quite angry, probably with me. Martin heard the almost musical laughter in his head from both of them.


Martin… we love you. Anja told him, her soft words washing over him like a blanket, wrapping him in their embrace. He felt Dysea joining in that embrace and he smiled, feeling the love they were passing to him. He was unable to see their faces as he returned that warmth and love to them, but he could almost feel their smiles. Just before they broke the connection they passed it to one other who was not with them just yet.

Martin looked at Kamuil and Ealin. “Gentlemen… I think it’s time we started this dance don’t you.”

The savage grins of all the elves in their group were all the answer Martin needed.

SPARTAN TRANSPORT

[Background music playing “Blow me Away” HALO 2 ST]

Theron stood at the rear of the transport, looking upon the Spartan Centurions as they readied themselves to enter battle. Most had never seen actual combat before, yet as with King Leonidas himself, his descendant seemed to have a knack for finding trouble. Theron found that information very refreshing.


“Spartans!” He called out, waiting until their heads had all turned to him. “Spartans… I will now reveal to you what many of you already suspect. The descendant of King Leonidas has arrived Spartans, the descendant that bears his same aura, his same passion and drive. The wolf we have waited patiently for over almost three millennia has come. I have felt his aura Spartans! And I have not felt one like it since I stood beside King Leonidas himself on the field of battle nearly three thousand years ago!” Theron smiled. “He will be our King once more Spartans! All of you must now know… most of you were selected for this mission because you are Purebloods, original descendants of the 300. Those of you who are not…” He let his eyes drift to the Bear shifters. “Feel proud men… for this day you will become The Royal Spartan Guard of the new King and his Queens no matter your blood!”


Theron saw their looks of astonishment at this pronouncement, and he also felt the pride swelling within their chests that quickly followed.


“Chief Mage Thr’won is passing to you an image of our King and two of three he has chosen as his queens.” He saw Theron close her eyes where she stood next to Aricia, both of them now adorned in the same armor as the Centurions, Aricia with a strange expression on her face, a small smile that washed over her. He watched as Andreus and his men closed their eyes as well, accepting the images she was sending them. “Beautiful beyond measure are they not! Burn them into your souls young Spartans, for they are now your purpose in this life! Never retreat! Never surrender! That is Spartan law! Their orders you will follow without question, without hesitation, for one of the bloodline of Leonidas would not ask of you which he was not prepared to do himself! You will die for them willingly, as they would die for you!”

Theron watched as first Andreus’s eyes opened, then the others within his command. He saw fire in their wolf eyes and he felt power surge through them. He smiled once more.


“Hear me Spartans! The descendant of King Leonidas has issued two orders already.” Theron spoke. “He has passed these orders telepathically through your commander’s young sister Aricia, and on to Chief Mage Thr’won. That feat in itself should leave you with no questions! What Spartan of Pureblood, or any blood, would have the telepathic ability to communicate over so vast a distance as he did when he first touched Aricia? Only one I tell you… and that is the descendant of Leonidas! His orders were simple and clear, his Queens will be protected at all costs! He has included Aricia in this order as she was the first he touched. At all costs Spartans! If it threatens them in any way… it dies! Is that clear?”

“Oupote thanatos!” The Spartan war cry shook the inside of the transport, reverberating through the frame of the aircraft and it drowned out even the engines as the pilot brought them in for a landing. (Ancient Greek, meaning Never Death.)

“His second order was also very clear! He fights beside elves, as do you!” Theron spoke, his eyes settling onto Kmyla. “They have proven themselves to you… and to our King. They are not to be harmed. They are our allies in this fight, and as we all know, they are honorable allies. It appears our ancient enemies have reappeared Spartans, and while the foulness of their stench still echoes in our valley… the peace uneasy we have there does not extend here. If it is human and it wears an Alliance uniform, you will destroy it with great prejudice! If it is a vampire, I and your King expect it to die within a blink of this becoming known! Do not shift unless absolutely necessary, for unlike the elves within our own ranks, these elves are not yet aware of our existence. We shall keep it that way until otherwise directed by our King.”


Theron drew out the collapsible titanium spear on his right leg and extended it in one smooth motion with a flick of his wrist. He slammed the weighted end to the deck of the transport, the report echoing through the transport.


“Spartans prepare for battle, for it will be a glorious day!”  


Andreus glanced at his sister, seeing her look of astonishment at Theron’s words, and moved up quickly next to him as his troops made their final checks on their equipment.

“Holy One… my sister… she is… she is dishonored.” Andreus spoke, his face clearly showing his shock at the order. “Does… does the King not know this?”

“No he doesn’t. And if he did I don’t think he would particularly care Andreus. You must know the truth of this… and I forbid you to speak this to anyone! Your… your sister has touched both him and our new Queens in a way never before seen.” Theron smiled and placed his hand on Andreus’s shoulder. “Have faith young Spartan. This King, as with King Leonidas himself, he is different. And his orders will be followed explicitly. Is that clear?”


Andreus nodded, “Always Holy One.”


Theron nodded, “Then assign two Spartans to each of his chosen Queens and two to your sister, and make sure they have additional Spartan uniforms that will fit the Queens. Chief Mage Thr’won and your sister will guide them to his Queens. You and I Andreus… you and I will lead the remaining to our King. He will need to meet his new Captain!” Theron saw Andreus’s eyes go wide and his smile grew. “Make it so young Captain. Make it so.”

WOOD ELF CAPITAL



“…know that our facility in Dodge City was recently attacked by unknown forces.” The Alliance Colonel spoke as he stood at the front of the room. “All attempts to contact our liaisons that have returned with the elf groups to other cities have failed, so we must assume they have been eliminated as well. Tareif’s sons are gone and undoubtedly returning to Mountain City as we speak. Three of our brethren fell with the entire garrison at the facility. They were torn to pieces, and the Matriarch now believes the Descendant has come, and it appears he has turned others.”


There were murmurs among the thirty-three gathered vampires. Many of them had been turned only in the last decade, some in the last year like the Wood Elf Elders, the Colonel being the oldest vampire among them with nearly a thousand years of life behind him. They were the new breed of vampire, supposedly stronger and faster than older vampires due to the advanced genetics experiments conducted on them in recent months. They had no aversion to the sun, which gave them a huge advantage, but all of them had been schooled in regards to their history and what they should fear. 

All of them feared the Descendant of Leonidas.  
   


“Fear not brothers!” The Colonel spoke. “We will prevail. Even now… our forces within this city are moving to take control of key positions. The elves are unaware… as our sister elf has kept their questions in check. We…”

The explosion sounded distance, but it still caused the room to shudder with vibrations, cutting off the Colonel’s words. His eyes went wide and he moved to the communications panel, stabbing at it with his hand. The worried expression of the Alliance Lieutenant came into view.


“What is going on?” He demanded.


“Colonel! The elves… they have launched a major attack against the garrison here! Across the entire city! They are turning on us!” The human nearly yelled.


“Activate the defense perimeter you fool!” The Colonel snapped. “Order all troops to disperse to their positions and prepare to hold…” The man’s face showed his shock when the lieutenant’s head burst apart like an over ripe melon and his was gone from the picture, “Lieutenant!” The Colonel screamed.


He saw movement filling the camera, dark fatigues and then the long platinum hair came into view followed by Dysea’s face. She smiled sweetly. “Hello Colonel.” Her voice purred softly. “As you no doubt are now aware… my people are taking back our city. None of your troops will survive I’m afraid.”


“Dysea!” One of the Elf Elders gasped, coming out of his chair as her emerald eyes focused on him.


“Ah… Minister L’tas.” Dysea spoke with a smile, “How nice to see you again. I’m sorry I could not be there to greet you personally… but I’m quite sure Nauta Melme will insure your death is quite violent. I hope you have enjoyed your time as a vampire Minister,” Dysea spoke, her eyes changing and her fangs extending. “For it will end this day.”


“I will kill you she wolf!” The Colonel screamed at the monitor as Dysea rose from the chair.


Anja’s face appeared next as she squatted in front of the monitor, her own eyes changed and her fangs out. “Pardon us… we have more of your men to slaughter. It’s been nice chatting with you… but you seem to have a bigger problem now.” Her head motioned into the room and the Colonel froze.


They watched Anja’s face crease with a snarl and her hand flashed forward, ripping the monitor from the desk it was on.  


“Colonel what do we do?” The Elf L’tas asked, his voice almost a squeak.

The Colonel stood to his full height before he turned slowly, his eyes going to the back of the room.


“Colonel what is it?” L’tas spoke seeing his face, and turning to look where his eyes were focused. The elf’s eyes grew wide in horror.


“Well this is quaint.” The voice from the back of the room caused all of them to jump and whirl around reaching for weapons. “Is this a private blood suckers’ party, or can anyone come?” Martin spoke.


The vampires in the room were bringing up their weapons when Martin pulled the trigger along with the seven elves that flanked him. The HK74s unleashed eight flaming cones of death, the Teflon coated hollow points ripping into flesh. The screaming began, joining in chorus with the sound of the weapons fire as thirty-two vampires began to die. The Teflon coated rounds traveled with such velocity that the kinetic energy of the bullets struck with devastating force, pulping organs and shattering bones, while opening huge gaping wounds that even a vampire could not survive.


Martin saw the Colonel smash through the glass of the room and into the outer corridor and he whirled to Ealin and Kamuil. “Finish them!” He screamed before running for the door.

“Their heads!” Ealin called out to his fellow elves. “Aim for their heads!”


And the killing continued.


Martin switched to grayscale wolf vision as he burst into the corridor, sweeping toward the direction the vampire Colonel had run.


Then he followed.


“What is happening?” Matarn’s sister Falnynn screamed.


The throne room was being guarded by four Alliance human troops with heavy weapons. They were nervous and filled with fear, knowing that they were not vampires and even one bullet would mean death for them. Their eyes darted back and forth over the corridors they guarded, their fingers resting on the triggers of their machine guns.

“It… it is Dysea. She has returned.” One of the Ministers spoke from the wall panel. “The entire grid is locked down! All I can see are elf troops swarming through the streets!”


“Where is Colonel Wilson?” Falnynn demanded. “He promised me this would not happen!”


There was the loud crack of gunshots, of tearing flesh and gurgling blood and the four Alliance troops guarding the entrances flew back from the doorways, their bodies slashed open as if by scalpels, each with a single hole in their heads. Falnynn came to her feet as the Ministers with her whirled around towards the two entrances. They watched as two females walked slowly from the shadows of the entrances. Their uniforms were damp with sweat and splashes of blood. One had hair the color of Persian red silk, bright jade green eyes glimmering in the dim light. The other they knew well by her shimmering platinum hair. Each of them clutched a smoking K12 in one hand and a very bloody Shukur fighting knife in the other.

“I would imagine your Colonel Wilson is now suffering from the same fate you will suffer in a few moments.” Dysea spoke, her words measured and delivered coldly.

Falnynn’s eyes narrowed and her vampire fangs extended in rage. “Dysea… it is so good to see you. I have wanted to taste your blood for some time bitch.”


Dysea chuckled as she and Anja split apart further. “I’m sure.” Dysea answered her eyes never leaving Falnynn’s face.


“I am stronger than you former Queen!” Falnynn snapped, “Stronger, faster, and far more deadly. Colonel Wilson is almost a thousand hundred years old, and your pitiful skills will not compare to his when he arrives.”


“Good. I did not want this fight to be short.” Dysea spoke as she circled the female vampire.


Falnynn glanced at Anja, who was gazing at the three Ministers intently. “Who is your pet Dysea? She is quite attractive. Does she share your bed?”


Dysea smiled sweetly. “Oh Melyanna shares much more than my bed Falnynn.” She spoke tossing aside the K12 and the knife. They watched Anja do the same, a wicked gleam in her jade eyes. “Melyanna and I share a lover as well as each other.” Dysea continued with a killing rage filling her eyes. “You see… our lover… our mate… he turned us with his love.”


“Turned you?” Falnynn spoke now, her face changing.


“Oh yes.” Anja spoke now. “Something we both embraced with relish.”

“Who is this vampire?” Falnynn demanded. “And why do you stand against me?”


Dysea laughed, “Vampire?” She chortled. “Please Falnynn… I would not let one of your kind near me. You are foul creatures… and you deserve the death I will give you, many times over.” Dysea stopped in front of her, ten meters away. “You know who I speak of. You have learned of my mate in your silly vampire school.”


“Mate?” Falnynn asked, her eyes growing wide.


“Yes… I believe you know him as the descendant of the Spartan King Leonidas.” Dysea spoke with a smile. “My love Anja and I are his mates.”


“You are…” Falnynn’s eyes held real horror in them now.


“We are your death!” Dysea screamed as the two white/blue flashes of lightning signified the change.


Falnynn’s vampire face was locked in an expression of eternal horror as the large platinum blond wolf descended upon her with a savage snarl and flashing razor sharp teeth. Dysea struck her full in the body, raking her paws down Falnynn’s chest, black claws slicing through garments and flesh like butter and then bounding off before she could react.

Dysea had learned more and more over the last few days on how to control her body in wolf form, Martin passing this information along to both of them within the connection they shared. Both of them were amazed at the speed and agility they had, their wolf forms thickening with muscle mass. Dysea’s normally hundred and fifteen pound body increased in size and mass to that of a hundred and forty pounds of hair and teeth, while Anja’s hundred and five pounds increased to a hundred and thirty pounds. Dysea’s long bushy tail snapped out as she landed nimbly, allowing her to keep her balance and not stumble. Her powerful hind legs tensed immediately, like bands of flexible steel, and launched her into the air once more. Falnynn turned just in time to catch Dysea’s weight full in the chest once more, only this time Dysea rode her to the ground, her hundred and forty pound wolf body driving the air from Falnynn’s lungs. 
Dysea did not hesitate as Nauta Melme had taught her and she snapped her powerful jaws shut around Falnynn’s head, her razor like teeth slicing through flesh and crunching on bone. Dysea ignored her muffled screams as Falnynn’s fists pounded on her muscular hairy sides in utter agony, the pressure of Dysea’s jaws crushing her cheekbones and her own jaw causing white hot pain to rip through her body. Her legs were kicking back and forth, more a nervous reaction now, her arms falling and becoming limp at her sides. Dysea continued to bite down until she heard the crack of Falnynn’s skull. She spat out the head of the dying vampire elf, snorting in disgust, blood showering her platinum coat. Instantly she turned to see Anja’s Persian red fur, her powerful legs spread out as she whipped her head back and forth, the snapping of the vampire elf’s neck clearly audible in the room. The second of the vampire elf Ministers lay on the cold floor, his eyes open in death. Dysea grinned in her wolf form, realizing Anja had torn his throat open even as she had leaped at the elf she was now killing. Nauta Melme had complimented both of them on their strength in wolf form, but Anja’s physical power seemed to almost double when she shifted, and she was using that strength now. 

Her head snapped around at the strange sound, and the new scents filled her nostrils. Her emerald eyes narrowed and her wolf ears flattened against her head as her tail extended straight out instinctively in suspicion.

The head of the vampire/elf Minister rolled back towards her slowly, his eyes open in surprised death and Dysea snarled in warning. 
Melyanna! 

Anja was beside her in a heartbeat, her ears laid back and her muzzle dripping blood as she attempted to spit out the foul taste of the vampire. They both reached out with their senses, detecting eight different scents, three females and five males. The rush of air pushing their scents toward them suggested they were bearing down on them quickly but cautiously. It was strange, but they both felt something familiar about these scents.

Eight! Anja spoke.


We must split them my love! Divide them as Nauta Melme taught us! Dysea replied. I will take those on the right, you…


“That will not be necessary my Queens.” The familiar voice reached out from the shadows startling both of them.


Two wolves looked at one another, and then stared back down the corridor. The voice was familiar to them, as if they had heard it before.


If you can hear our thoughts then you must know we will never surrender! And we will take far more of you before you kill us. Dysea growled out the warning as well as projecting her thoughts into the darkness.


It is I Anja; Dysea. It is Aricia.


Two flashes of white/blue lightning and they were back in human form, their eyes still staring down the hall, still tensed to shift back into wolf form to fight. Every muscle poised to strike without mercy.


“Little Wolf?” Anja asked softly.


Yes. The voice replied. A voice they knew well, as it sang out its musical tones within their blood. We have sealed the entrance, but you… you are exposed my loves. And I will not allow the men with me to see you in such fashion. I have stopped us far enough away so that you may gather yourselves some covering.

Dysea and Anja turned quickly and moved to the tattered remains of their uniforms, gathering them up quickly, and placing them over what they would cover. They both felt the excitement burning in them to meet one who they knew so well, but had never seen.


“Aricia!” Dysea finally called out.


That was all it took and they heard boot steps come charging down the corridor towards them. They watched three large men and a single woman sprint into the room clad in black body armor and red cloaks. Their heads and faces were covered by the strange black helmets, adorned with elaborate engravings and they carried what appeared to be sub machine guns of some kind. They moved immediately to all four corners of where Anja and Dysea stood and turned to face outwards, their weapons held at the ready. 


Dysea gripped Anja’s hand tightly as they saw Aricia come into the light, and both of them felt a rush of desire sweep through them. Her raven black hair reached almost to her buttocks, her azure blue eyes wide and clear and bright. She wore the same type of armor, but no helmet, and the smile on her face was brilliant. 


Aricia could no longer contain herself and she broke into a run up to them, feeling their desire, their combined auras directed at her and matching what she was projecting towards them. Thr’won entered the room a short distance behind Aricia, her eyes wide as she took in the force of the auras they were projecting to one another. It was not saturating the entire room as it should have been, but was directed only between the three of them. It was incredible, and not something she’d ever seen done with such complete ease. She saw Aricia stop between them, their faces going to nuzzle her, their hands drawing her close into their embrace. Not as one would a sister or relative, but as one would embrace a lover. Aricia returned the embraces with equal feeling Thr’won noted, and with no embarrassment in the least.

Her eyes swept the room and grew even wider when she saw the bodies of the three dead vampire elves and then the blood staining the bodies of the Queens. The two Spartans assigned to guard Aricia had joined the small circle around the three women, all of them facing out against potential danger.

“Spartans!” Thr’won barked, bringing her hands together in a resounding clap. “The uniforms you brought! Quickly! And give them something to wash away the retched stench and blood of these infernal creatures they have slaughtered.” Thr’won added with just a touch of pride.


They had stood against four vampire elves and killed three, scaring the fourth so much he had decided to run and had met death at the hands of a Centurion’s Shi Viska. Thr’won let her eyes linger on them as they dressed, tanned, lean and muscular, both of them, with lush young bodies and long, healthy shiny hair. The she elf Dysea was taller than Anja by several inches, but the red head had a more defined musculature similar to Aricia’s in nature. Anja’s breasts were larger, though not by much, and Thr’won could detect not an ounce of body fat on either of them at first glance. They were the perfect specimens of Alpha females, and Thr’won knew her king had chosen well. 

Thr’won gave them a moment as Aricia helped them to quickly pull on the uniforms, and she stepped between the Spartan guards and looked at them. “My Queens… it is a distinct honor to finally meet you.” She told them respectfully, bowing her as she spoke.

Dysea and Anja looked at her, their eyes searching the elf Mage. Dysea was the first to step up to her, having pulled the uniform on first, and she took her hands. She lowered her forehead to touch Thr’won’s surprising the Chief Mage.

“You… you are a Wood Elf.” Dysea spoke softly.


“How… how could…” Thr’won gasped, stunned that Dysea knew that. “I… I have been a Spartan for as long as I can remember my Queen, as you are now. My mate… my husband turned me when I was very young. It is all I know. All I want to be.”


Dysea smiled. “As I am sure it will become to me as well Thr’won, a fact that both Anja and I look forward too with relish.” She answered. “Perhaps when there is time we can share our individual moments when the men we so love claimed us?”

Thr’won smiled warmly. She liked this young elf Queen. She was strong and intelligent, that radiated from her aura easily, but she had not a touch of arrogance in her. “I believe… I believe I would like that.” She spoke.


Dysea turned back to Aricia as Anja stepped up to her now. Thr’won had to stifle the gasp she felt as she sensed the telepathic power and potential in this human female. Dysea was powerful, yes… but what radiated from Anja was unlike anything she had ever felt from a non pureblood wolf so soon after being turned. Thr’won would have to reevaluate her status of this young woman.


My apologies Chief Mage, Anja reached out with her thoughts. I believe I over reacted earlier. I tend to be rather protective of…


Thr’won took Anja’s hands quickly while shaking her head. As I said my Queen, there is nothing to apologize for. You were only protecting what you love.


Telepathy was not a normal form of communication, and even Tier Six telepaths, while the most powerful of their people, exhibited the signs of stress when communicating with their minds. The signs were slight for the powerful telepaths, a tiny crinkle of the corners of the eyes, perhaps a slight twitch of the lips, but Anja Peterson showed none of that in the least. Her thoughts were powerful, focused and very clear, and Thr’won noticed that Anja’s power was helping her in a way, bleeding off, making their communication less stressful for her. This human female had within her almost as much power as their King, and for a moment Thr’won’s eyes went wide as she realized they shared that incredible power easily. While most of the focus and clarity came from their King, it was their connection that allowed them to pass the power between them so it strained none of them in the least. Even Dysea, who she thought of as only a Tier Three telepath, communicated without the least bit of strain.

I can see the questions in your eyes, but we don’t know how this came to be Thr’won. Anja told her, erecting a very strong barrier around the two of them so they could talk privately. And she did it with barely any effort.


It is amazing my Queen. Thr’won told her, the excitement running through her very real. I have never felt such clarity and focus. Even our most skilled telepaths have not refined their communications to such an extent. How… how long have you been able to do this?


We don’t know. Anja answered her. It began shortly before Martin turned me.

Before! Thr’won gasped


We were hoping that working with you will help us to better understand it. Anja told her.


My Queen… I am not the most powerful of our telepaths. There are four who are much stronger than I.


Anja nodded, Perhaps Thr’won, but it is you who now holds our trust, and we will allow no other to see our thoughts. That prevue resides only with you now.

Thr’won felt nothing but honesty and acceptance from this young woman, and pride swept through her at Anja’s words. And as with Dysea, there was not an ounce of arrogance in her words or her actions. Thr’won nodded quickly. I will do what I can my Queen. I believe we should begin as soon as we return to Sparta.


“And we will.” Anja spoke out loud now. “But first we have to complete several tasks.”


“Dysea… Anja…” Aricia spoke now. “Where is Martin? He is not with you?”

The doors to the throne room burst open at that moment, and in a single movement that thundered in the hall, all six Spartans spun around, the bridles on their arms flashing a yellow gold as their Shi Viskas appeared instantly, and their P190s dropped over the top of the shields to level at the half dozen elves that skidded to a halt at what they saw.


“Hold!” Dysea and Anja yelled simultaneously, Spartan trigger fingers stopping in mid squeeze.


“My… My Queen?” Ealin gasped. He and the elves with him were covered in splattered blood and bits of flesh. They had slaughtered the vampires in the room to the last, sending three round bursts into the heads of all thirty-two of them before they had left them.


“Ealin… you were with Nauta Melme.” Dysea began. “Why are you here? Where is he?”


“The leader of the vampires was able to escape our ambush.” Ealin spoke moving forward cautiously, his eyes on the six unmoving figures in black and red, their weapons never leaving the center of his chest.


Anja placed her hand on the shoulder of the Spartan closest to her. “They are friends Spartans.” She spoke. “Lower your weapons.”


Thr’won was surprised at the tone of command in both Dysea and Anja’s voices, and the way they so easily and correctly referred to the Centurions as Spartans. Their order was followed without hesitation and six P190s dropped into ready positions once more, but the Shi Viskas remained active and very much ready to use.


“Martin left to chase him.” Ealin continued. “As we were coming here to reinforce you, we saw him moving onto the second promenade. We saw… we saw more of these men and women chasing him. We did not know what to think… and there was no way we were going to catch Martin. I decided to come and find you.”


“Ealin…” Dysea spoke. “You will issue a Priority One Alpha directive. No one wearing uniforms like this is to be attacked. They are allies and are to be treated as superior officers in all respects. Give them a description of the uniforms and do so quickly.”


Ealin didn’t hesitate and turned activating his implant as Dysea whirled to face Thr’won. “Nauta Melme is alone!” She spoke, worry her voice. “This witch vampire spoke of this Colonel Wilson. She said he was almost a thousand years old. What does that mean? Why is his age of any matter?”


“Vampires grow stronger as they age my Queen.” Thr’won replied, realizing what this meant. “Even as strong as you and Anja are, I doubt you would have been able to defeat a vampire of that age.”


“And Martin?” Anja asked looking at her.

Thr’won looked at her. “I don’t know.” She spoke. “If I am correct, the King is only just now realizing his full potential. He… I don’t know.”

“Then we will find him.” Dysea spoke reaching out with her thoughts.


Anja beat her to it and shook her head. “He’s blocking us my love.” 


Dysea looked at her. “I know every centimeter of this city Melyanna. We will find him.”


“Then let’s stop sitting here jawing and get to finding him.” Anja spoke.


Dysea, Anja and Aricia didn’t hesitate and began moving for the entrance. Thr’won lifted her wrist as she followed.


“Theron…”


Theron lifted his hand and Andreus and the Spartans with him stopped running. Much of the area they were in had already been evacuated, or the elves were remaining behind closed and locked doors.


“Thr’won what is wrong?” He spoke, lifting his wrist as well.


“We have the Queens. They are safe.” Her voice carried to him. “However it appears the King is following the vampire leader through the city. A human… Theron… and if our information is accurate, this vampire is nearly a thousand years old.”

Theron looked at Andreus. “And we do not know how long the King has been shifting, or what his abilities are.” He spoke.


“That is my concern as well.” Thr’won’s voice replied.


“Thr’won… mark our position and follow us. Andreus has an imprint of the King from the images and he is tracking him by scent, but he is far faster than we thought. Faster than any wolf Andreus has ever tracked.” Theron answered. “We will continue from our location. Intersect with us along the upper promenade.”


“We are moving Theron.”


He turned to Andreus. “You still have the imprint Andreus?”


“Yes Holy One. He is still moving but we are closing slowly. He’s becoming more cautious now. Perhaps he senses this vampire somehow.”


“Then by all means Captain, let us continue.”


Martin landed lightly on the balls of his feet after his ten meter leap from the level below. His HK swept out in front of him, his eyes searching. They settled on the female elf huddling by the bench near the arrangement of concrete planters. She was clutching two children in her arms and her eyes were wide in fear. Martin moved quickly over to her, placing his hand on her shoulder.


“Are you ok?” He asked.


“You… you are… the High King.” She was able to stammer out.


“A human… did you see him?”


The elf pointed down the promenade. “He… he went there.”


Martin nodded. “Take your children and go.” Martin told her. “Don’t stop… don’t look back. Just go.”


The female elf needed no further encouragement and ushered the children forward. She looked at Martin as she got to her feet. “Thank… thank you my King.”


Martin nodded. “Find a room or home and get inside. Do not come out unless elves direct you to do so.” Martin unclipped his HK from its quick release straps and held it out to her. “If you do not know them, or they are human… start shooting and don’t stop until they are dead. You have a full magazine.”


The female nodded and took the HK. “Sire… you will be unarmed.”


“Go! We have not yet secured the entire city and there may still be dangers. Protect your children. Go!” Martin told her.

The female elf didn’t hesitate and she grabbed the arm of the younger elf child and began running. Martin moved away from the planters, pulling his left sleeve up. He rolled the sleeve tightly and looked at the bridle. He pictured it with his mind, and with a yellow/gold flash the armor encased his forearm up to his elbow, and the Shi Viska appeared on top of the armor almost humming with unnatural power.

“Unarmed no,” Martin muttered to himself. “Scared shitless… well that’s another story.”    

His heart was racing, his blood pounding in his head, all of his wolf senses at their peak. Whoever he was hunting was smart. This vampire was nothing like the others. He was more intelligent, and stronger, and perhaps the most deadly he had yet encountered since discovering they even existed. Awareness flooded through him now, of his surroundings, of who he was. It was like a light had suddenly blossomed within him, like someone had thrown a switch in the center of his chest. The fear was still there, still lingering on the edges on his consciousness, but now that same fear was fueling his senses and adding to his heightened awareness.
Martin began moving again in the direction the female elf had told him. Shadows were everywhere, being cast by the slivers of sunlight entering from gaps in the ground high above. The promenade narrowed into a shallow corridor now, and Martin chose to stay in the middle giving himself time to react to a threat from either side.
“I can sense your fear young Leonidas!” The voice carried over the nearby silence and the very distant gunfire.


“Well good for you.” Martin muttered as his eyes swept along the shadows.


“I know who you are Pureblood!” The voice rang out once more.


“Like I’m trying to hide that fact asshole,” Martin muttered again. His eyes detected movement to his right and he stopped.


“I want him alive! No weapons! Batons only! Subdue him, but do not kill him!”


Martin’s eyes picked up additional movement on his other side and a small smile split his face, “Time to dance.” He said.


Seven Alliance troops broke from cover on each side of him, all of them racing right for where he squatted, collapsible batons in their hands.


Outnumbered as he was, Martin did the only thing he could.


He attacked.

He leaped at the closest Alliance soldier to him on the east side of the promenade. The edge of the east side fell thirty meters to the first level below, the number of shops and stands fewer in number. The flash of fear reared in the soldier’s eyes before Martin’s booted feet planted into his chest driving him to the ground, driving the air from his lungs and crushing three ribs. Martin spun to his right snatching the wrist of the next trooper and twisting it savagely as he continued his spin. The man screamed as his shoulder was yanked from its socket and his body lifted into the air. His screams increased as Martin used his greater strength to throw the man toward the edge of the promenade several meters away. They diminished only when he dropped from view, his body flailing madly as he sailed over the edge into nothing.

Theron and Andreus came up short as the detachment of Spartans guarding the new Queens came dashing around the corner. Theron noted immediately that the images of his Queens did not due them justice. Aricia stood between them as Thr’won moved up next to him.


“Have you seen him?” Theron gasped.


Thr’won shook her head. “Dysea brought us straight here.” She spoke. “He was blocking them telepathically.”


Theron turned to the platinum blond elf. “He’s protecting them from what he is doing.” He spoke. “My Queen… I am…”


“I know who you are Steward of the Line.” Dysea spoke before he could finish. “Nauta Melme is still blocking us.”


“Damn!” Theron swore, “Andreus?”


The Spartan Captain shook his head. “He is close Holy One… but the wind is shifting in this portion of the tunnels, perhaps because we are so close to the surface. I’m detecting many scents
 now, but he is very close.”

“Where? There are only two tunnels here!” Theron snapped. “We…”


The horrifying scream from above them interrupted his voice and they all turned their eyes skyward. The body of the Alliance trooper slammed into the ground between Andreus and Theron, both of whom stepped back only inches, with a devastating crunch and the wet sound of a skull cracking open.


Theron looked up once more. “Andreus… I believe we have found our King.” He spoke.


Dysea, Anja and Aricia stepped forward holding hands. “You have no idea Theron.” Anja spoke just before the three of them bent their legs and propelled themselves straight up towards the ledge twenty meters above them.


Theron looked at Thr’won quickly. “Oh… I like them already Thr’won” He spoke with a smile before bending his legs and following the Spartans that were already leaping up to follow their Queens.


Theron adjusted his body in mid air as he cleared the edge and landed next to Andreus on the slight incline leading up to where Martin was fighting. As Thr’won dropped lightly to her feet next to him they noticed their Queens squatting in front of them, and the Spartan Centurions flanking them. 
“Spartans what are you waiting for? We…” Theron’s gaze traveled in the same direction everyone else was looking and his words trailed off as his eyes grew wide.

“C’mon Vampire!” Martin screamed as he stepped into a ridge hand to the throat of an Alliance trooper. The man’s legs blasted out from underneath him like a shot, kicking up into the air as his throat was instantly crushed. The momentum of the blow carried his legs completely over his head and his body slammed back into the earth with loud thud to join the seven others already there.


Martin didn’t stop as he deflected the blow from the baton and drove his balled fist into the face of the baton’s wielder. The man’s nose and face blossomed into blood and crushed cartilage and he began screaming, his hands going to his face. Martin executed a spinning back roundhouse kick that rammed into the temple of another trooper, the sound of his neck and skull breaking very evident. He drew back his left arm and then drove the Shi Viska shield into the chest of another trooper. The blades were extended and slashed deeply into the man’s flesh. As he opened his mouth to scream, Martin backhanded him in the face with the edge of the shield. No sound came as his neck snapped from the force of the blow and his body was tossed several meters into the air.


“What’s the matter vampire!” Martin screamed once more, “Can’t do it yourself! C’mon you fucking coward! You want me… come and get me!”

There were three Alliance troopers left and they stared at Martin with a mixture of fear and anger in their eyes. His eyes had changed to yellow/gold orbs that were alive with killing lust, and his fangs were fully extended. The Shi Viska glowed upon his arm, as if waiting to leap off and claim lives of its own accord. The bodies of their comrades littered the ground all around them. This mad man had gone through them like a buzz saw. He had…


Martin smiled and lifted the Shi Viska. “You should have run when you had the chance.” He snapped. “I’m not a forgiving person!”


The golden shield leaped from his arm, razor sharp blades extending and locking into place as it bore down on the three men. The shield cleaved through the first man’s arms, arms that he had risen to protect himself and it continued on with little resistance, severing his head from his body. The second two had turned to run as the Shi Viska executed a tight hundred and eighty degree turn and sped after them. It sliced clean through the midsection of one trooper before separating the last trooper’s legs just below the knees.

Martin turned to face the vampire as he strode around the corner of the building, holding out his arm as the Shi Viska zipped in and returned to its spot, waiting for its master to release it again.

“Most impressive! You truly are the descendant of that dog Leonidas.” The vampire spoke as he strode around the corner of the building, his features now fully that of a very old undead warrior. His skin was pale and his fangs were in full view, his eyes burning blue lights in the shadows.

Martin grinned savagely. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“I was planning to capture you and hand you over to the High Priestess. She would have rewarded me greatly.” Wilson spoke as he came to a stop.

“I’m sorry to have disrupted your plans.” Martin spoke as he rose to his full height of six feet two inches. 

“It is no matter, our plans continue unhindered, and your actions here are merely a minor inconvenience.” Wilson told him confidently. “I would imagine the High Elf Queen is already dead… and Mountain City is a burning wasteland.”
Martin smiled. “You don’t actually think I’m that stupid do you?” He spoke. “I’ve had people infiltrating Mountain City for the last two weeks. That battalion of mercenaries you sent against them from the north? Well… right now they are providing fertilizer for the ground to grow. And I would imagine that the Alliance troops you sent to assist your agents in Mountain City are encountering far more trouble than you thought. Tarifa is quite safe asshole. You aren’t smart enough to out think her father.” Wilson’s jaw twitched enough that Martin grinned even further. “Touch a nerve there did I vampy boy?”

“You are no match for me!” Wilson screamed. “I am nearly a thousand years old, far more powerful than you!”

“Let’s find out sport.” Martin growled, “If you have the balls. You do have balls don’t you?”

“I will enjoy drinking your blood descendant of Leonidas.” Wilson spoke.

“I don’t think so vampy boy.” Martin replied lifting his arm. He launched the Shi Viska directly at Wilson, watching as the blades extended, still dripping blood from the Alliance soldiers it had claimed.
Wilson calmly stepped to the side in a blurred motion as the Shi Viska passed over his right shoulder. He felt the breeze of the weapon as it sailed by and he laughed. He turned back to Martin who stood there calmly. “You have failed to learn the first lesson the Spartans teach young descended one. Never release your weapon at a vampire who can move faster than it can. Your aim leaves something to be desired.”

Martin smiled. “There’s nothing wrong with my aim.” He spoke. “And you should know something about me before I kill you, three things actually.”

“And what is that?” Wilson spoke as he began walking towards Martin.

“Well… one… I fucking hate vampires!” Martin replied calmly. “Two… I don’t fight fair, and three… three is the most important. I never miss what I aim at asshole, and I wasn’t aiming at you.”


Martin looked up quickly, Wilson’s eyes going wide and following his. Martin jumped back, landing several meters in front of the line of Spartans as the Shi Viska flew above their heads and cut through the steel cables holding the three ton lighting power distributor suspended in the air. The cables snapped with loud reports and the rectangular box dropped like a bomb. 
Wilson had no time to move, no time to react and the box came down on top of him, instantly crushing his skull and pulverizing his body beneath the giant distributor. 
Martin held out his arm and the Shi Viska obediently returned, clicking back into place on his forearm and with a flash of yellow/gold it vanished. 


Theron and the others stood there with wide eyes and disbelieving looks on their faces. Only Dysea and Anja wore knowing smiles and they slowly stood up as Martin turned to look at them, his eyes still yellow/gold orbs, and looking positively beautiful as far as they were concerned.


Aricia clutched both Anja’s and Dysea’s hands tightly as she felt his aura envelope her, threatening to sweep her away. “This… this is Martin?” She gasped softly.


Anja leaned close to her ear. “He’s beautiful isn’t he?” She spoke quickly as she and Dysea got to their feet and ran the few meters that separated them.


“You’re late.” Martin said as they picked a side of him and pressed against him tightly, their heads going to his in love and relief.


Then Dysea punched him. Hard.


“Don’t you ever do that again Nauta Melme!” She barked. “Shutting us out like that!”


And then Anja punched him even harder in the opposite arm, “Asshole.” She called him.


Martin chuckled and drew them both into his arms, kissing one and then the other. “It’s nice to see you too.”


Martin looked up as Theron walked up to him quickly, his heart racing as he gazed upon a young man that was almost an exact twin to the King he had served almost three thousand years earlier. He bowed his head low in deep respect. “My King… we have waited a very long time.” He began. “I wish to…” Theron looked up and saw that Martin wasn’t looking at him. His eyes were staring at something behind him, and Theron followed his gaze.


Aricia clenched her fists as his eyes fell upon her and she felt his overwhelming aura envelope her in its sweet embrace. She felt the waves of desire and love, the force of his passion and need, all of it directed at her and it threatened to sweep her away as he drew closer to her. Her nails dug into her palms as he stopped in front of her, towering over her by at least seven inches. His head dropped quickly and Aricia gasped as his lips brushed against her hair and cheek setting fire to her body in ways she had never experienced before. She felt him inhale deeply, his large chest directly in front of her face, expanding with air. The blood pounded in her ears and behind her eyes, threatening to overwhelm her. She whimpered softly in need when his hands came up and caressed her face, his fingers brushing across her lips as he took her face in his hands.

“Hello Little Wolf.” He spoke the words Aricia had waited to hear since their minds had first touched. Her azure blue eyes closed slowly as she heard his voice, soft and warm against her cheeks like the breeze from the Evrotas plains in the summer, his mint scent combining with the heat of his aura filling her nostrils and making her lightheaded.


“My… my…” Aricia’s attempts to reply to him were lost as Martin lowered his face and his lips descended upon hers.


Aricia groaned in unabashed delight, her arms wrapping around his shoulders as he lifted her into his arms and he claimed her. Aricia had never been kissed before, and his lips set her body on fire as she pressed tightly against him, molding her lithe figure against his steel hard frame. His tongue probed delicately, dancing across her teeth, before reaching out to touch hers. Aricia’s grip on his shoulders tightened and she met his tongue with her own, searching and exploring new territory, new sensations. Every nerve ending in her body was singing out in delirious abandon, wanting more, demanding more. Her wolf blood was raging within her veins, threatening to overwhelm what little control she had left.


Martin sensed this in her as well and slowly, reluctantly he drew the kiss apart before he too lost all semblance of control and he took her right there in front of everyone. He nibbled on her bottom lip gently before looking into her beautiful face. He smiled as her eyes opened slowly to gaze at him.

I would… I would not stop you… my love. Aricia spoke within his mind.


Martin smiled warmly, brushing his nose against her cheek. No Little Wolf. When I claim you… when we claim you Aricia… it will be with soft sheets beneath you and our bodies touching yours. And never without your consent.

Aricia’s smile was beautiful and she lowered her forehead to his, closing her eyes. I will look forward to that day with all my heart.


And so will we. Anja and Dysea’s voices entered their thoughts as one as they stepped up to them. Martin had lowered Aricia to the ground and the four of them huddled together, allowing their love to swarm around each other.

Thr’won had stood to the side during all this, and once more she had felt the power of his aura surround her and pass through her as he directed it entirely to the three women and no one else. Even Kmyla and the two Spartan Centurion females had sensed the power of his aura, and had watched as it concentrated on only the three. That they were speaking within their minds was obvious to Thr’won, as she could feel the power of that bond more than anything else.


It was Theron who finally interrupted the moment, clearing his throat loudly.


“My Lord and King?” He spoke. Martin pulled away from Aricia and turned to look at the older man. “Sire… I am Theron…”


“You are the Steward of the Line,” Martin said, surprising Theron. “Yes I know. And the only Shifter that is older than Dymas.”


Theron’s eyes opened even further. “Dymas… Dymas lives?” He asked stunned.


Martin nodded with a smile. “Yes he does. He gave me a rather stern lecture when he finally revealed to me what my heritage is. Needless to say I was…”


“Unbelieving My Lord?” Theron spoke.


“That’s a little on the mild side… but essentially correct.” Martin answered, bringing Aricia’s hands to his lips and kissing them gently before moving to stand in front of the old man.


“Yes… I would imagine it would be quite a shock sire.” Theron spoke, “And now?”


“Now?” Martin said, looking at him. “Well I think having blood sucking vampires trying to kill me kind of sold me on the idea that Dymas wasn’t yanking my chain. But I’m still iffy on this whole King thing.” 


Andreus and the Spartan Centurions were far younger than Theron, and therefore they were aware of the slang that their King was using, and several of them, including Aricia chuckled softly at Martin’s reply.


Theron looked at him undaunted. “You are the descendant of King Leonidas sire. There is no question of that. You are the King we have waited for.”


“No question at all?” Martin asked.


“None my Lord,” Theron replied. “And your attempts at levity are unappreciated sire. Our people have waited many centuries for the coming of Leonidas’s descendant. I would ask that you take this more seriously.”

“Seriously?” Martin said his voice hardening. “I never take anything serious while I’m fighting a war, it gives me a headache!” Martin tilted his head up. “This is Raptor One. Status reports, all units!” He spoke, moving away from the others, leaving Theron with an astonished look on his face.


Thr’won stepped up to him quickly as Andreus motioned his Spartans to stay with Martin. “Theron… you must be patient old friend.” She spoke. “He has never been among his people. He has never read their history. He has been raised outside of our world his entire life, always thinking he is something else, but feeling the strange pull of the wolf nevertheless. This is all new to him… to all of them. You have felt what I felt Theron. He is far more powerful than even I first thought, and he desires nothing more than the answers to the questions he has asked all of his life. We must not push him. He needs guidance… not demands. He will not forsake his heritage or his people, you know that as well as I, but he will follow his own path. Just as Leonidas did old friend.”


Theron looked at her for a long moment before nodding his head. “I… when I first saw him… he looks so much like my King Thr’won. It is uncanny, and I…” He took a deep breath. “You are right of course. I…”


They all turned as two dozen elves came into view running up the promenade led by Ealin. Andreus and the Spartans remained alert, but knew the elves were not their enemy. Ealin and an elf wearing a large radio moved up to where Martin stood wary of the new soldiers.


Ealin held out the handset. “Something is jamming our short range implants. I have teams sweeping the city looking for it.” Ealin spoke. “I have Ben on the radio and he is circling the mercenary column that was moving against Mountain City.”


Martin took the handset. “Ben… talk to me!”


“We nailed them pretty hard Marty!” Ben’s voice carried to everyone. “I have three ships orbiting the area and sweeping any survivors! You want prisoners boss?”


“Fuck no! Kill every one of the slimy bastards! They want to move against my allies, then I’m not gonna give them a moment to consider they fucked up! Any word from Tareif or Danny?”

“Danny got back to Eden with Tareif’s sons, rearmed and reloaded and headed for Mountain City.” Ben answered. “I think the Alliance had more forces in the area than we thought Marty. I haven’t left my orbit here, but there’s a lot of smoke coming from the city, and we’re ten miles north of it.”


“Did Tareif call for the alert birds?”


“Not to my knowledge.” Ben replied. 


“Launch them anyways!” Martin ordered. “I’m going to leave Dysea and Anja here to help expedite the evacuation of the city. Get those transports up and moving Ben, something tells me the Alliance was ready for us and Tarifa and the others are in deeper than we know. The Alliance damn sure had more troops here than we first thought.”


“Understood! What are you going to do?”


“I’m moving to Mountain City.” Martin replied. “Maintain your orbit until those sorry bastards are all dead or as close to dead as you can determine. Once you can break your flight away, move on Mountain City to provide support if needed.”


“I’ll keep trying to raise Tareif or someone on the ground there.” Ben spoke. “Endith knows most of their frequencies and she’s already scanning them.”


“I’ll see you soon Ben.” Martin handed the handset back to the elf radio operator and turned to Ealin. “Form your forces into four groups and sweep the city again. I don’t want any surprises when the transports start to arrive. If it’s part of the Alliance kill it. Period!”


Ealin nodded with a smile. “Consider it done.”


“Get moving.” Martin spoke, “And Ealin… watch your asses.”


Ealin smiled and threw a sloppy salute before leading the elves off. Martin turned as Dysea and Anja came up to him. “Treat them, load them, and get them the hell out of here.” Martin spoke. “You don’t have enough troops to stay and hold the city. The moment the transports get here, start moving them out.”

Dysea took his hand. “Melyanna and I will handle it.” She spoke. “Go and help Tarifa.”


Martin leaned over and kissed her softly, and then pulled Anja to him for a kiss as well. He watched them move off, stopping only to hug Aricia before they moved out, the four Spartan Centurions following them.


“Theron?” 


“My Lord?” Theron stepped up to him.

“You have a ship I assume.” Martin asked.


“Yes sire.”


“Then let’s go.” Martin spoke. He looked at Andreus. “You are my Captain?”


“Yes sire. Spartan Commander Andreus.”


“Spartan Captain you mean. You just got promoted.” Martin told him. He looked at Theron. “I can do that right?”

Theron smiled. “Indeed sire.”

“Good. Andreus assign two teams of two to stay behind here. They’re only job is to hunt down any vampires that may remain. They will report only to Dysea or Anja. No others. Is that clear?”


Andreus nodded, “As you order My Lord.” He replied turning to point at four Spartans.


Martin stepped up in front of Theron. “I can’t leave until I know the elves are stable Theron.” He said softly. “I know… I know what I am now. Who I am… well I’m hoping you can help me with that. I see many things… places I have never been to… battles that I have never experienced.”

“What you are experiencing my King, are images of Leonidas himself, battles we fought together, if I am correct.” Theron said.


“How is that possible?” Martin asked.


Theron shook his head. “I do not know. You have in your veins the blood of Leonidas. He was the most powerful of us all… as you now are. There have been twenty-two of his descendants through the centuries, yet none have had anywhere near the same aura as him… none except you. He reeked of power, of control. As you now do. As I stand here beside you, it is like when I stood beside him. That is what I feel. The same drive, the same passion, the same aura. It emanates from your very pores. I do not know how it is possible my King, but I will help you to explore it, if that is your wish.”

Martin nodded slowly. “It is Theron.”


Theron looked into Martin’s deep brown eyes and smiled. There was no arrogance, no superior attitude; there was only loyalty and devotion. And the desire for knowledge of who and what he was. “I would be honored to help you discover all that you wish my King. As for the elves, if they are your allies then they are allies to us as well. We have many within our city, and I do not doubt their honor or skill. That you must complete what you started… well I would expect no less from a descendant of Leonidas sire. We will help in any way we can.”


“Let’s get to this ship of yours then, and we can talk on the way.” Martin spoke.

 MOUNTAIN CITY

Tareif winced as another explosion shook the building he was in. They had been prepared for battle Tareif knew, but not on this grand a scale. Alliance troops had somehow found their way into Mountain City against all odds, and now at least two battalions of them were wreaking havoc on the streets and levels of his home. He and Cantel and a detachment of Dragoons had split from his daughter nearly two hours ago, pitched battles waging in the streets on the ground and those suspended within the trees. Several of their main thoroughfares high in the branches had already come crashing down due to explosions and fighting. They had slipped into this building only minutes before so that Tareif may get some sort of picture of the battle that was raging within his city.


“The implants that Martin Hunter provided us are being jammed War Master!” Cantel spoke above the roar of the battle raging outside. “It has to be something short range.”


“And what of our radios?” Tareif asked.


“Radama is almost to our location. He’s moving up to us from downstairs. His detachment holds the bottom floor. And he has a pack radio, as do all the others within the city loyal to us. Martin Hunter thought this a possibility, and had us secure and hide the radios just in case.” Cantel told him.


“The more I hear of this man…” Tareif spoke. “The more I curse what the Alliance did to me Cantel.”


“That is over now War Master!” Cantel told him. 


The door to the room they were in slid open and Radama appeared, the bulky radio secured on his back. He moved immediately to where Tareif and Cantel knelt.


“War Master…” Radama spoke loudly. “It is an honor to fight beside you once more!”


“Have you heard from my daughter?” Tareif asked.


Radama nodded. “Queen Tarifa is on level nine! She told me to tell you she is moving with her detachment south along the outer promenade! Much of the fighting is taking place on the lower levels, with sparse engagements scattered across the upper levels. Daniel Simpson landed twenty minutes ago with a large group from Eden, and they have secured the landing platforms. He is leading a small team down to ground level to find the source of the jamming.”


“Do we know how they entered the city?” Tareif barked.


“The sewers War Master,” Radama answered, “Both on the west end and in the south. Tarifa believes it is the sewage treatment plants. It’s the only possibly way to reach into the depths of the city as they have without detection.”


Tareif nodded. “It will also limit their ability to send in wave after wave. I estimate no more than two battalions have breached the city, but they are commandos and are causing confusion and death as they go. Do we have forces near the plants?”


“General Faradi holds the west side of the city with four companies of Dragoons. They are battling the Alliance forces on six levels.” Cantel spoke. “Colonel G’muil has his four companies aligned to protect the civilian areas.”


Tareif nodded his head. “Have Faradi break off one squad to find and close the entrance in the west. Use explosives if he has too. We can repair the facility, but we must insure that they can not breach the city with additional troops. G’muil does the same in the south… we…”


Tareif’s implant radio crackled and came to life with a voice he did not recognize. “Anyone on this channel, I need a sitrep.”


Radama had heard it as well in his implant and he grabbed Tareif’s arm. “It is Daniel Simpson War Master.” He spoke.


Tareif nodded. “Daniel Simpson, this is War Master Tareif.”


There was a laugh in Tareif’s ear. “War Master! I have to say sir; you sure know how to throw a party. Thanks for the invite.”


Tareif couldn’t help but smile at the levity of his words, “My sons Commander?”


“They are tucked into a nice warm bed, with several very attractive elf doctors and nurses cooing over them. They were hurt bad sir, but they are tough cookies. They’re going to be fine.” Dan replied. “We found what was jamming our implants, and I let them know we didn’t appreciate it. They stopped.”


Even amidst the sounds of battle and death, Tareif couldn’t help but laugh even more. These men and women with Hunter were fearless. “I understand you have secured the landing platforms Commander.”


“Yes sir!” Dan answered. “I have four Raptors inbound loaded for bear! We stripped them bare and each one has sixty personnel per ship. Julie has two, and Tari split off from my team and is commanding the other two. There are Drow among them War Master.”

“Do not worry Commander.” Tareif spoke. “Our forces already know that the Drow stand with us in this fight. Two of them fight beside my own daughter. Direct two of your ships to the northern platforms and have them begin to work their way down. The other two must land outside the wall on the east and move in from there. A stray rocket from the mercenary unit that was moving from the north opened a hole in the wall there. I do not know if any Alliance troops were able to penetrate from that side, but fighting is reported in that part of the city.”

“Please tell me that Ben took out the mercenary column.” Dan said.


Tareif’s smile was savage. “I heard from your pilot only a short time ago. He was able to establish communications with a sniper team overlooking the city, and they in turn relayed the message to my forces. The mercenary column is no more. He and his three other ships are moving south, and I have asked them to remain airborne as cover and orbit the city.”


“Outstanding!” Dan replied. “Where do you want us?”


“If you would please act as a sweeper team,” Tareif spoke. “We will use this as our command channel. What level are you on?”

“The jammer was in what appears to be an eatery of some sort on the ground level. We’re in the southeast corner.” Dan answered.


Tareif nodded. “Yes I know it. Begin sweeping your team northwest towards the center of the city. I will lead the forces with me southeast and we will meet you in the center on level four.”


“We’re on it.” Dan spoke.


Radama pressed the handset of the radio into his opposite ear harder and listened. “Hold on.” He spoke to Tareif. His eyes grew wider as he listened. “Yes… yes I will tell him.” Radama looked at Tareif. “That was a relay station from north of the Wood Elf capital. They have retaken their city, and transports from Eden will begin landing in minutes. Martin Hunter boarded a strange ship with humans. The operator called them Spartans Daniel. Do you know who they are?”


They couldn’t see the smile on Dan’s face. “They are friends Radama.”


“They are heading here with a small force of perhaps twenty.” Radama finished. He will contact us when he touches down.”


“Daniel Simpson,” Tareif broke in. “How long has Martin Hunter been infiltrating his forces from Eden into Mountain City? There are far too many of you to be a coincidence.”

“He started it about two weeks ago.” Dan replied, “A few dozen each day. Radama was one of the first to arrive. He likes to be prepared.”

Tareif smiled. “So it seems.” Tareif got to his feet. “I will meet you on level four Commander Simpson. And please… do not hesitate to show any Alliance forces you might run across a warm welcome to Mountain City.”


Tareif heard Daniel laugh in the implant, “My pleasure War Master.”

SPARTAN TRANSPORT


Martin ran his finger inside the collar of the new armor. “It itches.”

The two of them stood away from the other Spartans in the transport, giving them some semblance of privacy. Theron stood with Andreus and Thr’won near the front of the transport. 

Aricia looked at him with a loving smile as she reached up, securing the crimson cape on his shoulders. “It is new armor my love, the King’s armor. You will grow accustom to it.” She told him softly.
“And this stuff conforms to any shape?” Martin asked, running his hand over his left arm.

Aricia nodded. “Every Spartan Shifter wears it.” She answered. “It will stop most small caliber weapons, and it will armor you when you are in the form of a wolf.”
“How does the Shi Viska work with the armor over it then?” Martin asked.

“It still works in the same way.” She told him. “It will just activate over the body armor.”
Martin stared at her, taking in the contours of her face, the gentle curve of her lips, and the shape of her azure blue eyes. What are you thinking? He asked her.

Aricia met his eyes, the dark brown pools the most beautiful color she had ever seen and so deep that you could lose yourself within them forever quite easily. She placed her hands on his chest, her palms flat against the armor, feeling his chest rise and fall as he breathed.

How this came to be. She replied within their link.

Do… do you regret what you and I share Aricia? What you share with Anja and Dysea? He asked.

No. She replied instantly, Never. These last few days… since I first saw you in my mind. It has been wonderful. I have felt things I have never experienced before, wonderful things. I just don’t know how it came to be.
Well… I can’t say it is second nature to me either you know.

Aricia smiled. That is not what I mean.

Then what Little Wolf? What troubles you?
I would rather not speak of it now my love. She stroked his cheek with her finger. Will you allow me that for the time?

Little Wolf I would never force you to do anything you did not wish to do. Martin told her. It is not in my nature to do something like that. And I love you too much to dishonor you in that way.

Why do you love me Martin? We had never met until this day. We did not know each other existed until only days before this one. How is it that we can feel… that I can feel what I feel for you? For Anja? For Dysea? And feel it so completely that it burns in my blood?

Martin smiled. Hell if I knew the answer to that I’d be a god.
Aricia smiled at the expression on his face. I’m being serious.

It’s no different for me Aricia. In the last week I’ve discovered that I’m a werewolf… that vampires and all sorts of unsightly creatures exist…and many of them want me dead for one reason or the other.  And then I find out that I’m now King to two races of people. Not exactly everyday business boardroom stuff you know. I have a hard time picking out the color of my socks most days, and now I get hit with all this.
Aricia met his smile with soft musical laughter, and she dropped her head to his chest. I find that very hard to believe my love, but I do see your point. She felt his powerful arms encircle her and pull her close to him. She could hear his steady even heartbeat, feel the rush of his blood through his veins, and his mint scent filled every portion of her awareness.

What I feel for you… regardless of whether I can explain it or not, it is very real Little Wolf. I love you with the same intensity and passion that I love Anja and Dysea. I can’t explain it… and to be honest… I don’t really care how it came to be. Only that it is. His voice echoed in her mind.

My love, will you allow me to explore what we have at my own choosing; at my own pace? It is all so new to me.  Aricia asked him, pulling her head from his chest and looking into his eyes once more.

Martin took her face in his hands and leaned over to kiss her softly on her lips.  Her lavender scent washed through him, and he inhaled deeply allowing it to flow through him and fill him completely. Do I have to stop calling you Little Wolf?

Aricia smiled at him. From your lips… from Anja and Dysea… those two words are music to my heart.

And I don’t have to stop letting you know how much I love you?
I would be bereft of all happiness if you did that. She told him, pressing her forehead to his lips with a smile.
Then I will do as you ask Little Wolf. Martin said, pulling her once more into his embrace and feeling her arms encircle his waist and squeeze just as tightly as he was holding her.


Theron looked at Andreus as they watched their King embrace Aricia.

“I have never seen her look so at peace and filled with such happiness.” Andreus spoke softly. 

“Theron?” The Chief Mage spoke.


“Yes I feel it too.” Theron answered, knowing what she was going to say.


Andreus looked at him. “Holy One, what do you mean? What do you feel?”


Theron smiled. “Something I haven’t felt in quite a long time young Captain.” He replied, emphasizing the word Captain. 


“Twelve enemies unarmed,” Thr’won spoke softly, “With only the Shi Viska as a weapon; and to have commanded it in such a way. It was almost alive.”


Andreus looked at her. “I’ve… I’ve never seen anyone do that with the shield; slight alterations yes, but to direct it like he did?”


Theron nodded. “Indeed. We must hide his presence when we return.”


“He will never agree to that. Nor will the Queens.” Thr’won spoke. “They are too inquisitive Theron. They will want to wander the city, see the people. Anja is a doctor… Dysea has more compassion in her then anyone I have ever met. We will not be able to confine them. They won’t allow it.”


“We must!” Theron told them. “There are those among our own people who do not want to see the return of Leonidas’s bloodline to the throne. Even among the Senate! They need instruction… time to absorb who and what they are. All of them.”


“What do you suggest old friend?” Thr’won asked.


“We will develop identities for them.” Theron spoke. “They will be travelers from North America. Stray Alphas perhaps?”

“Theron you will never be able to mask the two Queen’s auras.” Thr’won said. “They are the strongest Alpha females we have ever come across. They will attract every male within twenty miles of Sparta if they venture into the city and people do not know who they are. And how do you propose to mask the King’s aura?”

“We do not need to mask their auras.” Theron spoke. “Their auras already indicate to any Alpha with half a brain they are mated. I can teach the King to mask his aura enough to not give away who he truly is.”

“Believe me when I tell you old friend, they will not tolerate advances on them from any male. And some of the Alphas will be very foolishly persistent.” Thr’won spoke.
Theron smiled. “Yes… and if they happen to pound a few of our Alpha males into submission all the better. The younger third and fourth generation Pureblood Alphas are becoming arrogant.”

“As are some of the second generation,” Thr’won spoke dryly. “Midlan comes to mind immediately.”

“Chief Mage…” Andreus spoke. “You do not consider me arrogant do you?”

Thr’won laughed softly. “You are a Spartan Centurion and your father would never allow it Captain.” She spoke. “And you have already signaled your intent to take Kmyla as your mate, as tradition dictates. No… I’m speaking of many of the Second generation Alphas and Betas who seem to think they are above the others, Midlan chief among them.”

“This must be done.” Theron spoke firmly. “They can stay in the old palace in the western mountains. It has had a caretaker family there for three hundred years now. We have always allotted the palace for visiting dignitaries. It will not be suspicious. We can say they are the pack leaders of a group in North America and they have come to visit Sparta for a few weeks to determine if they want to move there.”
“Started by whom?”

Theron looked at her, “Androcles and Dymas.” He replied. “Then it will not look suspicious if they are seen with Aricia or Andreus. We will limit the number that will know who they really are. Andreus I will need you to choose six Spartans from the Guard to shadow them wherever they go, in civilian attire.” 

Andreus nodded. “Consider it done Holy One.”
“And the others?” Thr’won asked. “How do explain them Theron?”

“One thing at a time Thr’won,” He replied with a smile. “We…”

The co-pilot stepped from the cockpit quickly. “Holy One, we are receiving a low band transmission from this Mountain City. They are requesting to speak with the King by name!”

“Who is it?” Martin’s voice caused them to turn and they saw him standing there, his face emotionless.

“A Daniel Simpson sire.” The man replied. “He said it was rather urgent.”

“Where can I speak with him?” Martin asked.

“The headset beside you sire?” The pilot replied, motioning to the side of the aircraft.

Martin looked at Theron, his eyes unreadable, but his aura projecting suspicion and anger. “We will talk Theron!” He told him, his voice not happy, as he put the headset on. “Raptor Two this is Raptor One. Go!”

Dan’s voice exploded from the speaker over their heads. “Skipper what’s your ETA?”

Martin looked at the Spartan pilot. “How close are we?”

“Nineteen minutes sire.” He answered immediately.

“Two zero Dan. What’s your status?”

“We have most of the city secure!” Dan reported. “I’ve met up with War Master Tareif and we are currently moving to the north east corner. There is a pocket of Alliance troops that have Tarifa and her group pinned down. We discovered how they were getting into the city and closed the holes. They hit us with at least three battalions boss. Julie is sweeping from the west and Tari just joined with Tarifa’s group. Our Coms were being jammed initially, but we’re clear now. We got lots of wounded boss, and I ordered Eden to launch every available Raptor we have for the transport of serious WIAs.”

“Stand by Danny.” Martin spoke. He looked at the co-pilot. “How many can this ship hold?”

“Three hundred sire.” He answered. “If we secure the seats, we can fit four hundred of their wounded with ease.”

Martin turned to Andreus now. “Captain… begin that immediately. Do we have a medic?”

“Yes sire, Kmyla is one of our finest.” Andreus motioned to the dark haired female elf that had come forward at the mention of wounded.
“Prep for wounded Spartan, lots of them.” Martin spoke.   

Kmyla nodded with no hesitation and headed back into the transport barking out orders to the others as they began lifting the webbing seats.

“Danny… we can carry four hundred!” Martin spoke. “Where’s the primary CCP?”


“Northwest platform Skipper.”


Martin nodded. “We’ll land there. I’ll bring my Spartans in from behind the Alliance position.” Martin didn’t see the swell of pride in the chests of the Spartans who had heard his words, but Andreus noticed this, as well as Theron. 

“Marty… that ain’t the biggest problem.” Dan’s voice spoke again. “Eden center informed me they detected thirty-two contacts in high orbit moving away from the planet thirteen hours ago. Everyone was out of contact at the time. They must have used the planet’s mass to mask their approach until they punched it.”


“Raptors?” Martin asked stunned.


“The signatures matched boss.”


“The Alliance didn’t have the avionics to…” Martin stopped and his eyes grew wider. “Yuri!” He gasped.


“Skipper… we’ve also lost contact with Admiral Wallace.” Dan spoke. “They are trying to re-establish contact on another frequency, but no joy so far.”


“Danny… tell me their flight profile isn’t headed for EDEN.” Martin said. 


“Right for EDEN Skipper,” Dan spoke. “And we have no way to warn the Admiral.”
MOON BASE EDEN


“Hello Senator!” Wallace spoke as he walked into the office.

Their attack had started the moment Daniel had rescued Tareif’s sons, and almost immediately it had gone straight to hell. 


Anari hit the engineering sections of EDEN with a hundred and thirty seven elves and humans she had spent the last month and a half training and drilling in secret. They followed her without question, as she had proven to be an exceptional leader. She wasn’t afraid to get “dirty” with her troops, and endured the same training regime as they did. She ate with them almost every night, always playing the part of submissive elf slave, just like the others. When she was finally left along, she and Hetyon spent the evenings together. Always.


In the first sixteen minutes of the attack, fully half her force was killed or seriously wounded. The human Senator had somehow swayed many more of the civilian population over to his side then anyone had first thought. They were waiting for them when the attack began.

If not for the superior training she had given the forces under her, they would have lost in that first hour. 

Admiral Wallace had taken the rest of their paramilitary force and attacked the control center. This had been an easier battle, as many of the technicians and senior officers still on the station were loyal to Wallace. Even so the Admiral had still lost nearly a third of his forces due to the confined fighting space. If not for the elves in both groups, with their superior speed and strength, the battle for EDEN would have ended much differently. 
Wallace stepped into the room now, glaring at Richard Graham as he cowered behind the office chair. His eyes cut over to the corner of the room where a half clothed female elf was huddling. Graham had clearly been in the process of raping her, and this sent Wallace’s wolf blood to roaring.
Admiral William Wallace III was born to Elizabeth Wallace in the year 1055. He was turned by a Second Generation non Pureblood when he was only eleven years old. The Shifter that turned him had been seriously wounded in a battle with bandits, and set upon the boy as a means of food. Upon seeing the determination and will of the child within his jaws, the old Shifter couldn’t bring himself to kill the child. They ended up nursing each other back to health, and Wallace returned to Sparta with the old man. There he was adopted by a childless family and raised as a Spartan. His determination and will earned hi respect and honor among the Spartans, and when word reached Sparta that the bloodline of Leonidas had continued with the birth of Martin Leonidas, he used his position within the military of the United States to help The Guardian of the Line in his plan to safeguard the child.
Wallace had seen many horrors in his nearly fifteen hundred years of life, murders, rapes, even genocides. He had killed more times than he cared to remember, loved only two women in his life, and in all his years had never experienced the depravity of the man who cowered before him. He saw Anisa move to the female elf out of the corner of his eye.

Anisa.

This female elf was most precious possession in his life right now. An elf of Asian features, stunningly beautiful as Dymas had intended all elves to be. She had been his constant companion for the last six months, strong willed, extremely intelligent and completely in love with him. William had known two women in his life that he had truly loved, and what he felt for this petite female elf surpassed what he had felt for both his previous lovers combined. Anisa was the only one he had chosen to turn, and only after she discovered what he really was and cradled him in her arms without fear or revulsion. Three weeks after discovering what he was Anisa asked him to change her, and he had done so without hesitation.

“Please… don’t kill me!” Graham pleaded from the floor of the office.

Wallace brought up the K12 in a blink and leveled it at the man. “Oh no Senator, I have something much better planned for you, by my King’s order.”

Graham looked at him confused. “King?”

Wallace stepped closer, the K12 never wavering. “You do remember a very attractive elf by the name of Tarifa don’t you? You raped and beat her several times before giving her to your bastard son! She’d like to have a word with you. Probably several words if I’m correct. Before she cuts off your withered cock and feeds it to you.”
The internal com on EDEN buzzed and then cleared. 

“Admiral Wallace!” It was the voice of his second in command Colonel Frank Wilson.

William moved to the communications panel on the desk, his aim remaining center of Graham’s head. “Go Frank!”

“Admiral we have a problem!” Wilson reported. “You’d better get up here and fast!”

Wallace cursed under his breath as two elves under his command rushed into the room, armed to the teeth. “Anisa?”

“Go Nya Cundu.” Anisa replied. “I will stay with this child and the others until the medic gets here.” (My Prince)

Wallace looked at the two elves. “Bring that sack of shit to the command center.” He growled.

The two elves grabbed Graham and lifted him between them as they followed Wallace out of the office and up the short flight of stairs into the main Command Center of EDEN. Wallace looked at his XO.

“What’s wrong Frank?”


Wilson turned to look at him, a bandage on his forehead and blood still leaking down the collar of his uniform. 


“Admiral… we can’t raise Eden on the surface.” Frank spoke. “Something is jamming our transmissions from down there. It’s being beamed directly at us.”


“A jammer on the surface?” Wallace asked moving to the console.


“It’s the only thing it could be sir. And that’s not all.” Frank adjusted the controls and brought up a holographic image of the earth and the moon. Wallace saw the thirty-two red dots appear on the large sensor image. “These ships just appeared ten minutes ago.”


Wallace looked at the sensor image, his face frowning, “Raptors?” He spoke looking at Frank.


“Yes sir, on approach to EDEN.”


“Martin?” Wallace asked, though part of him already knew that answer.


Wilson shook his head. “Commander Hunter has been keeping us apprised of his aircraft production unit numbers sir. Surface Eden has only built twenty-one new Raptors. Almost all their capabilities have been in Mark Nine transports of which they’ve built forty-one. We have seven of those on the secondary landing pads. He has thirteen Raptors working the attacks on the elf cities, and eight providing air support and recon. Five are down for maintenance, and the last nine are on standby for follow on missions. This isn’t Commander Hunter.”


“Frank we didn’t provide the Alliance with the avionics package upgrades for the Raptors enabling them for space flight.” Wallace spoke. 


“I know sir. Which means the Alliance got them somehow.” Frank answered. “Or they jury rigged their ships.”


“You don’t jury rig a ship for space flight!” Wallace snapped. “How far out are they?”


“At their current speed, they’ll be setting down in thirty-nine minutes.” Frank spoke.


“Fuck!” Wallace swore. “If you strip a Raptor of everything inside, how many fully armed troops can it hold?”


“Sixty.” Frank answered.


Wallace’s fist slammed into the console. “We can’t fight two thousand fresh troops!” He nearly shouted. “Weapons platforms?”


Wilson shook his head. “When Anari and her team hit the engineering spaces, the first thing Graham’s people did is disable the weapons platforms. It will take at least two hours to realign them and get them operational.”


“Can’t we seal the access ways?”


“It will only slow them down Admiral.” Frank answered. “And we still don’t know how many of the civilian population is with us. Anari is still reporting sporadic fights with armed civilians.”


“I did not lose nearly two hundred people taking back this station to lose it now!” Wallace screamed.


The laughter caused them both to turn and they saw Graham sandwiched between the two elves, his lips in a sadistic snarl as he laughed.

“You haven’t won Admiral!” Graham spoke. “I’m still going to beat you.”


Wallace lifted the K12 and pulled the trigger three times. The rounds punched into Graham’s chest, blowing him backwards out of the grasp of them elves holding him and sending him sprawling over an unoccupied console. “Asshole!” He muttered. He turned back to Frank. “Do what you have to Frank, but burn through that jamming. I need to speak with Martin.”

MOUNTAIN CITY  


Aihola skidded across the small open area and landed next to Tarifa. Automatic weapons fire zinged over her head and slammed into the metal benches that they were pinned down behind.


Tarifa looked at her wide eyed, “Nya Istel that was a crazy stunt! Don’t do it again!” Tarifa screamed at her.


Aihola smiled at her lover and Queen. Both of them were soaked with sweat and grime from nearly four hours of sustained combat. Their fatigues were torn, their bodies dotted with scrapes and bruises and minor cuts. They had started out with forty-four under Tarifa’s command, and while they had battled across almost the entire city, they had only lost three elves to enemy fire. With Aihola and Lynwe leading them, the elves assigned to protect Tarifa had slapped down superior forces all across their drive to this platform. Even then, Aihola felt nothing but pride and love for the elf female looking at her with those sapphire eyes. Tarifa had stood beside her and Lynwe even in the thick of the smoke and fighting, never flinching and always shouting orders. Tarifa’s father was a legendary warrior among elves across the planet, and Tarifa was earning that same reputation with her actions this day.

They turned as Lynwe slid across the floor of the room and slammed hard into the bench they were crouched behind. Her shimmering white hair matched Aihola’s in color now, matted with sweat and dirt. Tarifa looked at her and the memories of their previous night flashed quickly through her mind. Lynwe had indeed changed. Twice she had saved Tarifa’s life, and led three charges against enemy positions. Yet she was not acting reckless or acting in a way that would get her or anyone killed. She had saved the lives of several elves this day, and she fought like she had something to live for. Tarifa was glad, and knew that Aihola was as well. Both of them wanted to share what Lynwe could offer them again.


“Your father is below us!” Lynwe spoke loudly. “He and Daniel Simpson are moving up through the vent shafts on the outer pylons! He is on channel 36!”


Tarifa nodded. “They will come up on the enemy position to the west!” She spoke. “I estimate there are no more than twenty holding us here.”


Aihola nodded. “They have the better position my love. We should wait for your father and Daniel to attack and then rush them from here.”



Tarifa canted her head slightly. “Papa!”


Her father’s voice filled her receiver. “Tarifa! We are almost upon them! Martin Hunter has landed on the northwest platform and is moving in from the opposite side with roughly twenty of what he calls Spartans! We will attack in two minutes!”


“Once you begin your attack, we will rush them from our location! They will be overwhelmed.” Tarifa spoke.


“You have made me proud this day daughter!” Her father spoke.

“We should all be proud papa!” 


Tarifa looked at Aihola. “We will need a long hot bath when this is done Nya Istel.” She spoke.


“Yes I know. You smell almost as bad as me.” Aihola replied with a smile. “A bottle of your mother’s wine would be very nice as well.”


Tarifa laughed and ducked her head lower as she turned to look at Lynwe. “I hope you would see fit to join us Lynwe?”


Lynwe winced as bullets flew over their heads and banged into the steel frame of the wall. “I would like that very much Tarifa.” She replied.


Aihola leaned over Tarifa’s body and looked at her. “So would we Lynwe.” She spoke confidently.


They heard the sound of strange gunfire and their heads turned to the front of them. Screaming filled the air, and all incoming fire in their direction ceased. The weapons fire sound was deeper and much faster, like a mini chain gun.

“Papa!” Tarifa yelled into her implant. “Is that you!”


“No! We are still several meters below your position! It sounds like buzz saws!” Tareif replied. “What weapon makes such a noise?”


“The good kind I assure you War Master.” Martin’s voice filled their coms. “We are clear Tarifa! Bring your forces out slowly while we sweep forward.”


“How… how did he get there before us?” Tareif asked in wonderment.


Tarifa looked at Aihola and she slowly got to her feet, Aihola beside her. Lynwe stood as well, her HK pointed out in front of her, still cautious. Tarifa led her small force forward past the steel benches that had been protecting them until they could see the twenty odd men and women that surrounded Martin. All of them wore strange body armor and long red cloaks, with matte black helmets that covered their heads and cheeks, with a single portion extending down the bridges of the noses, leaving only a small portion of their mouths and eyes to be seen.


Tarifa smiled when she saw him and her HK lowered. “Martin!” She yelled, waving to him with a dazzling smile and breaking into a run.


Aihola and Martin saw him first, Tarifa oblivious to the danger. The lone Alliance officer staggered to his feet, blood pouring from at least a dozen bullet holes in various parts of his body, the automatic pistol very evident in his bloody fist.


“TARIFA!!” Aihola screamed, using her half vampire genes to race forward at blinding speed.

“Tarifa no!” Martin’s scream was just as loud as he broke into a run towards her as well.


Tarifa’s face twisted in confusion, her head turning toward where Martin was looking. She saw the Alliance officer then, and flung her body to the side, bringing her HK up, but far too slowly.


There were four blinding flashes, everything moving in slow motion. Even as Tarifa watched with wide eyes, she knew there was no way she could dodge the bullets. Martin’s weapon was coming up and belching yellow flame as he ran towards her. There was a flash of a shadow and then billowing white hair next to her. Tarifa’s eyes widened as Aihola’s body moved in front of hers and she watched as each single bullet tore into the chest of her lover. Blood erupted from Aihola’s chest, each bullet staggering her back. Tarifa could see Aihola’s eyes as each round punched into her, the pain in those amber eyes like a knife ripping through her gut. Tarifa heard Lynwe scream in rage, saw her father just appearing from around the corner of the benches, his eyes wide, and then Aihola’s body slammed into hers from the concussion of the bullet strikes, sending them both tumbling to the ground. 

Aihola’s body came to rest on top of hers, blood pouring from the wounds in her chest, and leaking from between her lips.


Tarifa could not tear her eyes from Aihola’s face, and the eyes she had come to love so much flickered briefly and she saw Aihola smile.


“I… I… love you… ” The words were spoken softly, yet they thundered in Tarifa’s ears as if they were gunshots.


“NO!” The scream echoed across the platform as thunder rolled across the sky.

Then silence fell.

