CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
MOON BASE EDEN

“How long?” William Wallace snapped.


“Twenty-nine minutes Admiral!” Wilson replied.


“Ideas people! I need ideas!” Wallace bellowed.


“We must evacuate the station!” Anari’s voice echoed over the COM.


Anari squatted in the corridor of the main engineering section. Her fatigues were sweaty and blood stained her shoulder where she had taken a bullet through the meat of her upper arm. The wound was painful but not life threatening and the medic had simply slapped a bandage on it and given her a shot for pain.


The battle to retake EDEN had been more ferocious than any Anari had fought in throughout her hundred and twenty-six years of life. She had watched many under her command fall, and more still that battled by her side, never falling back and always pressing forward. Hetyon had remained with her throughout the fighting, protecting her with the possessiveness of any lover, but not letting her feelings rule her actions.


Anari looked down the corridor at the dozens of seriously wounded she had, as well as the walking wounded. Many of them were looking at her as she spoke into the implant. She was down to less than half her original strength, and from a military standpoint, her unit was now ineffective.


“We can’t do that Anari!” Wallace’s voice filled the station’s COM channel. “We just got control back!”


“Admiral… I am down to less than half my operational strength!” Anari spoke calmly. “I have many wounded… several that are in serious condition and some that will not survive. I can not hold against a superior force such as what is coming Admiral Wallace, you know this.”


“I will not retreat!” Wallace nearly yelled.


“Admiral Wallace… this is not Sparta!” Anari snapped, her anger getting the best of her. 


Frank looked at Wallace in the command center. “Sparta?” He asked. “What the hell is that about Admiral?”


“Anari…” Wallace started.


“Admiral… I have fought beside Martin Hunter as have you.” Anari spoke. “You longer than I. Would he wish us to remain here and die, as well as lose this station? Spartans you both may be… but neither of you are fools.”


Wallace stared at the sensor image of the approaching Raptors. The thought of retreat brought forth a vile taste in his mouth, but he knew the Drow spoke the truth. His King would never forfeit the lives of men and women, especially the injured. They may both be Spartans, and while they would never retreat or surrender if that was the only recourse, he knew their first priority was to their people. It may not have been the Spartan law his people had honored for centuries, but it was the law he had followed for decades. And it was the law his King would follow, as he had proven many times in the past.


“Anari… start moving your people to the secondary landing pads!” Wallace barked out the order. “You know the path?”


“Yes Admiral.”


“Then go.” Wallace turned to Wilson. “Start broadcasting on all internal channels. All civilians that want off this station are to begin moving to the secondary platforms. Advise them if they are armed in any way they will be shot before they exit the air locks. No exceptions.”


“Yes sir.”


“Admiral… the Senator is still alive!” One of the elf security officers said.


Wallace glanced back seeing Graham’s body on the floor; three bullet holes center mass of his chest. He walked over to the man slowly, smelling the blood and urine that washed through the air. Bubbles were pouring from between his lips and Wallace knew he was hard hit, and probably lung shot. “I had orders to bring you back so that Tarifa could have your ass.” William Wallace spoke looking at the dying man. “You ain’t even man enough to live that long.” He looked at the elf security officer “Fuck him. Let him reap what he sowed.” Wallace spat. “Anari… do you have any explosives left?”


There was a pause. “Yes Admiral… roughly six of your anti-personnel mines and three blocks of explosives.”


“Anari, set booby traps on everything that you can!” Wallace ordered. “Leave the mines active to create maximum kill fields, and do it as you pull your people back from the engineering sections. Understood?”


Anari’s reply was filled with savageness, “Perfectly Admiral. We may be leaving the station, but that does not mean we have to just give it to the Alliance.”


Wallace grinned savagely. He liked this Drow, even if she was half vampire. She understood how he thought as a Spartan. “No we do not.” He said. Wallace looked at Wilson. “Frank… how long?”


“Twenty-six minutes sir.”


“Keep trying to burn through the jamming!” Wallace spoke. “I need to speak with Martin. And stand by to initiate a Broken Arrow. They want this station… they’ll earn it with blood.”

MOUNTAIN CITY


“Make no mistake… you may be my kind or not, but one more twitch and I will ventilate your brain cavity!” Dan growled.


His K12 was pressed squarely to Andreus’s temple, his hand unwavering. 


The moment Aihola had fallen into Tarifa’s arms, the smell of her blood filling the air around them, the Spartans with Martin knew what she was. Her blood reeked of vampire genes, and by instinct alone their weapons had come up in defense of their King, who had thrown himself towards the fallen vampire. Danny, Kenny and Julie had brought their own weapons up in response to this movement with equal speed as the Centurions and now, twenty Spartans were staring down the barrels of nearly three dozen HKs held by elves; High elves and Drow alike. Theron stood wide eyed next to Andreus, Thr’won and Aricia on his opposite side. Danny and the others had moved just as fast as the trained Spartans.


“They… they are vampires!” Theron gasped.


“They are my friends!” Martin shouted as he knelt next to Aihola, Tarifa clutching her upper body in her lap rocking back and forth softly, sobbing, the tears falling into Aihola’s dirty cheeks.


My love. Aricia reached out to Martin as she stepped closer, none of the elves stopping her. She stepped slowly around Julie, Martin’s scent all over her, and Julie and Kenny realizing this was the last of their leader’s women.


They are only half vampire Little Wolf. Aricia could hear the pain in his voice. They are the product of Alliance torture and experiments. Not true Vampires. They have all the skills of vampires, Martin turned to look at Aricia, But none of the weaknesses. They can’t turn someone with their bite. They eat normal food, they are warm blooded. They are my friends.

“Lower your weapons.” Aricia spoke out loud, turning to look at her brother.


“Sister!” Andreus hissed. 


“Do it!” Aricia snapped. “They are friends of our King brother.”


“My… My King?” Andreus’s eyes went to where Martin was kneeling next to Aihola, his hands reaching for her face. Every instinct told him to begin shooting and not stop until everyone around their King was down.


“Lower your weapons Spartans!” Martin spoke, his voice carrying to all of them. “We are among friends here!”


Andreus did not hesitate, and his P190 dropped to his side, as did the others. If they could not trust their King, who could they trust. Andreus noticed the looks of astonishment from the gathered elves at Martin’s words to them, and he looked at Daniel.


“Our mission is the same as yours Pureblood. We… we are all Spartans.” He spoke to Dan. “He is our King.”


Danny nodded slowly as he lowered the K12. “And he’s also the closest thing to a brother I have ever had. I won’t let anyone hurt him.”


“You are Daniel Simpson?” Andreus asked.


Danny nodded. “Yeah, so.”


Andreus reached up and slowly removed the matte black helm he wore. “I am Andreus, the King’s Captain.”


Martin knelt next to Aihola, gently taking her head in his hands. Lynwe and Tari were huddled on the ground next to Tarifa, Lynwe’s eyes flooded with tears, the liquid streaking the dust on her face as she gripped Tari’s arms. Tari had taken two superficial wounds in the shoulder and lower neck, but his uniform was still soaked in blood as they had bled quite badly.


Aihola’s chest was saturated with dark red blood, the four holes evident even through the dark uniform she wore. Two of them had punched into her chest just above her left nipple. Two more had torn into her abdomen. Bright red blood stained her cheeks and lips and Martin knew she had taken at least one bullet through the lungs. The medic looked at him and slowly shook her head. Tarifa cradled her in her arms, too shocked to do anything other than weep as she squeezed Aihola, hoping that her arms alone would keep her lover alive.


“Aihola open your eyes.” Martin spoke softly, brushing her blood stained white hair from her cheeks.


Her amber eyes fluttered open and Martin could see the pain in them. “It… it hurts.” She gasped, blood leaking from her lips. Tarifa reached forward quickly, wiping the stains away from her lips.


Martin nodded slowly. “Yes Little One it does.” He spoke. “Remember what you told me Aihola, before you left Eden.”


Aihola squeezed her eyes shut in agony, the pain lancing through her, shaking her head. “My… my love?”


“I’m here Nya Istel!” Tarifa sobbed. “I have you.”


“I’m… I’m sorry my love.” Another wave of pain wracked Aihola’s body and she groaned loudly. “I… I wanted… wanted to grow… old with you.”


Tarifa clutched her chest. “Don’t leave me please Nya Istel! I… I have just discovered you! Please… please don’t leave me. Not… not like this.”


“Are… are you hurt?”


“You saved me Aihola.” Tarifa spoke.


A bloody smile split her lips and Aihola nodded, “As… as it should be.” She croaked out.


“Aihola!” Martin snapped, drawing her amber eyes back to him. “I’m going to bend over Aihola. You know what you need to do.”


Theron stepped forward a sinking feeling in his gut at what his King was suggesting. How could he be willing to do this? To allow her to…


Aihola shook her head. “No.” Aihola gasped out, her breathing becoming more ragged and labored now. “It… it is wrong.”


Her words struck Theron. A vampire saying it was wrong? Who were these people?


“Who am I Aihola?” Martin asked her.


“You… you are… you are the High King.” She wheezed. “My… my King.”


“Blood will heal your wounds Aihola.” Martin told her, feeling the others look at him their eyes wide when he said that. “You told me this.”


Aihola shook her head again, more vigorously this time. “It… it is vile!” Blood splattered Tarifa’s fatigues as she spoke.


“Martin…” Tari spoke, his eyes moist. “Many of us… we have sworn never to do this, even if it saves our lives.”


This drew attention from all of the Spartans, and their eyes grew a little bit wider as they looked at Tari. Aricia drew closer to Martin, kneeling down next to him, her hand going to his shoulder.


Martin nodded and looked back to Aihola. “I know that Little One. I need you to do this.” He told her. “You have too.”


“Wrong.” Aihola sputtered, shaking her head.


Martin gripped her face, heedless of her blood spilling over his hands. “You know what I am Aihola.” He spoke. “You know what we have begun here… and in Eden. I need it to continue. You are part of that. A very important part, just as Tarifa is. She needs your strength, your love. You are stronger when you are together.”


“It… it is wrong my King.” She said, gripping Tarifa’s hands tightly as another wave of pain ripped through her.


“There are times female Drow… when what is wrong… is ultimately the right choice.” Aricia spoke softly.


Aihola’s pain filled eyes looked at Aricia. “You… you are…”


Aricia nodded. “I am.” Aricia answered the question before Aihola could finish. “If you are a friend of my King… then you are a friend to me as well. You are not destined to die here this day she elf. Your King is attempting to make you see this. Listen to him.”


Aihola heaved in a breath. “I… I do not want… want to die.”


Martin lowered his head, his own eyes moist. “If… if we are to succeed… I need… I need the elves ready, all elves Aihola, including the Drow.”


“Tar… Tari…” Aihola began.


Martin’s head came back up and he glared at her. “Damn it Aihola, Tari is not their Queen!” He shouted. “You are!”


This pronouncement caused Tari and the other Drow in the area to look at Martin in stunned shock. Only Lynwe kept her eyes focused on Aihola, a smile spreading across her features.


Aihola shook her head. “No…”


“Martin…” Tari spoke moving closer. “There… there hasn’t been a Drow Queen since just before the Alliance wiped out our people. She was killed in a raid by the Alliance six months before they destroyed our last village. That is why many of us turned to becoming mercenaries; those that weren’t taken by the Alliance for their experiments like our parents.”


Martin didn’t take his eyes from Aihola’s face. “Your mother was Queen Tari.” He spoke, staring into Aihola’s amber eyes. “She didn’t die as you believe. She went into hiding and only returned during the last attacks to die fighting with your father. They were both captured in the end. She gave birth to you while a prisoner of the Alliance as part of their experiments.”


“The vampire witch turned our father into a vampire!” Tari yelled.


Martin nodded. “Yes she did. And they allowed him to rape your mother. And you were born first Tari. Exactly one minute before Aihola. But your mother was the Drow Queen.”


“That… that can’t be,” Tari spoke stunned. He moved forward slowly, his own amber eyes going from Aihola to Martin. “They… they told us we were born a year apart.”


“But it is true.” Walter’s voice broke into the silence. “And who would you believe more Tari… the Alliance butchers or the voice of your High King?” 


Many heads turned at the sound of his voice as he walked up the path. Theron’s eyes went wide when he saw him, “Dymas!” He gasped, starting forward.


Walter held up his hand stopping him as he leaned over Martin’s shoulder, his hand coming to rest on Aricia’s shoulder. His uniform was covered in blood, and he had several slashes from what appeared to be a knife of some sort on his chest and arms. He winced when he saw Aihola’s bloody face and her wounds.


“Do you trust your High King Aihola?” Walter asked her softly.


Aihola met Martin’s eyes and nodded her head. “He… he is my… my King Holy One”


“Do you trust me child?” Walter asked, bending over to take her hand.


“You… you are… you are the Holy One.” Aihola gasped, blood spilling over her lips again.


“Then trust us now.” Walter spoke. “Martin is telling you the truth Aihola. It is I who told him this, for I was there when the Drow prisoners were revealed. And only you and Tari now know our secret. You are Queen of the Drow, and as your brother, Tari is their military commander.”


Martin squeezed Aihola’s head gently. “Now do you see?” He asked her. “The elves will need their Queens if we are to win this fight we have started today.”


“I… not from you,” Aihola gasped, “I will not… take blood… not… not from my King.”


Tarifa leaned her tear streaked face close to Aihola’s; placing her cheek to Aihola’s heedless of the blood that stained her skin. “Then mine Nya Istel.” She spoke softly without any hesitation. “Take it from someone who loves you more than her own life. I need you Nya Istel. I could not bear to lose you now.”


“My… my love…no…” Aihola’s eyes closed as she felt Tarifa’s skin against hers.


Tareif pushed closer from where he squatted, drawing the High Elf knife from his belt as he settled next to his daughter. He held it out to Tarifa as he met Aihola’s eyes. “You told me once, not so long ago Aihola of the Family Anatyla. You told me my King had given us orders. He has done so again child, this time to you.”


Tarifa didn’t hesitate and used the knife to cut a deep slice into her forearm. Blood immediately began to seep quickly from the wound and she held it out in front of Aihola. “Take it Nya Istel.” She spoke. “If you love me Aihola… take it.” 


Aihola’s eyes met Martin and she saw him nod slowly. She reached up with bloody quivering hands and took Tarifa’s forearm without resistance and opened her mouth slowly. Her vampire teeth were fully extended and she bit down over the wound Tarifa had cut into her flesh and began to feed.


Tarifa hissed softly, feeling the pain of Aihola’s teeth, but also the unbelievable pleasure that surged through her veins, causing her body to become hot and sweat to break out on her skin. She closed her eyes and pulled Aihola’s head tightly to her body, letting the sensations course through her.


Aihola’s eyes opened wide as pain wracked her body once more, but this was the pain of healing. She could feel the wounds repairing themselves within her body, the torn flesh knitting back together, and the two broken ribs where the bullet had punched into her upper abdomen. The bullets were being rejected, pushed back out of her body, until they squeezed from the very holes they had entered and the flesh sealed behind them as they fell to the ground. Aihola had drunk blood only three other times in her life and it had been the most disgusting thing she had ever done. The blood tasted like rotting flesh smelled, vile and putrid. As the pain coursed through her from her healing wounds, she began to feel the pleasure seething through her as well. Tarifa’s blood tasted so sweet and delicious, just like her skin and her juices. It was like the finest wine she had ever sipped, and she pulled her arm closer, relishing in the taste and the sweet pleasures that were shooting through her ravaged body. Tarifa did not deny her, she would never deny her, and she pulled Aihola’s body closer, holding her even tighter, her free arm wrapping around Aihola’s head and stroking her hair as pain and pleasure joined them as one.


Martin watched as Aihola finally loosened her grip on Tarifa’s arm, her teeth retreating from her soft skin. The puncture holes in Tarifa’s arm sealed almost immediately, and Aihola relaxed in the arms of her lover. She coughed once, a deep heaving cough, and then rolled over to vomit on the ground. Tarifa didn’t flinch and she ripped off her fatigue top and pulled Aihola’s head up to wipe her lips clean of the blood and vomit. She was exhausted from the loss of blood and slumped against Tarifa, totally spent.


Martin slid his arms under her body and lifted her easily into his arms, her amber eyes coming to meet his as Tareif helped his daughter to her feet. “Tari take your sister to the transport. The battle is over for both of you today.” He let Tari take her from him and he looked at Tareif just when he heard the static in his implant.


“Eden Center to Raptor One! We’ve burned through the jamming and are receiving an urgent Priority Alpha message from Admiral Wallace!” The voice echoed.


Martin got to his feet. “Patch it through now!” He barked.


“Admiral I got Commander Hunter!” Wilson barked.


Wallace stepped to the panel. “Martin?”


“Admiral, what is your status?” Martin’s voice filled the command center.



“Martin we have sixteen minutes until thirty-two Raptors land and begin unloading Alliance troops!” Wallace reported. “We have retaken the Station, but took heavy losses in the process. We’re down to under a hundred effective fighters, with at least two thousand Alliance troops closing on us. I’m pulling all non-essential personnel out and sending them to you. Do you copy?”


Martin spun around and looked at Dan who had heard the transmission as well. “That’s it.” He spoke, his eyes wide. “The war between the elves was never her intent. That was only a means to an end. This entire time her whole objective was to seize control of EDEN.”


“That’s how they got the avionics to upgrade the Raptors.” Dan said. “She must have had that information all these years.”


“Admiral… Broken Arrow!” Martin barked without hesitation. “I say again Broken Arrow.”


“Martin… I can hide in unused areas and…”


“Damn it man! I will not lose you or anyone else to that bitch. Broken Arrow!” Martin snapped. “Launch in the Mark Nine’s and trail along the surface until you clear the Mare Basin. Once the Raptors are down shoot straight for the gap! By the time they realize you have gotten off the station it will be too late. They won’t have the fuel to chase you.”


“Sire…”


“I am giving you an order Spartan! As your King! You… you will initiate a Broken Arrow! You are too important to throw your life away! There will be another time Admiral! I give you my word! We can retake the station at a later time! If you do not follow that order, I will personally fly a Raptor up there and I will fucking shoot you myself! Is that unclear in any way Admiral?”


There was a pause on the COM before Martin heard his voice. “I understand sire. I will initiate a full status Broken Arrow.”


“Admiral…”


“No My Lord… you are correct. Anari told me the same thing, and your voice has only confirmed that for me. My apologies! Our people come first! I will initiate a Full Status Broken Arrow in ten seconds.” Wallace’s voice spoke calmly, firmness returning to his words. “I will see you at the escape coordinates sire. We will have many wounded.”


“We’ll be waiting Admiral.”

MOON BASE EDEN


Wilson looked at Wallace for a long moment. “Admiral… what was all that about? You called Commander Hunter a King.”


Wallace looked at him. “Yes I did. Do you believe in fate Frank?”


“Yes sir I do.”


Wallace nodded. “Fate has just granted us a lease on life my friend.” He spoke. “Initiate a Full Status Broken Arrow. We have twelve minutes to purge the data bases. Set the destruct charges on all computers once they are purged. No one is to remain behind Frank.” Wallace turned to the door. “Anari… do you copy?”


“Yes Admiral.”


“We were able to burn through the interference and contact Martin on the surface. I have initiated a Broken Arrow emergency throughout the station. You are closest to the engineering sections. Disregard my previous instructions and set all your remaining explosives on the power generators and the core. Do you copy?”


“Understood Admiral.” Anari spoke, “And the civilians?”


“If they are not already part of our group… then they can reap the rewards for not siding with us when the Alliance gets here. Anyone who is not physically identified by a member of the resistance is to be shot on sight if they are not already in the secondary bay. Pass the word along.”


“Yes sir.”


“Anari you have twelve minutes to set the explosives and reach the secondary platforms. Do not make me come looking for you she elf.” Wallace spoke.


“Trust me Admiral… you won’t have too.”


“Anisa?” Wallace spoke.


“I am here Nya Cundu.” Her voice answered almost immediately. Wallace smiled at the tone of her voice and the way it filled him.


“Anisa… I need you to help Paul pull all the wounded to the secondary pads.” William said. “I will send a security team to the infirmary to assist you, but you must pull all our people out of there now.”


“I understand.” Anisa replied. “William…”


“Have no worries Anisa… I have no intention of leaving you for at least the next eight or nine centuries.” Wallace spoke with a smile.


Anisa’s musical voice chuckled. “And here I was hoping for just a few decades.” She answered, “Though I much prefer your idea. I will see you soon Nya Cundu.”


Wallace turned to Frank, seeing the look on his face. “Admiral… is there something going on that I need to know about?” 

“Frank old friend… I believe it is time I shared some history with you, but right now let’s get off this station shall we. I’ll get the encoded computer relay chips, you set the timers. We are out of here in seven minutes Frank.”


“Suits the shit out of me,” Wilson spoke.

MOUNTAIN CITY


“It has been a long time my friend.” Theron spoke as he embraced Walter near the edge of the platform.


“Far too long old friend.” Walter said with a smile and equal feeling. “I was wondering when I could expect you. Once I realized that somehow they had touched Aricia I knew you would discover it soon enough.”


“Why have you not contacted us sooner Dymas?” Theron asked as the female elf in Spartan uniform came up to them slowly. “Dymas this is Thr’won. She is the Chief Mage of Sparta.”


Walter looked at Thr’won and saw her smile shyly. “I… I always hoped that some of my elves would make their way to Sparta.” He said.


“There are nearly five thousand of us in Sparta Holy One.” Thr’won spoke still somewhat in awe. She had only heard of the Guardian of the Line, and read about him in the scrolls.


Walter chuckled softly. “Please my name is Dymas… or Walter as I go by now.” He told her, taking her hand and drawing her closer to them. “How old are you Thr’won?”


“My mate turned me when I was only twenty-five Dymas.” Thr’won replied. “I was quite young and foolish at the time. My family and I were captured by the Alliance slavers and sent to Europe. I was able to escape once we arrived, and foolishly thought I could rescue my mother and sisters. I was wounded terribly, and left in the wild to die as punishment. My mate discovered me and turned me. It was quite the frightening experience Holy One.”


“I imagine it was, yet you remained and are this Alpha’s mate?” Walter spoke. 

“He nursed me back to health, never leaving my side. And he was… he was very handsome. He claimed me under the Centennial of the moon, and I have not looked back since.” Thr’won spoke.

“That is indeed impressive. And you have taken the position of Chief Mage… even more so for a non Pureblood.” Walter spoke.


Theron smiled. “She is a powerful telepath Dymas, one of our strongest. It was Thr’won that discovered what was buried in your niece’s mind.”


Walter turned and saw Martin squatting with Andreus and Tareif, Danny and the others close around them. The beautiful young woman knelt very close to Martin as they all looked at the image on the data pad. “She looks like my sister.”


Theron’s face changed. “Dymas… forgive me, my heart mourns for Androcles.”


Walter looked at him. “Our King gave him a beautiful death, and that is all any Spartan desires.”


“Dymas… he…” Theron began.


“Yes I know old friend. He is the image of Leonidas himself, with the same aura and power.” Walter spoke. “I was overwhelmed myself when he first returned to earth after the comet. Have you met his queens, Anja and Dysea?”


Thr’won nodded. “Oh yes. They had just finished killing three elf vampires, and frightened the fourth so much he chose to run and die under the shield of a Shi Viska rather then face them.”


Walter grinned. “Yes… that does sound like them.” He shook his head. “They are the two most powerful non Purebloods I have ever felt, and both of them have been turned less than a month.”


“They are true Alpha females.” Thr’won spoke.


“Yes they are. And so much more than I believe even we understand, as is the King.” Walter spoke. He looked at Theron. “My wife? My parents?”


“They are well.” Theron answered quickly. “I visited your mother and father before we departed. They will greet us when we return to claim Androcles’ body. And Dia… well she was beside herself with joy, and it took all I knew to convince her not to sing to the moon in relief. It would have attracted too much attention.”


Walter met his eyes. “Things have not changed I take it?”


Theron shook his head. “They have grown worse if anything.” He answered. “That is why we must keep the King’s existence secret for the first few weeks he and our Queens are in Sparta. They need time to study and train and adjust.”


“That will be very difficult old friend.” Walter spoke. “You have seen him in action. He is so much like Leonidas it scares me. He follows his heart first, his mind second. And blocking his aura… well that will be a chore all by itself. He has never had to shield it before, and while he is getting better… I fear the few things I have been able to pass to him are not enough.”


“So I’ve noticed, however between you and I, we should be able to teach him enough to mask it to the point he only appears as a strong Alpha.” Theron replied, “I take it the Drow half vampires are part of what his heart tells him to do?”


Walter nodded. “They are no threat to us Theron. If anything they are perhaps our strongest ally now. Every one of them was subjected to hideous experiments on the orders of the High Priestess Yuri. Aihola… the one our King saved earlier… she figured out who he was long before anyone else. They are close friends, and her brother and the others have been fighting beside the men and women of Eden for months now. It was they who gave us the information on the vampires we have faced the last two days, and the way to detect them. He will protect them Theron, at all costs.”


“And so shall we.” Theron spoke.


Walter looked at him quickly. “The Queens… I forgot to ask! They are protected?”


“Rest easy Holy One, two Spartans apiece guard them,” Thr’won answered quickly. “If I’m not mistaken I believe they are already on their way back to this city Eden.”


Walter nodded, “And Aricia?”


“Two Spartans as well,” Theron replied. “However that might become an issue.”


Walter shook his head. “She is the third Queen old friend; there is no issue with that.”


“Unfortunately there is.” Theron replied. “Your sister and brother-in-laws’ oldest boy Atropos, he was convicted of raping a young female wolf who denied him attention. He was banished and your sister’s family dishonored. It was all I could do to keep Andreus and your other nephews within the ranks of the Spartans.”


Walter looked at him wide eyed. “Atropos! Impossible! A finer example of a Spartan I have never seen.”


“The evidence was quite compelling Dymas, and Atropos provided a confession.” Theron spoke. “You must have sensed some of it after touching Aricia as you did.”


“The connection was only fleeting before they threw up powerful barriers to block me, but I did sense something odd.” He answered. “Then our laws will not permit her to be Queen.”


“No.” Theron spoke. “And judging by what I have seen so far, that will not sit well with either Martin or his two other Queens.”


“No it won’t old friend. No it won’t.” Walter spoke. “Is there nothing we can do?”


“We can work on that when we return to Sparta. How many does he have with him?” Theron asked.


“Only nineteen of his original unit still lives.” Walter answered. “The Alliance killed the remaining members in an attack just after they arrived on earth. Daniel has turned who he has chosen for a mate. She is a Wood elf with red hair and blue eyes. Young in age but she is strong willed and will give him strong children as they grow together.”


“He is the Pureblood that held the weapon to Andreus’s head?” Thr’won questioned.


Walter nodded. “They know the pull of the pack, and Daniel and Julie have been with him since they were two years old. They are beyond loyal, and no doubt Daniel thought Andreus was going to harm their friends. It is the reason why they began turning those in their unit when things began to go array with the genomes I created.”


Thr’won nodded. “He is quite strong, as is this female Julie. She is the second Spartan child with him I assume?” She spoke.


Walter nodded, “Since they were two. They arrived six months after Martin’s father released him to my care. They have grown up together, always thinking they were something other than what they are. It has made them very close.”


“And his parents never inquired of him?” Theron asked.


Walter shook his head. “I never heard from them again.”


“Why?” Thr’won asked curious. This was new information to he and she found it fascinating. She looked embarrassed quickly and lowered her head. “Forgive me.”


“Thr’won I have told you before to stop doing that.” Theron spoke. “As Chief Mage you are equal to even the Senate members. Though even many of them do not know what we will tell you now.”


Thr’won looked even more curious. “I will guard this information with my life.” She said.


“The parents of the descendants of Leonidas have appeared throughout the centuries. Tests were always done to confirm this, and then the child, whether boy or girl was put in Dymas’s charge. The parents were never heard from again.” Theron explained.


“They simply vanished.” Walter continued, “As if they never existed. I tried to find the parents of three children when their lives were lost for one reason or the other, but I never could find them. I stopped trying after a few centuries.”


“The other twenty-two descendants were all killed.” Thr’won spoke. “This did not bring them forward to question how?”


Walter shook his head. “Sixteen of them were killed after they had come of age. They were murdered by vampire assassins or their henchmen. The remaining eight died of natural causes in the course of their lives, all accidents. My position at the time Martin was brought to me put him in a position of protection nearly from the start.”


“The Genome Program?” Thr’won asked.


Walter nodded. “I had just begun it. When one of the first test children died suddenly I used the opportunity to replace him with Martin. Six months later I was able to replace two others with Daniel and Julie. They have been together ever since. And of the twenty-two I have raised and protected; only Martin bears the likeness and power of Leonidas.”   


Theron shook his head slowly. “He has felt the pull of the wolf for all these years and did not know what it was. That is incredible. How long has he been shifting?”


“I believe he discovered it when he was still a boy. He hid it from everyone but Daniel and Julie. Of course… they could Shift as well… and it began there. Theron… they have learned more outside the confines of Sparta then anything I could have imagined. They taught themselves by watching a wolf pack that lived near the facility they were staying in. Everything that our Spartans are taught as children during the Agoge they learned in the wild, without the constraints we apply to young ones. They are wilder, more restless, and infinitely more cunning. There were times when I could see them… I could see them running in the forests. His size… his size as a wolf… it matches Leonidas in every way Theron. When I first saw him slipping through the trees I could barely breathe.”


 “I caught glimpses of this as well within Aricia’s mind.” Theron replied. “Will he return to Sparta with us?”


Walter nodded, “Without question. He has many questions that he knows only Sparta and his people have the answers too. I believe he looks forward to it. But he will finish what he has begun here first. At the very least he will insure the elves are protected from the Alliance while he is gone.”


“How will he do this?”


Walter shook his head. “That I have no idea. There are only three people walking this planet that have free access to what resides in his thoughts. And I sincerely doubt they will reveal that to anyone. And to be honest… I don’t know if I want to see what’s in there anymore. Something tells me it would not be a pleasant experience.”


“Then we will help as much as we are able until he deems it time to return home.” Theron spoke.


“The city is secure for the most part.” Tareif told them, pointing to the holo image. “I have Dragoons returning through every level and checking every building. They will turn over every crate and check every door until they are sure no more Alliance troops remain.”


“What about the Alliance agents?” Martin asked.


“We were able to kill seven.” Tareif replied. “The Holy One chased down two of them himself. The last one escaped… but we know who he was, and he will never show his face within this city again.”


“Telan?” Martin asked.


Tareif shook his head. “The scum escaped as well. His father is proclaiming him a rogue and denouncing him to the heavens for his actions so that he does not lose face. The Council members that supported him have also escaped, though I doubt they will last long.”


Martin swore under his breath. “They had far more troops here than we thought.” He said. “It was no different than in the Wood Elf capital. Tareif I suggest you have your Dragoons across all the High Elf cities begin extensive security sweeps.”


“That will not go over well with the Elders of any city my King.” Tareif spoke.


“I don’t give a rat fuck.” Martin snapped. “Tell them I ordered it. Hell I got plenty of enemies already, a few more won’t matter.”


“The word spreads rapidly that you exist.” Tareif spoke with a grin. “It will not make the politicians happy.”


“Fuck’em if they can’t take a joke!” Martin said with a smile. “I’m more concerned with the people than the politicians. As far as I’m concerned all politicians can go right straight to hell.”


This brought chuckles even from Andreus and the Spartans that surrounded Martin. They would not leave his side for any reason, and no matter where he went, there were at least three Spartans within arm’s reach of him and Aricia.


“May I quote you on that my King?” Tareif asked.


Martin grinned. “Will it accomplish anything?”


“More than you might think.”


“Then quote me.” Martin spoke. “Aihola and Tarifa will remain in Eden for the time being. At least until we know Mountain City is completely safe. Danny I want you to take Kenny and Julie and five Raptors from Eden and move to the emergency point we established with the Admiral. They should be arriving in ten hours, so get some rest first. Verify they are friendly and then guide them directly to Eden though the western approach.”


“And if they ain’t friendly Skipper?” Dan asked.


Martin met his gaze. “Shoot them down.”


Dan nodded. “Will do Skipper. War Master… you got someplace that we can catch some shuteye. Our pilots will need the most rest.”


Tareif nodded. “Cantel… take them to the safe house in the Market District.” He replied. “It is well stocked and out of the way. I will have some of my Dragoons link up with your ground crews to assist them.” Tareif looked at Martin. “If… if that meets with your approval my King?”


Martin nodded. “We need to start working together… so that’s the best place to begin. Tareif… the Dragoons and High Elf military is now completely under your overall command.”


Tareif’s eyes went wide. “Sire… there are many senior Commanders… they will…”


“They will follow my orders, which means your orders or I will have them removed.” Martin told him. “Until we determine who we can trust and who we can’t… I’m going with the people I know and trust. If I bruise a few egos in the process… piss on them, they’ll get over it.”


Tareif chuckled. “You do so have a way with words sire.” He said.


“Where you headed Skipper?” Dan asked.


“I’m heading back to Eden. I got a hunch about something, and I want to test it. Eden is the best place to do that.” Martin said. “We will maintain an open command channel and I want everyone on the com. We’ve taken down the jammers, so the implants should work. KISS.”


Danny, Julie and Kenny nodded with a smile. “KISS.” They spoke together.


Tareif looked at him. “Sire… what is this KISS?”


Martin grinned. “Keep It Simple Stupid.”

MOON BASE EDEN


Marcus entered the Command Center, his anger already at a boiling point. They had seen the hundreds of flashes from inside the station as they were descending onto the landing pads, and upon entering EDEN his fears were confirmed. As his two thousand troops spread out throughout the station with the maps given to them by Yuri, they were discovering just what all the flashes of light meant.


EDEN’s Command Center was operating on emergency battery power for the lights, while everything else was offline. The corridors had been dark except for the emergency lights, the heads of many men and women poking out of the doors. The glass double doors into the command center were shattered and jammed open. Every computer console was destroyed completely, nothing left but circuit boards and sparking and smoking wires. The computer drives along the wall were all destroyed as if explosive charges had gone off inside the machines, rupturing outward


Marcus turned to the human vampire Captain that was his second in command on this mission as the man came up to him. “What is your status Captain?” He asked.


“Main power is offline, and if what the engineering chief is telling me is accurate, we won’t be able to restore power for at least a week, and that will only be auxiliary power Colonel.” The man spoke.


“What happen here?” Marcus asked.


“It appears they activated some sort of failsafe.” The Captain answered. “Every computer, every data storage unit, and every hard drive had a small explosive charge in it. When activated, it destroyed everything we could use. And I do mean everything. We would need to bring up new computers from the surface to even begin to try and attempt to restore function. Not that it would matter anyway. Main power is gone.”


“What do you mean gone. The President said this station had a Class Five nuclear reactor powering it.” Marcus spoke.


“It did.” The man replied. “When the self destruct was activated the reactor core was purged and jettisoned into space. The power surge fried all the circuits for nine sections around engineering. All the wiring needs to be replaced, and then we would need to find a compatible reactor.”


“Nothing works?” Marcus asked.


“If we can get auxiliary power restored, we can power life support and minor systems.” The Captain told him. “But until we get a new reactor core and replace the damaged wiring and computers, that’s about all we will have. No production facilities, no weapons and…”


“And no fucking defenses!” Marcus spoke the rage in his voice evident. “Do we have communications?”


“We have short range coms only, here in the station. I have a tech working on the long range transmitter and receiver right now. He says he can get it fixed, but he needs eight hours to do that.” The Captain explained.


“Disperse the men into teams of four and have them sweep the station completely, to include the secondary pads where Wallace and the others escaped from.” Marcus spoke. “Be alert for traps and surprises they might have left.”


“The engineering chief says there are quite a few bodies down there, looks like they were fighting just before we showed up.” The Captain said, “Weapons scoring all over the corridors, brass on the floors.”


Marcus nodded. “Apparently Graham’s reign finally came to an end.” He spoke coldly.


“Colonel! Captain! You’d better see this.” The voice yelled at them from across the center.


They moved through the destroyed computers and data storage units until they reached the top of the small flight of stairs. Lying at the bottom of the stairs was Richard Graham. Marcus chuckled and moved down the stairs to stand above him.


“Well Senator… I’m impressed that you survived.” Marcus spoke.


“Help… help me.” Graham croaked out, blood leaking from his mouth, and soaking his chest.


“Help you? Now why would I want to do that?”


“Use… use to you.” Graham said.


“A use to me?” Marcus smiled viciously. “I sincerely doubt that Senator.”


“Please… please… help me.”


“And what do you offer me for a chance at immortality.” Marcus asked.


Graham’s eyes looked confused. “Immortality?”


“Why yes Senator Immortality.” Marcus spoke. “That is something that interests you isn’t it?”


“What… what are you?” Graham asked.


Marcus’s amber eyes glowed in the dim light and he smiled, exposing his vampire fangs.

Graham’s eyes went wide. “What am I Senator? I am your future!”


With lightning like speed, Marcus lowered his head and sank his fangs into Graham’s neck, and then he began to feed. Graham screamed for only a few seconds from the intense pain, but then Marcus dug his fangs in deeper and his eyes fluttered and closed. It took only a few moments for Marcus to drain Graham of his remaining blood, and when he pulled back his lips and lower jaw were slick with red. He stood up slowly before turning to look at the Captain. He watched the man hold out the cloth and he smiled as he took it and wiped his lips and jaw.


“There are civilians on this station.” Marcus spoke. “Round them up and confine them to one section. Our troops will need food Captain. Any elves among them?”


“There doesn’t appear to be no.” The Captain replied, his tone one of disappointment. 


“A pity, they make such pleasant toys, and we could feed on them for days before they died or turned.” Marcus spoke.




The Captain looked at Graham’s body. “Keep him or incinerate him?”


“He could prove useful as the President has said.” Marcus spoke. “Remove him to the infirmary. It will be several hours before the change is complete and he wakes up to an entirely different world. I need to contact the President from my Raptor it appears. Keep me informed of the status of repairs, and when the long range transmitter is fixed.”


“Yes sir.”

NEW MIAMI


“…It is interesting that I did not know of this.” Yuri spoke from her office in New Miami. “I was on that station for two years and never heard of such a fail safe system. It seems Martin was much better at keeping secrets than I first thought.”


Marcus nodded in the video of the monitor. The picture was fuzzy due to the distance, but his voice was clear. “Whatever it did… it has wreaked havoc with the entire station. The reactor core was jettisoned into space, and when we repair the power core, it will only provide auxiliary power.”


“How long Marcus?” Yuri asked, her anger starting to seethe.


“The Chief Engineer here states he can have the auxiliary power fully restored in three months… perhaps four. It depends on how fast we can get replacement computers that are compatible with the systems here.” Marcus answered. “Getting main power back on line is another issue. We need a nuclear reactor Mistress. I believe the one powering EDEN was a Class Five.”


Yuri’s face crinkled. “That will be extremely difficult.” She replied. “Most of the nuclear reactors we have are only Class Two. After the comet passed anything larger than a Class Two reactor was destroyed or scrapped for pieces. It was one of the many ignorant things that the government got passed during their short reign.”


“Could we not use two or three of our Class Two reactors?” Marcus asked.


“And risk the entire Alliance discovering what we have?” Yuri spoke. “No! I will not allow my brother to gloat and harass me!”


“Without the reactor Mistress, this station’s weapons and defenses will not be operational.” Marcus spoke.


“I know that you fool!” She snapped, rising to her feet. “We will just have to find another one! There must be a Class Five somewhere on this infernal planet.” She moved to the balcony over looking the ocean. “Hunter stopped our attempt to start a war between the High Elves and the Wood Elves. All of our personnel were butchered. The Wood Elf capital was emptied within six hours of our defeat, and reports indicate all the major Wood Elf cities are now deserted as well. They have fled to Eden.”


“Tarifa?” Marcus asked.


Yuri looked back at the monitor. “Your obsession with that elf bitch annoys me Marcus.” She spat. “Perhaps next time you will pay more attention to where you are putting your cock. It took my surgeons seven hours to reattach your toy, do not forget that.”


“I serve you Mistress.” Marcus spoke.


“Telan is demanding that we protect him, his father demands we protect him.” Yuri spoke. 


“Why not simply kill them Mistress?” 


“If we do, then no elf will help us. And they might still be of use.” Yuri replied. “Continue with your repairs Marcus. What of Graham?”


“He… he has joined us.” Marcus answered. “I did not give him a choice.”


“Good. When he recovers enough send him here. I can put his new skills to use. He is just the twisted kind of man I need for a certain position.” Yuri said.


“As you order Mistress,” Marcus spoke.


“Transmit a list of everything you need and I will insure you get it.” Yuri told him. “Contact me daily with reports. I will attempt to contact Hunter in the next day or so.”

“Contact Hunter Mistress, what purpose does that serve?” He asked.

“Intelligence Marcus!” Yuri snapped. “Why else? Now leave me until tomorrow.”


Yuri switched off the monitor and turned back to the balcony and the ocean. The breeze caressed her body, blowing open the light robe she wore, and her nipples hardening. She sensed the Colonel walking up behind her, two tall glasses of fresh blood in his hands.


“You heard Robert?” She spoke.


He was completely naked and reached around to hand her one of the glasses as he planted a light kiss on her shoulder.


“I will start putting teams together in the morning to begin searching.” He spoke in reply.

“Though I am curious as to why you want to contact Hunter.”

Yuri smiled. “I have shared his bed. “She spoke. “I know him, his moods; his attitude. And it will be interesting to see his reaction to our taking control of EDEN.”

“Interesting,” He spoke.

“What do you have in mind for tonight Colonel?” She asked.

“Tonight I believe you need a little tension reliever.”


Yuri smiled as she sipped the blood. “I think you may be right.” She told him. “What did you have in mind?”


Robert bit down on her shoulder, his fangs sinking deep into her flesh and causing her to wince in pain and pleasure. Two small streaks of blood slowly careened down the front of her shoulder. “A little of this… and a little of that.” He spoke in a husky voice.


Yuri smiled. “I do so like a man who knows what he wants.”

EDEN (Formerly Junction City)



Dan tossed his gear onto the couch as he entered his apartment. They had returned only a half hour before with the survivors from MOON BASE EDEN. The seven Mark Nine transports had been filled with nearly four thousand men, women and children. It had taken them almost six hours to get everyone unloaded and established in the refugee center before screening them and assigning them quarters began in the morning. Dan hadn’t been this tired in a long time, and after almost thirty-six straight hours of combat ops and he was operating on adrenalin alone. He went immediately to his bathroom and turned the water on for an extremely hot shower and then he was going to sleep for a week. He striped out of his uniform and grabbed a towel before stepping into the shower. The hot water hitting his skin began relaxing him almost immediately. He stood under the stream for a long moment, letting the tension and stress bleed off into nothing. He didn’t know how long he stood there before he smelled her cinnamon scent, but when he turned she was there beside the shower, gloriously naked and her cerulean blue eyes smiling at him.


“Anuk!” He spoke, standing straight up and out of the stream of water.


“I’ve been waiting for you Daniel.” She spoke softly, stepping into the shower with him, the hot water immediately drenching her hair and covering her perfect body.


“I was… I was going to wait until tomorrow before I came to see you.” He spoke as her hands came up to touch his broad chest, sliding across his skin gently.


“I did not want to wait.” Anuk spoke to him in a whisper.


“Anuk… I…” Dan began speaking.


Anuk pressed a finger to his lips as she pressed her lush naked body against his rock hard one. “Daniel… you have made me what I am now.” She said softly.


“I… I did it to save your life baby! I… I don’t… I couldn’t lose you!” He spoke meeting her eyes.


“I know this Daniel.” She said, her fingers caressing his cheeks. Anuk looked at him, the blood in her veins pounding out of control, and this man was the cause. He had protected her without question, without doubt. He had almost been killed keeping those creatures away from her. He had treated her wounds, never once in an inappropriate manner, even when she was exposed for his eyes to see. She could feel his desire for her, his aura burning with need, yet he was holding it back, not willing to unleash it. Anuk smiled at him, as she knew he had to feel her own aura. Dysea told her it would be irresistible to him if she truly desired him as he did her. And Anuk had no doubt that was exactly what she wanted. Her face looked up into his, and she could see the passion in his dark eyes, his jaw twitching as he restrained himself. “Why… why don’t you take what is yours Daniel?” She asked softly.


“Take?” Danny gasped. “You… you are not mine to take Anuk! You don’t belong to anyone.”


“But… I am what you want.” Anuk spoke. “I can feel your aura Daniel. It is… it is surrounding me… embracing me… and yet you deny it, even when you feel what I am projecting to you.”


Danny lowered his head, his arms extending out past her head on either side to brace his body against the shower wall. “I don’t… I don’t want to be like those monsters Anuk.”


Anuk smiled warmly at him. “I had never been with a man when those beasts took me Daniel. And after the first few times…”


“Anuk please.” Danny spoke closing his eyes.


“No… you must hear me.” Anuk said. “After… after the first months I was lost. I thought… I knew that if I was ever rescued… I knew no man would ever want me. And then you came into my life. The way you looked at me… the way you touched me. It… it set me afire. You were so kind… so gentle… I fell in love with you the second day we were together Daniel. I want to be yours, now… tomorrow… next week… forever. I want to be wrapped in your arms for all eternity.”


“Anuk…”


“Do my scars lessen your desire for me Daniel?” She asked him, her heart feeling a jolt of fear.


Danny looked at her. The scars had faded to almost nothing now, but they were still visible. Three long streaks across her forehead, over her right eye and down her cheek to her jaw, “Never!” He hissed in a loud whisper.


“Then what holds you back my love?” She asked him as relief flooded through her. “Is there someone else that holds your heart? Or are you simply afraid you will break me? I assure you, you can not.” Anuk smiled and her cerulean eyes were so bright and beautiful. It was that smile that finally broke down Dan’s will.


Anuk gasped and closed her eyes when she felt him release the shields guarding his mind and his aura. She gasped at the desire for her that she felt engulf her, the passion… the need and the want. All of it washed over her in an instant, and she felt herself become instantly and incredibly aroused beyond anything she ever thought she could feel. His hands came away from the wall and grabbed her waist, lifting her into his arms and stepping back against the shower, pinning her to the wall. Anuk’s eyes opened and she looked into his eyes, seeing that they had changed and his fangs had extended. That rush of desire flooded her as well, and then her eyes and fangs became like his. She wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders, the contrast of her fair skin color against his caramel complexion sending shivers through her.


She had no more time to think as his lips came down on hers and claimed her soul. Her firm breasts crushed against his iron chest, her nipples burning into his flesh as his tongue sought and found hers and they tangled in a delightful combat of lovers. His hands dropped down to her skin, tracing her flesh, caressing the skin of her back, and down her spine causing ripples of intense passion soaring through her veins. The blood pounded behind her eyes, in her ears, her skin burning in her own need and desire. His hands curved around her firm ass cheeks, sliding sensuously down the outsides of her thighs and pulling her legs tighter around his hips. She groaned loudly within their kiss as she felt his huge manhood brush against her now dripping pussy. His flesh was hot and dominating and so very large. Anuk wondered for a moment if she would be able to take all of him, but those thoughts exploded into colors as he speared her in one smooth motion.


Anuk’s head flew back and she screamed. “Ahhhhhhh! Yeessssssss!” 

She screamed to the heavens as she felt every thick scorching hot inch of his beautiful cock enter her in one fateful and heart robbing plunge that sent her into a world of bliss she had never experienced before.


Danny could barely control himself, Anuk’s cinnamon scent flooding every pore, robbing him of his breath. The heat of their combined auras and desire seemed like it was superheating the air around them. The velvet tightness and heat of her pussy caused his legs to become weak and he could do nothing but stand there holding her beautifully shaped ass in his large hands as she shook almost violently in orgasm. He clenched his teeth in denial, wanting to prolong what he sensed was her very first orgasm, her sweet liquids pouring from her drenching his pulsing cock and spilling onto their thighs. Her scent grew more aroused and stronger as she came in his arms, and this only served to heighten Danny’s pleasure that much more as her pussy clutched at his near bursting cock, milking him endlessly.


“More!” Anuk cried out. “Please… more!”


Dan did not disappoint the woman who held his very essence in the palm of her hands. He tucked his face between her shoulder and her neck, nibbling the gentle curve of her elf ear and hearing her gasp in delight as he began to stroke into her. Anuk let out a small cry every time she felt his thrust home deep within her. Never in her wildest dreams had she ever imagined he could touch so deep within her. He was reaching into her belly with every stroke, driving her into a state of pleasure that surpassed rapture and entered into euphoria. Her eyes were open, yet all she saw were white jolts of delicious pleasure. Her lips were parted yet no sound came out as her lungs were seized in bliss. Every time she felt his large balls pressed against her hairless pussy, it sent her over the abyss, and one raging orgasm followed another. Her juices coated his battering cock and literally poured down her thighs and mingled with the water and their sweat.


Dan felt the tightening in his belly, the heat and tightness of her pussy too much for him to fight. His chest heaved and he put his lips to her ear.


“Anuk… I… I can’t…”


Anuk felt his huge cock expand even further inside her and she wrapped her arms around his head tightly as lances of pleasure exploded from her own belly, more powerful than anything she had yet felt.


“Make… make me… yours!” She gasped into his ear.


Her sweet words against his ear ended all his resistance and Dan threw back his head and howled as his cock ballooned and he felt the hot cum rush up his length to erupt deep in her womb. Anuk’s body went rigid as she felt him blasting into her, filling her with his seed and claiming what was his. She felt a sense of peace and love wash over her, unlike anything she had ever known, and as he continued to empty his searing hot come into her belly, Anuk cried, the tears pouring from her eyes as he healed her, and purged all the vileness she had experienced in the last year of her life. She was his mate now… and Anuk had every intention of being the only mate he would ever desire or need.


It was not something she needed to worry about as Dan held her head in one hand and the small of her back in the other and allowed his senses to run completely by instinct, and those instincts burned Anuk into his very soul.


She was alive.


Aihola’s amber eyes fluttered open slowly and took in her surroundings. The lights were dim in the room, the starlight from the large window casting a beautiful glow into the room, enhancing the small light by her bed. She felt something silky and soft in her hands and she looked down to see the raven black hair that lay across her abdomen, Tarifa’s sleeping face pointed up at her, the lower portion of her body in the chair next to the bed. The memories of what had happened washed back into her mind and she gasped.


Tarifa’s head came up instantly, her sapphire eyes wide. “Nya Istel!” She spoke.


“Tarifa! Where…”


“Be still my love.” Tarifa spoke grasping her hands and moving up onto the bed. “You are safe now. We are in the hospital in Eden. Martin had us flown here immediately once you were stable.”


“Tari… Lynwe…”


Tarifa smiled as she looked at her. “They are safe and resting. They were here for a time, but Anja ordered them both to sleep before she went off duty. How do you feel my love?”


Aihola looked at her, eyes wide and she pulled Tarifa’s head to hers, covering her lips with her own and kissing her as hard as she could. Tarifa groaned a delightful sound and kissed her back with equal fervor and force. Their tongues danced a tango of love and worship before finally they parted, both of them gasping for breath. Aihola stared at her lover, her friend and her reason for living.


“You… you saved me.” She said softly.


Tarifa smiled, tears in her eyes. “I would die for you Nya Istel.” She spoke without hesitation. “And it seemed… it seemed only fair since you saved me my love.”


Aihola looked at Tarifa, her amber eyes going to her arm. She took it gently in her hands and pushed up the sleeve to reveal the bandage on her forearm. Slowly her eyes moved back to Tarifa’s face, seeing nothing but an adoring love in those sapphire eyes, an adoring love for her.


“Tarifa… you…”


Tarifa took her face in her hands and shook her head. “Do not dare to question your actions my love. It was within my power to save you Nya Istel, and I would willingly do it again. Over and over… if it meant you were with me always.”


“What… what Martin said?” Aihola asked. “It is not true. Is it?”


Tarifa smiled and got up off the bed going to the table. She took the wooden box and brought it back to the bed. She sat back down and put the box in Aihola’s lap. “The Holy One gave this to Martin. He brought it here shortly after returning from Mountain City. He said it belongs to you now.”


Aihola looked at the cherry wood box, her hands shaking as she undid the latch and slowly lifted it. Her eyes grew wide when she saw what was inside, “By the gods!” She gasped.


The necklace glittered even in the dim light, the chain made from diamonds and rubies and the large pendant at the end intricately carved and lined with a glowing amber colored gem. Aihola looked at Tarifa.


“This is… this is…”


Tarifa smiled, “The necklace of the Drow Queen. Yes I know. The Holy One has had it in his possession all these years. He gave it to Martin, who in turn brought it here for the Queen of the Drow Elves. For you.”


“My love I…”


Tarifa brought a finger to her lips and shook her head. “Word already spreads among your people Nya Istel.” She said. “Lynwe has been proclaiming your glory since returning. If ever your people had purpose… it is now. They had a vote within two hours of Lynwe informing them, and all of them have pledged to you their faith and devotion. It was your mother’s necklace Aihola, and now it is yours. You are Queen.”


Aihola looked at her. “I do not want this if it means I can not have you.”


“You will always have me.” Tarifa told her with a smile. “That is without question or debate. Besides… it does help that we are both Queens now. Who can tell us what we can do or not do?”


Aihola smiled. “That is true.” She spoke.


“I know Martin and the others are leaving.” Tarifa spoke, “For several months at least. He will leave us in charge of what he has started here as High King. And together we will continue that.”


“Yes we will my love.” Aihola spoke, her amber eyes growing passionate. She looked around. “Are we alone?”


Tarifa saw that look and felt her own passion rise. “We… we are Mistress.” She said in a husky voice full of desire.


“Then why are you not in my bed slave?” Aihola growled in want and need. “I want to feel you against me while we sleep.”


Twenty seconds later… that was not the case.


Dysea contained her gasp of incredible delight as Anja’s wonderfully long tongue trailed across the inside of her satiny thigh with measured intent. Her long fingers entwined in Anja’s silky Persian red hair and her belly tightened in anticipation. Their auras were running hot for each other, and had been since they had returned to the home they shared with Martin. Whether it was the fighting or the aftereffects of that, neither of them cared as they had not tasted each other in days, and both of them were burning with need for each other as well as Martin. 


“Please… Melyanna… don’t… don’t tease me!” Dysea gasped. 


Dysea wore a simple button down white shirt that was now unbuttoned and open to reveal her firm breasts and her maddeningly hard nipples. Sweat was beginning to form between her breasts, adding a fine sheen to her already deeply tanned skin. Her thighs quivered when Anja delicately traced the outer folds of her pussy with a fingertip. 


For her part, Anja wore only one of Martin’s t-shirts, which covered her breasts, but barely extended past her firm ass, leaving her tanned thighs and powerful legs free for anyone’s eyes to drink in. At the moment, she was squirming on the couch, driving her hips down into the soft cushion, stifling her own needs and dripping pussy until the moment she would have Dysea shuddering in orgasm. She adored the Wood Elf Queen’s pussy, so wonderfully perfect in shape and smell. Her wildflower scent was strong and pure, and Anja was awash in it now, as close to her pussy as she was.


She let her tongue trail up Dysea’s thigh once more before looking up into the beautiful face of her lover and meeting her emerald eyes. Dysea’s pointed elf ears, so elegantly curved and tapered were turning a soft shade of red even under her tan, signaling that her passion was building into the extreme.


“I like teasing you Dysea, my love.” Anja spoke, dropping a fluttering kiss to her skin just above the thin patch of platinum hair above her opening. “You taste so much sweeter when I build you up to it.”


Dysea’s lips parted in a wordless response as the sensations tickled her skin all over. “Oh… I will… I will have my revenge.” She gasped.


Anja smiled and dragged her body agonizingly slow up the taut body of her elf lover, making sure to press her larger breasts firmly to Dysea’s, their nipples scraping together, separated by only the thin fabric of Martin’s t-shirt. As she looked into Dysea’s face, her emerald eyes closed in bliss, Anja smiled. They had this effect on each other from the moment Martin had turned her. They could not deny the attraction between them, or the attraction that pounded against them for Aricia. They were just as comfortable within each others embrace as they were when Martin held them in his powerful arms.


Anja lowered her face to Dysea’s, extending her tongue out and tracing the tip up her throat. Dysea’s eyes popped open, emerald outlined in black and she grasped Anja’s face pulling her face close.


“Give me your tongue!” She gasped.


Anja needed no further encouragement and cover Dysea’s lips with her own, plunging her four inch long tongue into Dysea’s mouth and entwining it with hers. Dysea’s arms wrapped around her back, pulling her closer, both of them on fire now, and needing nothing but the release they could give to each other.


The chime on the door broke that desire almost instantly.


They looked at each other, two different shades of green gazing into the other, their breathing nearly out of control. Anja dropped her forehead to Dysea’s and they shared a soft chuckle.


“Nauta Melme would not knock my love.” Dysea spoke with a smile, her finger tracing Anja’s cheek. “He would simply come in and possess us.”


“I… I know.” Anja answered. “But if I don’t have you soon… I’m going to burst.”


Dysea kissed her softly. “More reason for you to get rid of whoever is there. I have not had my fill of you, and I intend to have all of you before this night is through.”


Anja’s jade eyes glittered in desire. “Oh… I love it when you talk dirty to me like that.”


Dysea chuckled and lifted her hips. “Go get rid of our guest.”


“Why me?”


“You are on top of me, and considerably less worked up.” Dysea said, grinding her wetness against Anja’s thigh to prove her statement.


Anja grinned. “I see your point.” She spoke. She kissed Dysea hard, with need and passion. “Don’t you move.”


Dysea shook her head. “I wouldn’t think of it.” She spoke as Anja scrambled to her bare feet and went to the door. She punched the side panel in frustration and her eyes came up as the door slid aside. “What is…” Anja’s eyes went wide and her words stopped completely.


Aricia stood in the doorway, a blanket wrapped tightly around her. She and the other Spartans were staying in a small house only a hundred meters away from Martin’s home. A quick glance and Anja saw four of those Spartans standing guard in front of their home.


“Little Wolf!” Anja exclaimed taking her hand and pulling her into the house. She saw Dysea scrambling from the couch, pulling the shirt closed around her glistening body as Anja slapped the control panel once more, closing the door.


“Aricia… what is wrong?” Dysea asked as she came over to them and saw the look of tension on Aricia’s face.


When the door closed tightly it hit them. They both inhaled sharply as Aricia’s aura joined theirs, and the air became so thick with heated passion it was hard to breathe.


“I… I couldn’t resist it.” Aricia gasped. “I… I didn’t want to resist it.”


“Oh my!” Dysea spoke in horror. “We… we were shielding Nauta Melme Anja, but we… we didn’t shield from Aricia.”


Anja took Aricia’s hands. “I’m so sorry… Little Wolf.” She gasped. “Quickly… come inside and we can cool our passions.”


Aricia shook her head. “No!” She spoke looking at Anja. “I… I want this.” She spoke, her words heated and filled with uncontrollable desire. Her aura was blanketing the entire room, and quickly engulfing both Dysea and Anja, who though more able to control the heat sweeping between them, were nonetheless quite affected.


“Aricia…” Dysea took her other hand. “This is not… this is not of your doing. Our… Melyanna’s and my passion for each other is what triggered this in you. It was not our intent.”


Aricia looked at them, her azure blue eyes alive with burning need and barely controlled desire. “Don’t… don’t you see my loves!” She rasped out. “If… if I did not want this as well… it would have no hold over me as it does!” 

Aricia had felt it for more than an hour now, so close to them as she was. She could have raised a shield to block it, knowing that they had forgotten in their passion that she was now an intimate part of their telepathic connection. However she had wanted to experience what they obviously felt for each other, and as their passion and auras had increased in power, Aricia found herself reveling in the new sensations that coursed through her as well. Her skin had begun to heat, the clenching of her lower belly, just above her womanhood. The moistness that had begun seeping from her, filling the air around her with her pungent lavender scent. It had taken all her willpower to hold back the flood gates that threatened to erupt within her, and she had wrapped the blanket around her near naked form and rushed from the house to be with them. She wanted them, she needed them, just as much as they wanted and needed her.

“Aricia we…” Anja began.

Aricia didn’t let her finish her statement and tossed the blanket aside to reveal her gloriously naked body. Her legs were long and muscular, and ass perfectly shaped and powerfully firm. Her hips were slim and sexy, her waist narrow and her abdomen rippling with muscles much like Anja’s. The rise and fall of her firm breasts showcased their size and firmness and the half dollar sized bronzed areolas with pencil hard nipples erect and standing proudly in desire finished off the erotic and desirableness of her body. She pulled Anja into an urgent embrace and covered her lips with her own, her breasts mashing against Anja’s, her hands pulling her tightly against her.

Anja had always been weaker when Dysea kissed her, and Aricia was no different. The moment she felt Aricia’s tongue demand entry into her mouth, she surrendered to the heated desire that had been building in the last few minutes between her and Dysea and even more so since Aricia had entered the room.

Aricia’s eyes flew open and then closed dreamily when Anja’s arms wrapped around her waist and she felt her plunge that four inch tongue into the never explored reaches of her mouth.

Anja’s tongue had a life of its own it seemed, never stopping, always dancing with hers in unison, playfully tapping her teeth and gums claiming what she wanted. Anja’s hands gripped her ass, pulling her closer, grinding their hips together and Aricia felt her legs become weak.


Dysea had moved up behind them, totally immersed in the auras they were projecting for each other, the heat of their desire and passion saturating every pore of their bodies. She pressed her body tightly against Aricia’s back, her nipples burning into Aricia’s tanned skin and eliciting a gasp of pleasure as Anja kissed her. Dysea smiled… knowing the pleasures that Melyanna’s tongue could produce from just a single kiss. She laced her fingers in Aricia’s satiny raven colored hair and lowered her lips to the soft skin of her shoulder, trailing her moist tongue along the edge of her shoulder and slowly up her neck tickling the lobe of her ear. Aricia’s hand came up to reach behind her and grasp Dysea’s head, her lips pulling away from Anja’s kiss and turning to look at her with passion clouded eyes. Dysea did not hesitate and plunged her lips down to Aricia’s claiming her as well.


Anja wasted no time, dragging her warm lips down Aricia’s chest, her hands coming up to cup those firm globes of flesh. She engulfed an erect nipple within her warm mouth and suckled gently. Aricia gasped against Dysea’s kiss, her hands gripping Anja’s head tightly. Anja continued to trail her tongue down Aricia’s taut abdomen, feeling the muscles clench as her tongue tickled the dark bellybutton. Her hands dropped too and she used her fingernails to trace up the outside of Aricia’s thighs while she nuzzled the thin patch of black hair above Aricia’s dripping center. Her aroma filled Anja’s senses to overwhelming, powerful and sweet-smelling, promising hours of untold pleasures. Her scent and aura was a powerful thing and it had taken hold of both her and Dysea, driving them to new heights. Their scents mingled in the air, thick and palpable. Dysea had lowered one hand to continue manipulating Aricia’s breasts, molding them, dancing across their firmness and teasing her painfully hard nipples to the extreme.


Anja stared at Aricia’s center, her mouth nearly watering in anticipation. Her pussy was beautiful, equal in every way to Dysea’s. Almost completely smooth except for the thin line of raven colored hair, and now completely open in intense desire and pulsing with blood. She reached up with a single finger and touched Aricia’s fully unhooded clit, now standing proudly at attention. She felt Aricia’s thighs quiver in delight and she smiled, knowing she was about to feast quite well. She traced her hands around to grip Aricia’s clenched ass cheeks and blew softly on her exposed clit, feeling her body tense within her grip. Anja’s eyes were ablaze as she gazed at the prize in front of her, and her desire surged out of control. She covered Aricia’s entire pussy with her lips and drove her four inch tongue as deeply into Aricia’s tight opening as she could. 


Aricia’s eyes flew open wide, her thighs going rigid. She grabbed Anja’s head in her hands, her stomach muscles clenched tightly as the most unimaginable wave of delicious pleasure surged through her body and she screamed. White flashes of light exploded before her eyes, Dysea’s own lips descending to her taut breast and engulfing a nipple just as the first orgasm of Aricia’s young life ripped through her being. Her fangs were fully extended, her head resting back on Dysea’s shoulder, her azure blue eyes wide and delirious, as the orgasm flowed from her into Anja’s willing mouth. She could actually feel Anja drinking her juices down, some of them slipping past her lips to coat her chin and cheeks, an event that did not deter Anja in the least, gripped in her own orgasm as she was, pushing her firm ass down against the heels of her feet as her juices flowed out of her.


Dysea’s eyes were open wide, her face pressed against Aricia’s breast, holding the younger woman tightly as amazingly she was gripped in the throes of a much unexpected orgasm herself. Neither Anja nor Aricia had touched her pussy and yet she was experiencing a powerful orgasm just from feeling Aricia’s and Anja’s pleasure and having their scents swarm around her. It was almost dreamlike in fashion as she felt Aricia’s hips humping gently against Anja’s glorious tongue, her entire upper body rigid, her breasts almost searing hot to the touch.


It was a long moment before Aricia was able to retain some semblance of her own mind, lost as she had been in the new bliss of pleasure that had rocked her. She was weak and held tightly to Anja and Dysea both as Anja placed fluttering kisses across her abdomen as she rose to her feet. Aricia looked down as Anja and Dysea shared a deep, tongue filled kiss over the top of her breasts.


Dysea’s eyes closed as if she was savoring a fine meal. “Delicious.” She spoke in a soft whisper.


Anja got fully back to her feet, but still helped to support Aricia in her arms as she traced her sweat covered neck and throat before kissing her just as deeply, Aricia tasting herself on Anja’s lips and tongue. She drew away after nibbling on Aricia’s bottom lip and nuzzled her neck with her nose.


“I’m sorry Little Wolf… but you taste so deliciously wonderful.” Anja spoke in a husky voice still seething with ardor and craving.


Aricia’s chest heaved as her breathing returned to some semblance of normal, but her blood still burned in her veins and behind her eyes, her body still on fire and signaling she was more than ready to continue.


“Please… please tell me there is more.” She gasped out the words, her voice thick with yearning and need.


Dysea smiled dreamily as she nuzzled Aricia’s ear. “Oh yes Little Wolf…” She gasped. “There is so much more if you are sure this is what you want and you are willing. Will you share with us my love?”


Aricia looked into Dysea’s emerald green eyes, filled with so much hunger and desire for her that it took her breath away. One glance into Anja’s jade colored eyes and Aricia saw the exact same thing. That was all she needed to know.


“Oh… oh yes.” She gasped. “I have never been more sure of anything.”


Anja kissed her softly, lovingly and smiled. “We should probably move to where it is more comfortable.” She spoke in that same husky voice. “Our bed is very big.”


“Where?” Aricia asked in undisguised anticipation.


Martin walked into his home several hours later, exhausted and spent. All he wanted to do was take a hot shower and then crawl into bed beside the warmth of Dysea and Anja and sleep for hours. The first thing that hit him was their auras, filling their small home, powerful and unchecked, their desire spilling from the three of them in waves. His eyes found the blanket on the floor and he lifted it to his nose, inhaling deeply and smelling Aricia’s sweet passion. He smiled to himself and discounted the shower since it was in the bedroom and he had no intention of disturbing his Queens. He tossed his gear onto the chair by the door and moved to the couch where he took off his boots and stretched out his frame. He was asleep in minutes, the cries of his Queen’s passion lulling him into a deep restful sleep. One he hadn’t had in a long time.


Aricia felt the warmth of the sun on her skin and allowed her eyes to open slowly. She lay on her side on the soft sheets, her head resting on something firm yet soft, and she felt the weight resting on one of her legs. As her eyes came into focus she discovered she was staring down Anja’s muscular but completely feminine abdomen. There was no mistaking the ripples of her lean muscles, or the curve of her hips, as Aricia had spent quite a bit of time exploring that same abdomen and so much more the previous night. The memories of the previous night came rushing back to her and sent a surge of pleasure coursing through her body. Never in her wildest dreams had she imagined she could experience such raging bliss in the arms of another woman, let alone two. She could feel Dysea spooned against her back, her long leg draped over Aricia’s, her beautiful elf face buried in Aricia’s hair and her warm breath on the back of her neck.


The night was a blur, the images and tastes coming back to her. She could still smell their mixed passion; still taste Anja’s sweet honey on her lips and Dysea’s wildflower aroma in her nostrils. She had explored their flesh with gleeful abandon, memorizing every sensuous curve and valley, every taste of their skin. And they had returned the pleasure to her three fold, their lips and tongues exploring every centimeter of her flesh until she was screaming in rapturous glory. She couldn’t remember how many times they had sent her over the edge, and Aricia smiled warmly as she realized she didn’t care as long as it continued for the rest of her life.


I was hoping that very same thing. Anja’s musical voice echoed in her thoughts.


As was I. Dysea spoke.


I smell food. Anja spoke, her body shifting on the bed.


Aricia’s eyes flew open and she sat up, heedless of her nakedness. Martin! Her mind echoed as she caught his pungent mint scent and the power of his aura. He is here!


He does live here Little Wolf. Anja replied with a soft chuckle, throwing up a mental shield around their three minds, which Dysea quickly reinforced. They knew Martin would never force his way through the barrier, but it immediately put Aricia at ease as they spoke.


Aricia turned and looked at them on the bed, staring up at her with two shades of beautiful green eyes. I… I have never been… been with a man, my loves. Aricia told them. He… he is an Alpha… his aura is so powerful, and he directs it only to the three of us.


We are all he desires Little Wolf. Anja told her.


I can feel his desire for me, for us. It races unchecked throughout his body. Aricia said. He is my King… I could never refuse him, not with the way his aura affects me.


Dysea sat up and reached out to stroke her cheek. Do you fear he will demand from you what you are not ready to give Little Wolf?


I… it is not because I don’t want too. I do… by the gods I do… it pounds in my blood every time I am near him. But he is so… so large and powerful. Aricia said.


Dysea took her hands. Nauta Melme will never take from you what you do not offer to him Aricia. When he first… when he first turned me… I had to practically beg him. He wanted too, I could feel it within him, but he held back for fear of hurting me. 


It was no different with me. Anja told her. And he promised you didn’t he?


Aricia nodded her head slowly. He did.

Little Wolf… you have a part of him, just as Melyanna and I do. Dysea spoke. I could never be satisfied with another, nor do I think could Anja. 


Never. Anja echoed Dysea’s words.


You may not have shared his bed yet, but do you think any man could affect you as he has? Dysea spoke.


There… there are many Alphas who have tried to court me. Aricia spoke. None of them have even stirred an interest from me, yet with Martin… with Martin I… my head pounds, my heart races, my blood burns for him. But because…


Because you are dishonored the others merely wish to have you as a trophy, and you think Martin is the same way. Anja spoke.


Aricia looked at her stunned. How… how did you know that?


We saw it last night, in the grips of our pleasure. It flashed from your thoughts. Dysea answered shyly. Aricia he is not like the others.

He must not know! Aricia spoke urgently. I can’t allow him to know.

He is not like the others Aricia, I know you feel that. Anja said.

Do you think Nauta Melme cares for some silly law that makes no sense? Dysea asked her, taking her hands in hers. What we share… the four of us, is something that was destined to be. I have come to realize that whatever else has happened in our pasts, once we all came together, all the pieces that had been missing came together.

My loves… I…


Do you trust us Little Wolf? Anja asked.


Yes. She replied without hesitation.


Then trust in the knowledge that when you are ready, you will experience Martin’s love just as we have. And you will never yearn for anything else. And no man… and no law will keep him from making you his. He will wait for hundreds of years if he has too, but you are a part of him, just as you are part of us now.


Bask in his attentions Little Wolf. Let his love for you flow through you as it does us. Dysea told her. When you are ready… all you need do is tell him. He won’t pressure you into it. He doesn’t know how.

He is sort of dense in that respect. Not like most men who tend to think with their cocks first. Anja chuckled as she spoke. Dysea and I had to practically tie him down before he realized how much we wanted him.


Yes… but that was the fun part Melyanna.


It sure was. Anja agreed.


Aricia couldn’t help but smile at their words and she looked at them with love before leaning over to kiss them both deeply.


They all felt the tendrils of power gently knocking against the barrier they had erected in their minds. Since Anja was the one who had first established the barrier she lowered the shield enough to allow them to hear Martin’s voice within their minds.


Ladies… breakfast is getting cold. His deep voice filled their minds.


Coffee? Anja asked.


Already poured, but you have to untangle yourselves from bed. It is almost noon. He answered.

Nauta Melme you take such good care of us.


Martin chuckled within their minds. All in a days work. Now throw something on and come eat. You need to regain your strength. That includes you Little Wolf.


Anja smiled and took her hand. “C’mon… he makes a mean omelet, and if my nose is any indication, he is in rare form this morning. Onions… steak… tomatoes… and cheese!”


Aricia watched as Anja bounded across the living room dressed in only the same t-shirt she had on last night. Martin stood in the kitchen, fatigue pants and boots already on, but naked from the waist up. She had wrapped herself in the sheet from the bed and stood there just watching him. There were many scars on his chest and back, but they didn’t detract in the least from his physical dimensions. The tattoos only seemed to enhance his aura and power. He was definitely a Spartan by birth with the rippled abdomen, bulging muscles in his arms, and broad square shoulders. His hair fell almost to his shoulders now, the mustache and goatee neatly trimmed. She watched Anja move into the kitchen and perch herself on the counter and take the coffee he held out to her. Her powerful legs grabbed him by the waist and pulled him close for a deep kiss. Dysea leaned over the stove and sniffed at the omelet cooking in the pan. She too wore the same shirt she had been in last night, and Aricia saw Martin slap her ass cheek lightly causing her to jump up. She turned to him and he kissed her as well, Anja looking on and drinking her coffee with great relish.


Aricia moved to the edge of the small kitchen and stopped unsure of what to do. She felt him turn to her and smile. Then he was in front of her, leaning down to inhale her scent and nuzzle her neck. Aricia hissed softly, her eyes closing in delight feeling his aura wash over her, yet it simply enveloped her in its love and warmth and there it stopped.


“Good morning Little Wolf.” He spoke softly.


Aricia opened her eyes and saw his face only inches from her, his dark brown eyes shimmering with love and adoration. “Good… good…”


Martin covered her lips with his and kissed her, Aricia’s hands coming up to take his face in her grasp. The kiss nearly overwhelmed her, but she realized there was nothing sexual to it. She could feel the desire and want for her but it was a kiss of passion and love and above all respect. And then his lips were gone and she was looking at him again.


“What would you like to eat Little Wolf? These two sex pots probably wore you out last night. I apologize.” He asked her with a glint in his eyes.


“Perhaps if you were more attentive to our needs Nauta Melme, Anja and I would not have to enjoy each other so much.” Dysea suggested as she sipped her coffee and leaned back against Anja on the counter.


“Where would the fun be in that?” Anja asked playfully, leaning down to nuzzle Dysea’s elf ear. “I so enjoy how you taste my love.”


Aricia blushed crimson, but that passed quickly as she realized Dysea’s words were so very true. She saw Martin roll his eyes at their antics and she chuckled. “You… you can surprise me.” She replied.


“Surprise you I shall. Coffee?”


“Please.” Aricia answered watching him move back to the small stove. Her eyes went to Anja and Dysea and saw them smiling knowingly at her.


Told you. Anja’s voice filled her head.


“We’re set Skipper.” Tony’s image was on the large screen in front of them. 

“No problems?” Martin asked.

“Negative. We set it up just like Tunisia. We’ll orbit just off the coast as long as we have the fuel for.”

Martin nodded. “I don’t think it will be long.” He spoke. “Maintain the secure coms and I’ll get back to you.”

“Roger that.”

The screen went black and Martin turned to the others at the table.

“Would you care to explain that?” Walter asked.

Martin shook his head. “Not at the moment. But maybe you can explain to me now why I have to assume some alternate identity?” Martin asked as he settled into the chair across from where Walter and Theron sat in the conference room of Eden’s Command Center.


Thr’won sat to Walter’s left, while Anja, Dysea and Aricia sat together on Martin’s right.

Theron leaned forward in the chair. “My Lord… we are only…”


Martin held up his hand quickly. “Don’t try to bullshit a bullshitter.” Martin spoke.


Theron looked at him confused, “Sire?”


Walter smiled. “Now is the time for all honesty Theron.” He said. “Now we must supply everything… no more half truths. He knows who he is, and he deserves the full truth.”


Theron looked at Walter and slowly nodded, “Very well.” He said turning back to Martin. “When you return to Sparta my King you will be able to read the ancient scrolls where all this information is readily available. What I will tell you now is basically the short version.” Theron sat back in his chair. “Sparta was once ruled by two Kings… descended from the Agiads and Eurypontids lines. Both are considered descendants of Heralces but the Agiads were considered senior if you will. King Leonidas was such an Agiads. There was always a workable relationship between the two Kings even before the birth of Leonidas, his death however changed all that.”


“How so?”


“Leotychidas was the Eurypontids King during the same period as Leonidas. He was also a Shifter… albeit no where near as powerful or inspiring as Leonidas. He knew this… and always hated it. He coveted the power and devotion that Leonidas held. And he secretly dispised the Spartan way of life, our warrior mentality and what he considered to be his curse.”

“The ability to Shift?” Martin asked.

Theron nodded. “His skills, what they were, leaned more to the naval side of Greece’s power, and he envied that Leonidas could command such loyal ground soldiers. He also did not believe that Leonidas should confront Xerxes at Thermopylae, for fear of causing greater death among the Greek people. He sided with the Ephours in that regard, and that is why Leonidas decided to take the 300 to the Hot Gates. He knew that if Xerxes was not stopped then all of Greece would have fallen, and our kind would have been wiped out.”

“Why?” Martin asked.

“All of the history is not known…” Walter replied. “Much of it was lost before Leonidas even came to power, but we do know that at one point in our history we were slaves to the Vampires. Leonidas and the 300 started the rebellion that continues to this day. Walter and I were part of the Spartan officers that led the final battle at Pleatea that finally crushed Xerxes and his advance.”

“I’m not understanding why I need to hide who I am.” Martin spoke.

“Leotychidas betrayed Sparta when he was bribed by a family that collaborated with Xerxes and he refused to destroy them.” Theorn spoke. “He was tried and sentenced to exile and his grandson advanced to the throne. Throughout the remainder of our years as a power the Eurypontids line was never trusted again. Around 300 A.D. roughly, the Kingship of Sparta was pass solely to the Agiads line, and the descendants of Leonidas were the sole heirs. I was chosen as Steward of the Throne until the descendant of Leonidas… the descendant that the Ancient Scrolls predicted would come… until that descenant came. That descendant is you.”

“How do you know that for sure?” Martin asked.

“The Scrolls said this descendant would carry with him the same aura as Leonidas himself.” Walter said. “That he would have the same passion and drive as Leonidas. That he would be the image of Leonidas in every way, to include in wolf form.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.” Martin said.

Theorn took a deep breath. “Dymas and I are the only survivors of the Battle of Thermopylae. We are the only ones left among our people that fought beside our King. The only ones among our people that actually remember him as he was.” Theron looked at him. “You are him Martin. In every way possible… physcially and mentally.”

“Ok… if what you say is true…”

“It is true!” Theron bellowed. “You have seen it yourself. Dymas has told me of your visions. Told me what you have seen in your dreams. These are Leonidas’s visions. What he saw when he was alive.”

“How is that possible?” Martin said.

“We don’t know.” Walter said. “I told you I cared for every descendant of the Leonidas line since that day. None of them have come close to the power you wield. None of them ever came close to your size in wolf form. And none of them ever saw visions and images of Thermopylae before the battle began. Just as you have. Do you wish to deny it now?”

Martin looked at the table, feeling everyone’s eyes on him. Thr’won leaned forward. “This is true my King?” She asked softly. “How long… how long have you been having these visions?”

Martin looked at her. “It’s been about six years now.” He replied softly. “Flashes of places I’ve never been too. Ancient battles. Walls of bodies. Smashed ships. I’ve never considered them anything more than dreams.” He looked at Theron and Walter. “Are you trying to tell me I’m somehow the incarnation of Leonidas?”

“No.” Theron spoke. “He would never have trusted these vampire elves as you do. He would never have made them allies. He would have slaughtered them in a heartbeat.” He looked at Martin. “In many ways you are very different from him, but the resemblence is unmistakable, and the power of your aura alone leaves no question.”

“If that is the case… why do I have to hide who I am?” Martin asked.

“Because for the last six hundred years or so, the descendants of the Eurypontids line have been pushing to take power. They are not happy that we wait for a fictional King, as they put it, to return and lead us.” Theron spoke. “They would much prefer to change the laws put in place almost two thousand years ago, and then take power with a King of their own.”

“Is that such a bad thing?” Martin asked.

“There has been an uneasy peace within our land between our kind and the vampires.” Theorn spoke. “They are not strong enough to attack us openly, so they rely on decit and treachory. We are not strong enough to launch a full scale attack against them, especially not with that witch Yuri holding power within the Alliance. She is almost as old as her brother Xerxes, and over the centuries she has been turning more and more into vampires. If a King of the Eurypontids line ever took power, I fear we would be slaves once more. They are pacifists and will not fight for anything they believe in, except the advancment of their own wealth and power.”

“I take it then there is a descendant of this Eurypontids line in Sparta now?” Martin said.

Theron nodded slowly. “He is a member of the Senate and over the years has gathered quite a following. His name is Autolycus, and nearly half the Senate is now in his pocket. He is a pompous arrogant fool, as is his only son.”

“I’ve known a few of those in my day.” Martin spoke. “What makes him so dangerous?”

“I believe he is working with the vampires to usurp the rule of Sparta so that either he or his son may become King and surrender all that we have gathered and cultivated through the centuries.” Theorn spoke. 

Martin’s jaw tightened at this news. “Do you have any proof?”

Theron shook his head. “Whispered rumors from the dark corners of Sparta, nothing more.”

“And you can’t initiate a full investigation I take it?” Martin asked.

“Not without proof of some sort. If I did… the Senate members that I still hold sway over will abdandon me in a heartbeat. Even some of them question whether Leonidas’s descendant will actually come.” Theron spoke.

“So if I do go some of them still won’t believe who I am?” Martin said.

“Not until you are tested.” Theron replied. “And you can not be tested until you have had at least two or three months in Sparta to study and train.”

“Tested how?”

“I will not reveal that now.” Theron spoke. “And do not ask me about it. If the line of Eurypontiods learned you existed and were in Sparta, they would demand a test immedately and do everything within their power to insure you failed. Even by having you killed. It must be done this way.”

“But Yuri already knows who I am.” Martin spoke. “If what you say is true… wouldn’t she pass this information along to this Autolycus person?”

“That is a risk we will have to take.” Theron replied. “Though interferring that much into our affairs would undoubtedly turn many of the supporters of the Eurypontiods line against them. We…” 

The panel on the table began beeping and Martin reached out to touch it. “Hunter.” He barked looking at the screen.

“My King…My King we are receiving a uncoded transmission from an Alliance repeater station asking to speak with you. By name.” The elf operator on the screen spoke, clearly shaken at this news. 

Martin let the small smile play acorss his lips. “Put it through.” He spoke.

“Sire?” The elf was taken aback.

Martin nodded. “Put it through. They are calling to gloat. I intend to let them. Transfer it here on a narrow beam so they can only see me.”

“Yes… yes my lord.”

Walter looked at him. “Martin what are you up to?” He asked.

“I’m taking out an insurance policy.” Martin replied. “I hope.”

The screen flickered for a moment and then cleared as the image of Yuri appeared. Martin looked at her, remembering her beauty… and now her betrayal. Dysea, Anja and Aricia looked at the screen and saw Yuri’s face as well as her drop dead gorgeous figure. They each thought the same thing and glanced at one another.

“Martin!” Yuri exclaimed with a brillant smile. She wore a light terry cloth robe and stood in her office in New Miami, the ocean behind her in the distance. “I must say Martin… you look just as delicious as I remember you.”

Martin got out of his chair and moved to stand at the end of the table, folding his arms across his chest. “I must grudingly agree Yuri. You don’t look a day over… hell you don’t look a day over twenty-five hundred years old.”

Yuri smiled sweetly. “Ah… so you have discovered what I am then?”

“A back stabbing slut vampire bitch comes to mind right away.” Martin replied. “If you give me a moment I could come up with a lot more colorful metapors.”

The eyes of everyone in the room went wide at his statement, and they all saw the twitch in Yuri’s lips. “Come now Martin… I was the best you ever had. Admit that.” She said with a smile.

Martin chuckled. “You aren’t even in the same league as what I got now Yuri.” He said.

“Oh… I suppose you mean the human bitch Anja… and the she elf Dysea.” Yuri spat. “You mean to tell me they give you more pleasure than I did. Come now Martin… why do you fool yourself?”

“Is that jealousy I detect Yuri?” Martin asked humor in his voice.

“Hardly. A human, regardless of what she is, and an elf?” Yuri boasted. “They could not possibly compare to me.”

“You’re right Yuri.” Martin said shaking his head. “I’m sorry… let me re-phrase that. They are a considerable step up in the world from you.”

Real anger flashed across Yuri’s face now and her fists clenched. “Have you discovered who it is you really are Martin? Or is Walter… or Dymas… still keeping that information hidden from you even now.”

“Gee… does Thermopylae ring a bell? Or how bout the fact that my ancestor handed your brother his vampire ass before he died.” Martin spoke. “And I intend to do the same thing if not more Yuri.”

“How do you propose to do that Martin? I have taken EDEN from you.” Yuri spoke confidently. “Your elf armies are no match for what I can array against you. Who will you turn to… that silly child Tarifa? Did you kill the Drow when you discovered what they were, as Leonidas would have done. They were some of my best work you know.”

“Actually… Tari and the others gave me the information I needed to slaughter your big bad vampire boys. Quite easily I might add.” Martin spoke. 

“I’m surprised you didn’t kill them on sight considering your blood line.” Yuri spoke.

“To the best of my knowledge, Leonidas was famous for being able to adapt.” Martin said. “I’ve just taken that to the next level.”

“It is no matter.” Yuri spoke. “I have EDEN.”

“What you got is a hulk of a station that you will not be able to fully use unless you can find a Class Five Nuclear Reactor. And I know for a fact that even if your idiot tech boys can fix all the systems, without the reactor you might as well shit in your hands Yuri.” Martin smiled. “You didn’t learn everything about the station while you were there dear. And you damn sure didn’t learn everything about me. So why don’t you tell me what it is that you want Yuri… cause you caught me in the middle of an exceptionally pleasurable moment.”

“I want your surrender of course.” Yuri spoke confidently. “You underestimate what I am capable of. Surrender yourself to me and I will spare the lives of your friends.”

Martin chuckled loudly and he met her eyes on the screen. “I got a counter offer for you.” He spoke.

“And what might that be my dear Martin Leonidas?” She asked sweetly.

“It’s simple really.” Martin spoke standing straight up and lacing his hand sbehind his back. “Everything west of the Mississippi is mine, and everything east is yours. I’ll even let you keep your slave island on the west coast. At least for now.”

Yuri couldn’t contain her laughter at this and her breasts shook as she laughed. When she finally looked at the screen again, she had to wipe away the tears. “Oh Martin, I see your sense of humor has remained. Very well… why should I agree to this Martin? Tell me please. I need another good laugh.”

“You know what… I’ll do you one better. I’ll show you.” Martin said reaching for the COM panel on the table. “Raptor Six this is Raptor One.”

“Raptor Six go!”

“Master Chief… the vampire bitch doesn’t believe me. Please fire one.” Martin spoke.

“Firing One!”

The ocean scene in the monitor behind Yuri blossomed into a mushrom cloud, that appeared to be quite a distance off the coast. The sound however was very clear, a low rumble spread across the screen. They watched as she turned quickly to look out over the balcony behind her and she saw the mushrom cloud rapidly getting larger in the distance, reaching into the sky.

“What you just witnessed was the complete destruction of the Alliance’s newest oil producing off shore rig with a 2 kiloton suitcase nuke.” Martin spoke. “If I’m not mistaken… it cost you quite a bit of money to build. And it had some of your best oil people on it.”

Yuri turned back to the monitor, her eyes turning to red orbs and her face twisted into a snarl. “There were two thousand people on that facility.” She snarled.

“Two thousand one hundred and sixteen to be exact.” Martin answered.

“You killed them.” Yuri hissed.

Martin looked at the screen, not seeing the looks of disbelief from everyone behind him at the table. “Your argreement to my terms Yuri.”

Yuri glared at him. “We can build more such facilities Martin!” She snapped. “We…”

“Raptor Six this is Raptor One. Fire Two.”

“Raptor Six roger! Firing Two.”

They saw Yuri flinch once more and the sound of breaking glass and concrete could be heard in the background as another mushrom cloud appeared in the background, this one much closer. The walls of where she was standing vibrated enough that they could be seen in the monitor.

“That was one of your wonderful little vampire schools in the Florida Keys Yuri. If my information is correct… six thousand of your newest blood suckers, and their handlers.” Martin spoke. “Another 2 kiloton suitcase nuke.”

Yuri looked at the monitor, her face a mask of savage rage, her eyes nearly glowing. “I will carve your heart from your chest and watch you die descendant of Leonidas!” She spat the words.

Martin glared at the screen. “Your agreement to my terms Yuri.” He said again. “My patience is growing thin.” 

“Why you…”

“Raptor Six… this is Raptor One. Prepare to fire.”

“Wait!” Yuri snapped.

“Raptor Six standby.”

“What… what do you want?” Yuri asked, her rage seething.

“Like I said. Everything west of the Mississippi River is now mine. You can keep what you got. And for now the slave transfer island that used to be California. No Alliance aircraft will overfly my territory, and no Alliance unit larger than a platoon will cross the river into my… into Spartan territory. As of this moment, myself, Anja, Dysea, Walter, Tarifa and Aihola are off limits. If any one of them happens to stub a toe getting out of the shower and I discover it was due to the Alliance meddling, you will answer to me.”

“And what will you do Martin?” Yuri spat. “Attack me with your elf army? Elves are no match for a vampire.”

Martin smiled. “I beg to differ… but we won’t go into that now. Do you agree?”

“What happens if I don’t? What happens if I decide to come after you?” Yuri demanded.

“Then Yuri I will launch every nuke I have left in my inventory. All twenty-two of them. And they aren’t the small suitcase nukes I just used. They aren’t clean nukes Yuri. You’ll be able to go into the facility in Key West in about a week and pick up what’s left. If you don’t agree to my terms, then twenty-two of your cities will be obliterated from the face of this planet in a heartbeat, and the entire eastern seaboard will be uninhabitable for centuries.” Martin spoke. “Beginning with New Miami, and your lovely beach front property. And since I know for a fact you don’t have nuclear weapons, there isn’t a damn thing you can do about it.”

“You wouldn’t dare!” Yuri hissed.

“Wouldn’t I?” Martin said. “For someone who was banging me for almost two years, you didn’t learn a whole lot about me Yuri. As much as you like to think otherwise.”

“You would destroy millions of humans Martin.” Yuri snapped.

“I wouldn’t.” Martin spoke. “You would. Just think how it will go over with the humans when they discover you are a vampire and allowed millions of them to die because you don’t like me. Just think how it will sound when they discover that we… vampires and werewolves… have been at war for the better part of three millenia right under their noses. And for those who know what you are and work with you… fuck them. They deserve death.”

“Do you think me a fool?” Yuri said. “You will be consolidating your power, growing stronger.”

“As will you.” Martin said. “I have almost three million elves that now look to me for leadership. They were suppose to help mankind pull itself from the ashes, that is what Walter created them for. You twisted that Yuri and you turned them into slaves. Just as your kind made my people slaves so long ago. You twisted that and humans began to think they could take from them whatever they wanted. That ends today. I’m not strong enough to stop you completely… but one day I will be. And when that day comes… I’ll find you… and it will be me who rips the heart out of your chest. And then I’ll eat it while you watch you blood sucking vampire bitch. We are done talking… agree to my terms or I’ll launch right now and let the chips fall where they may.”

Yuri glared at him in the monitor. “Very well Martin Leonidas.” Yuri spoke. “You truly are the descendant of that hated man, for the Martin Hunter I knew would never have sacraficed so many.”

“Like I said Yuri. You don’t know me as well as you thought you did.” Martin spoke. “Don’t break the agreement Yuri… for if you do… I’ll bring fire down on you the likes of which your kind has never seen before. And I’ll finish the job my ancestor started.”

Martin punched the communications panel and the monitor went completely dark, plunging the room into silence. No one moved… no one spoke as Martin stood there, his head lowered.

“My King?” Theron finally spoke softly.

“This is bigger than just us.” Martin spoke softly. “This is bigger than we can imagine. There is far more to the hatred between our peoples than we know Theron.”

“What do you mean sire?”

Martin shook his head. “I don’t know.” Dysea sat in her chair small tears running down her cheeks at the words he had spoken. Anja and Aricia held her hands tightly. They watched him turn back to the table and touch the COM panel. “Master Chief?”

“I’m here Skipper.”

“Proceed to the rendevous coordinates. You have your load out?”

“Roger Skipper. They weren’t too happy about it, but they finally saw the light.” Tony’s voice replied.

“Very well… I’ll meet you there.” Martin switched channels on the panel. “General Vengal? War Master Tareif?”

“We are here sire?” Vengal’s voice came over the intercom.

“Gentlemen… please inform this asshole Ambrose character he has exactly three days to free every slave, human or elf, within the city limits of Las Vegas and get out of our territory or I will personally come down there and rip his balls out through his nose. Your forces are in position?” Martin said.

“I am just finishing inspecting my lines sire.” Tareif answered. “I wanted to insure Aihola was recovering before I departed Eden.”

“Our combined forces are in position sire.” Vengal answered. “Once Tareif gets to his jump off point… we will be ready. If he does not meet with our requirements we will begin with our missile launchers and artillery and work our way into the center firing zone we have established. After that… we will send in our light armor and infantry with Raptor air support.”

“Good… stick with the plan we worked out Vengal. I don’t believe Tareif disagrees.” Martin said.

“On the contrary sire, it is a most impressive plan.” Tareif’s voice answered.

“I want Ambrose alive gentlemen.” Martin spoke. “If at all possible I want that slave trading perverted fucker alive.”

“We understand sire.”

“Contact me if you need anything else. Leonidas out.” Martin pressed the button on the panel and looked at it for a long moment, realizing he had just used the name Leonidas to refer to himself. Walter and Theorn had small smiles on their faces.

Martin finally looked up and met their eyes. “I’ve bought us a year. Maybe eighteen months.” He spoke softly. “After that… all bets are off.”

“Sire…”

Martin held up his hand. “I know what I am.” He spoke moving around the table toward Aricia. “I accept everything you have told me, it’s hard to deny it with what I feel running in my blood. It’s a gift… a gift I intend to use as my ancestor did.” He stopped behind where Aricia sat. “Let’s get one thing straight before this goes any further. I am not the King you both knew. I have his blood in my veins, I don’t doubt that, I revel in it actually. And in many ways I feel we are alike, but I am not him. I will do things how I see fit to do them, not according to dogmatic views of others far older than me, or what the two of you tell me Leonidas himself would have done. I will listen to your cousel, and most of the time I will probably take it, but there will be times I won’t.”

Theron rolled his eyes. “You are already more like him than you think.” He spoke softly, elliciting smiles from those in the room. “He was just as obstinate as it appears you are.”

Martin grinned. “One week. We’ll leave in one week, and return to Sparta. That will give me enough time to set things in motion here and to share my plans with those that need to know.”

“And Yuri?” Theron asked.

“Yuri will not break the agreement she has made.” Martin spoke.

“How do you know that sire?” Thr’won asked. “She has been a thorn in our side for centuries.”

Martin nodded. “Yes I’m sure she has. She also isn’t stupid. She knows full well I will do exactly as I say I will. She learned enough about me in those two years to know that.”

“You… you don’t have these nuclear weapons do you?” Walter asked.

Martin met his eyes. “Yes I do.” He replied. “And I will use them if I have too, make no mistake about that.”

“There is something else you aren’t telling us sire.” Theron said getting to his feet.

Martin nodded. “It is not something that is either important or relevent at this moment. One week gentlemen. I have some things to do before we leave, and I need to get started on them.”

Martin turned and headed out of the room leaving them sitting at the table.

“How can he be so sure she won’t break the agreement?” Thr’won asked. “She’s a vampire Priestess.”

Theron was looking at Anja intently as she toyed with the coffee mug in her hand. “He’s sure.” She said getting to her feet with Dysea and Aricia. All of them with a smile on their faces. “She’s in love with him.”

This pronouncment caused Thr’won, Walter and Theorn to look at her as if she was mad. She smiled as the three of them followed Martin out of the room. Walter looked at Theorn. “Is she serious?” He asked. “Were you able to detect anything from them?”

“I...” Theorn began to speak.

“No he wasn’t.” Anja’s voice replied to the question, causing them to look back at the door.

Anja stood there with Dysea and Aricia on either side of her, all of their faces very stern looking and not quite friendly.

“I will say this once… and only once.” Anja spoke. “Our surface thoughts are open for anyone to sense, that is part of being telepathic it seems. However… beyond that… our thoughts… and those of the man the three of us love, belong to us. Do what you just attempted again Theorn… and you will spend the remainder of your days in a coma from which you will never wake up. Do I make myself clear?”

Theron met her jade green eyes. “As you order my Queen.”

“Then we will not speak about this again.” Anja said and the three of them turned and left the room again.

Thr’won turned to look at him. “Theron?” She gasped.

“I… I tryed to probe them.” He spoke taking deep breaths. “I will not attempt that ever again I assure you.”

“I told you!” Thr’won hissed. “I told you they have more power than anything we have ever seen! And now that Aricia has joined that connection it is even stronger.”

“Yes I’m well aware of that now.” Theorn said. “I won’t question your counsel again old friend. I…” Theron felt the gentle tapping on his mental shields, and with great care he lowered them expecting the worst.

Theron? Anja’s voice came to him soft and gentle.

My… My Queen? He noticed that it was just the two of them in the connection, and Anja had erected very strong barriers around them.

This is all very new to us Theron. She spoke. I do not wish to be enemies, it seems we have enough of those already. We will share anything you like unless it invades our privacy. All you need do is ask. You must understand however, that we are not like what you are used to, and we will protect each other, lethally if we have too.

I’m beginning to see that my Queen. 

We want to learn all we can Theron. About our people. Our history. Dysea and myself especially. They are our people now aren’t they?

Theron smiled. Indeed they are My Queen.

We lack the education that Aricia has in that respect. Will you help us?

Theron felt a surge of pride in his chest. It would be a distinct honor Milady.

Would you establish a regime of schooling for Dysea and I when we get to Sparta? We will do whatever you feel is necessary. If we are to understand our roles, we need to understand who we are.

That is something I would be glad to do Milady. I thank you for your trust in me. He said.

Martin trusts you Theorn. And if he trusts you… then we trust you as well. Anja spoke.

Theron nodded. That statement means more to me than you know My Queen. I will begin establishing a schooling regime today using the data banks in our ship. It will give you a small sample of what to expect when you reach Sparta.

Thank you Theron. I will see you when we return.

Theorn blinked and the conection was gone. He looked at Walter and Thr’won slowly, a smile spreading across his face. “My friends we have work to do.”

