CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
NEW MIAMI
Two days later


The body of the Alliance communications officer slammed against the wall with a resounding crunch as his back snapped and popped in several locations. His body slid to the floor, his eyes open in death, blood leaking from between his lips.


“I will kill that vile fucking werewolf bastard!” Yuri screamed as she stepped back from the body of the communications operator. “I will peel the skin from his bones and drink his blood as it spills to the floor! Then I will heal him, and do it all over again, and I will continue to do it until he is begging me for death!”


“That is not something I think he will do.” The Colonel spoke from behind her. 


Yuri whirled on him. “Do not anger me Robert! You are not above my wrath!”


“I’m also the only one who can get your vampire blood to sizzling.” He spoke. “Kill me… but I’ll be hard to replace.”


“You think very highly of your skills Robert!” Yuri spoke, her eyes still smoldering orbs of red, “Perhaps too highly.”

The Colonel shrugged. “I just listen to the sounds you make when I’m pile driving your tight ass. They’re quite delightful. Unless of course you are just faking them, in which case you can just kill me now. That would be too much for my ego to take.”


Yuri glared at him, the three others in the room gawking as if the Colonel had lost his mind. No one had ever talked to her that way, and survived anyway. Yuri eyes began to relax and they returned to her normal dark color as a smile crossed her face. “Ah Robert… you do know how to defuse a situation.” She spoke with a gentler tone now. 


“I have the preliminary reports, but you have to promise not to kill any more officers.” He said. “You’re killing vampires that take time and effort to train Yuri. I’ll bring in some elf slaves if you feel the need to kill something, just not our officer corp.”


“Very well,” She spoke. “I believe I have vented most of my anger, for now.” She moved to the table and settled into the chair.

“Well it ain’t good, I’ll warn you before hand.” The Colonel spoke. He touched the panel on the table and the monitor on the wall came to life. It showed the twisted remains of what was once a large super oil platform twenty miles off the coast of Florida. “It was a clean nuke like he said, no radiation, but there’s nothing left to even set down with a transport. I have one of our coastal patrol boats enroute, but they won’t find anything.”


“What about the training facility and students?” Yuri asked, her anger still there but simmering now.  


“Totally destroyed,” He adjusted the picture and what appeared was an aerial view of a large crater in the ground and everything within half a mile it seemed was flattened and scorched. No buildings were left standing, and no vegetation lived.


“What are the losses?” She asked.


“Six thousand four hundred at the school; twenty-two hundred at the oil platform,” Robert Moran replied. “None of them have families so they won’t be missed.”


“The oil will!” Yuri snapped.


Moran nodded. “We can make it up from other facilities until the other platforms come online.”


“And when is that?” Yuri asked.


“The second of the super platforms is scheduled to begin production in three months.” The new voice spoke.


Yuri and Moran turned to see Deval walk into the room, several data pads in his hand.


“Perhaps Minister you could explain to me how they got a nuclear weapon onto our platform?” Yuri spoke taking the glass of deep red liquid that Moran handed to her.


“Our security was top of the line Mistress.” Deval spoke as he settled into the chair and took the second glass Moran offered. “In truth I do not know.”


“Hunter and his bunch were Navy SEALs, remember that.” Moran spoke. “They could take down oil platforms like ours in their sleep. Not to mention that wolves would not register on any of our motion sensors or infra red scanner. They were all tuned to human and elf signatures. Somehow they got on the platform and disabled the security console in the lower level before setting the nuke.”


“So you are saying they swam there, changed into wolves to board so they wouldn’t set off the sensors, made their way to the control room, disabled the security systems and then got off without being seen?” Deval asked skeptically.


Moran nodded. “That’s exactly what I’m saying. You forget Minister… I was around back when Hunter and his team were the crème de la crème, before the comet. They never failed to accomplish a mission. Not one. They could swim the twenty miles to the platform, set the nuke and be back in time for dinner.”


“We can dispense with the name Hunter as well.” Yuri spoke. “He obviously knows who he is, and the fact that Wallace was able to get off the station in time means that he knows who Martin is. Wallace would never have left that station for us if Martin had not ordered him too.”


“Why not simply launch a full scale invasion of the elf territories now?” Deval asked. “We are bound to run across the city he is supposedly building.”


“If only it were that simple.” Yuri spoke.


“What do you mean?”


“He will do exactly as he said he would Deval.” Yuri replied as she sipped the glass of blood. She looked at Moran. “This is excellent Robert, thank you.” Yuri stood up and went to the window. “No… Martin Leonidas will most definitely launch the missiles he says he has. And in the process he will kill thousands of our kind, and if he wipes out thousands of civilians to do it, it will not matter to him.”

“Let’s pull our people out of the cities then.” Deval spoke. “Establish the schools elsewhere away from the population centers.”


“It won’t matter.” Yuri said softly.


“Why not?”


“Robert, would you be so kind as to explain to Deval what I’m talking about?” Yuri said.


Moran looked at Deval. “Radiation,” He said. “Specifically Neutron radiation, the same type of radiation found in most of the atomic weapons of the late 21st century. This type of radiation will kill one of us almost instantly. Next to the sun… it is the deadliest weapon that can be used against us, because in effect the sun is a neutron radiation generator. It can lay dormant in the soil, on vegetation, sometimes even in enclosed spaces with no air circulation. Enough molecules of it will dissolve us from the inside out within seconds, even decades later.”


“And Hunter knows this?” Deval asked.


“His name is not Hunter.” Yuri spoke. “His name is Leonidas.”


Moran nodded. “He knows… that is why he threatened to launch the missiles.”


“Do we know if he really has these weapons?” Deval asked. “I was under the impression that nuclear power, with the exception of our reactors, was destroyed long ago.”


“The weapons were; those that were left here on the planet after the comet.” Yuri answered. “Our people destroyed them worldwide.”


“Then how did Hunter… how did Leonidas get them?” Deval asked.


“EDEN.” Yuri replied quickly. “They had a stockpile of five 2 kiloton tactical nuclear weapons, and exactly twenty-two RNEP or Robust Nuclear Earth Penetrators. At the time it was the most advanced nuclear missile in the world. It would appear it still is.” She spoke dryly. “He must have brought them with him when he returned to earth.”


“So they are at this city of his then?” Deval asked.


Yuri laughed. “Minister Deval we are not getting through to you. Do you think the descendant of Leonidas would store such weapons within the city he is building? Do you think him such a fool?”


“Forgive me Mistress.” Deval spoke. “It has been several hundred years since I studied my scrolls.”

Yuri shook her head. “No… he has these weapons and they are stored somewhere in the area he has told us we can not go.”


“That’s a big area Yuri.” Moran answered. “And we got word of a massive troop movement of elves and humans headed for Las Vegas two days ago, right after the attacks. Ambrose is screaming for help.”

“Let him scream.” Yuri spat. “I loathe that fool. Whoever turned him should be shot.”


“Well… do we still support Telan’s father? Telan has gone underground, and his father is claiming he has gone rogue. He’s basically tossed him to the wolves. Martin will find him… and I doubt he’ll live very long after he does.”

“If it does not put us a risk...yes,” Yuri answered. “Telan’s father might still be of use.” 

“If the agents we still have in the area are right, Ambrose won’t stand a chance. Martin has MLRS support, artillery, air support, and a whole hell of a lot of elves.” Moran spoke.


“You think highly of the elves Robert.” Yuri said. “Why is that?”


“I think highly of any enemy that is well trained and fearless.” Moran replied. “You forget Yuri… Walter made the elves, and Walter is a Spartan first and foremost. All of them have that sense of duty and honor ingrained in them. And it appears Martin has at least for now, united the High Elves and the Wood Elves even with our efforts against him. That gives him a sizeable force right out of the gate.”


Yuri nodded. “Indeed it does.” She agreed. “Our equipment is superior though, and our people are far stronger than any single elf.”


Moran nodded. “I’m just saying we shouldn’t underestimate them. And if he has taken on the role of Elf High King… it makes them that much more dangerous.” 


Yuri stepped up to him, drawing her hand across his chest seductively. “Robert… you impress me more and more.” She spoke, “And not just with the size of your cock.”


Moran smiled and shrugged his shoulders. “I do try.”


“Are we to do nothing?” Deval asked.


Yuri returned to the chair she had occupied earlier. “Direct all our immediate resources to repairing the systems on EDEN and finding a Class Five Nuclear Reactor. If we have that station and its weapons grid we can nullify Martin’s missile threat. EDEN had a very powerful automatic laser cannon array, and if we can repair it that solves our problem.”


“I assume it won’t work without the reactor?” Moran asked.


“Unfortunately no. We can repair many if not all of the major systems, but the weapons grid and productions facilities need the reactor.” Yuri spoke. “Reach out to our people across the planet and have them begin to search every known location of a nuclear reactor, every missile factory, every power plant. There has to be one out there somewhere.”

“What about Ambrose?” Moran asked.


Yuri looked at him. “Fuck him!”

LAS VEGAS


The place once known as the City of Sin was now a smoking ruin. What the passing of the comet had not destroyed nearly five hundred years earlier, the might of elves and men had obliterated in only two days. There was not single building standing above three stories. All of the once grand hotels that housed the Alliance slave traders and other wealthy buyers of slavers from across the world were shattered remains. General Vengal and War Master Tareif had walked their artillery fire in from three different directions while an entire squadron of Raptors under Ben’s command flew close air support for an entire day, emptying their full payloads upon the city and then returning to reload. The combined bombardment from the MLRS batteries and the self propelled 200mm cannons under the command of the two elf Generals was devastating to say the least.


The gang members and slaver mercenaries within the city limits numbered close to ten thousand, the slaves, elf and human alike and the civilians closer to thirty. The night prior to the attack beginning a force of a thousand elves and humans, hand picked and trained by the remaining Shifters under Martin had infiltrated the city. For seven hours, this force had one task. Bring out any who did not want to die, and every slave they could find. The tunnels and sewers that Danny and Radama had used only the month before were filled to over flowing with those that escaped.


The slavers for the most part did not think Martin would attack, or at the very least thought the Alliance would send help. They were wrong. Almost to a man, none of them had ever been on the receiving end of heavy artillery fire, the constant boom of the explosions, the whistling of shrapnel as it whizzed through the air, the shaking of the earth beneath their feet, vibrating through their bones. To the untried or untested one hour of this maddening pounding was bearable, two hours brought forth the fear, after three hours you found yourself going mad, and after four hours of constant shelling, you were mind numb, and therefore very dead.


When the shelling ceased in the early morning hours of the second day, the slavers and mercenaries who had survived rose up out of their holes, their faces slackened by fear and the constant threat of death, only to see the equivalent of two divisions of troops, elf and human, spearheaded by Scorpion Tanks advancing on the city.


Many threw down their weapons and surrendered in the face of such force, walking toward the lines of troops and tanks with their hands held high.


They were shot where they stood.


The order had gone out already; direct from Martin’s lips. Direct from the mouth of their High King. Surrender terms had been offered long ago and refused. It would not be offered again. There were no prisoners taken.


What had been the talk of the encampment from the troops since the beginnings of the battle were the actions of Martin and his Spartan Royal Guard. Word had spread that these strange men and women in black body armor with flowing crimson cloaks were Martin’s people, and that he was their King as well, which made Dysea and Anja and the exotic looking female their Queens. The elves also learned that they were descended from these same people, for they were who the Holy One used as templates for the elves. And the Spartans treated the elves with respect and honor, and even had a female elf among their ranks. Martin and these Spartans did not sit in the rear when the ground troops advanced. They were on the front line, elves and humans to their flanks as they advanced across the blackened landscape to commence the final clearing of the city. There were brief but vicious firefights, the slavers and mercenaries realizing that they were not being allowed to surrender, fighting to the death. They had no other recourse.

Street to street, destroyed building to destroyed building, the battle raged for eight hours, pockets of weapons fire, and the often chainsaw like sound of the Spartan P190s echoing across the devastated city.

After eight hours the city fell silent, the silence broken only by the occasional gunshot that ended the life of some would be mercenary or slaver.


Tarifa and Aihola stood with Lynwe and Anja outside the large tent that was being used as the trauma center for the injured. There were not many elves or humans who crossed through the tent flaps, and most of Anja’s work had been on the slaves and humans freed from Las Vegas. Anja’s two Spartan guards stood ever alert close by, always within arm’s reach of her, while Tarifa and Aihola had a mix of Drow and High Elf security, all equally alert and intent on the protection of their Queens.


Tarifa and Aihola were dusty, their uniforms stained with soot. They had been among the first to enter the city, albeit under heavy guard. A group of slavers had come running around a corner and were cut down before Tarifa and Aihola had a chance to even raise their weapons. They had looked at each other knowingly and allowed the rest of the troops to form and move around them; while they drifted back out of they battle. Tarifa did not doubt that her father had ordered the Dragoons to protect her and Aihola at any cost.

They all turned when the Raptor swooped in low over the tent, and flared once before settling to the ground. Tarifa looked at Anja.

“This will be the three Kings and their entourages.” She spoke quickly. “My mother and grandmother were able to contact them via messenger. They initially refused to come, not believing that the High King had returned.”

Anja looked at her. “What made them change their minds?”


Tarifa smiled. “I had my mother tell them that if they didn’t, whatever support they received from my people would stop immediately, and I would send my father to negotiate a new trade agreement.” Tarifa looked at Aihola and chuckled. “It is well known that my father hates politicians and his only form of negotiation is from the barrel of a weapon.”


Anja couldn’t help but smile herself and she shook her head. “I see why Martin was first attracted to you Tarifa.” She said. “You have audacity.” 

Tarifa looked at her, reaching out to take her hand. “Anja… you have Martin’s heart and soul now; You, Dysea and this Spartan woman. Do not doubt that.”


 Anja nodded and squeezed her hand in return. “I know that… but it does not mean I can’t appreciate a woman who is now like a sister to him; a woman with brains and courage.” She said.

Tarifa smiled. “I see that Dysea’s constant influence has improved your speech, as it did Martin’s.”


Anja laughed and nodded her head. “I suppose it has.” She replied.


They turned as the group of Dragoons escorted the entourage of elves over to where they stood. Anja knew right away who the Kings were; they carried themselves with an arrogance that she had not seen in Tarifa or Dysea. She also knew right away Martin would not approve of them. She saw Tarifa stiffen in the growing light, noticing their behavior as well.

“Tarifa what is the meaning of this!” The closest King began before they had come to a complete stop. He was of medium height and with long dark hair, gray just touching his temples.


Anja saw that the other two Kings were going to allow this one to be the spokesperson, as they appeared younger in age. There were a dozen members of their respective entourages, all of them with an air of superiority that Anja found distasteful.


“You threaten to unleash your father on us! Threaten to end decades of established trade agreements. You demand we come here to see this supposed High King!” The elf continued. “I do not respond well to threats young Queen of the High Elves. And now I see you stand beside a Drow as well! I should have known their vile kind would be involved in all this! You…”


Aihola held up her hand quickly, stopping Lynwe from stomping on the smaller elf King. “No Lynwe.” She spoke softly. “Words are needed here, not violence.”


“He demeans you Aihola, in front of others!” Lynwe snapped. “I would have his head for such statements.”


Aihola looked at her, “Perhaps later my friend.” She spoke with a smile. The elf Kings and their entourages heard this, as well as the chuckles of the other Drow and the Dragoons all around them.


“Do you consort with the enemy now Tarifa of the High Elves.” The first King spoke again.


“My mother always told me you were arrogant Thresian, you only reinforce her words. Now shut up you blithering idiot!” Tarifa barked. “You stand in the presence of one of the High Queens you fool! Quiet your foul tongue or I will have it removed!”


The elf glared at her. “How dare you speak to me in such a way! Your people may be more powerful than mine Tarifa, but you have no right to speak to me this way. Where is this Queen you speak of? Where is this supposed High King?”


Tarifa glanced over at Anja, who by now had leaned up against the pole of the tent entrance with an amused expression on her face, her arms folded across her chest. She raised her hand and waved.


“Hi there,” Anja spoke. “I guess that would be me.”

Thresian turned back to Tarifa with a look of horror on his face. “What blasphemy is this Tarifa? She is… she is a human. You consort with humans and Drow Tarifa? I expected so much more from you when you made your play for power. Do you think I am a fool?”


“Actually… yes I do.” Tarifa spoke, turning to Aihola and taking her hand. “This is Aihola of the Family Anatyla, she is my friend, my confidant and my lover you moron, and a far better lover than I expect you will ever be for a female considering your pompous self righteousness. She is also the Queen of the Drow, and you will speak to her with the same respect you speak to me, or I will allow Lynwe to do what it is she so desires to do for your attitude and words towards her Queen.”


Thresian’s eyes were wide as Tarifa finished speaking. “The… the Drow have not had a Queen for over a hundred years!” He gasped. “There… there are barely any that remain.”


Aihola smiled sweetly, but her amber eyes burned. “We escaped from the Alliance some time ago, fully three hundred strong. And the word is already going out that the Drow once more live, and as my mother bore the role of Queen before her death, I will do so now, as my High King has directed me.” She spoke in an even voice, the calm of her tone betraying the anger in her eyes. “As for my relationship with Tarifa…” She turned to look at her and with a fierceness that shocked the Kings and their entourage they kissed passionately for a brief moment. Then Aihola turned back to Thresian. “That is our business… though I do tend to agree with her assessment of you. I pity your mate if you have one.”

“I will not stand here and listen to these insults!” Thresian bellowed. “I will…”


“Sit down and shut the fuck up! Or I’ll have you shot.” The deep voice spoke from behind them.


The Kings and their entourages spun around and the intake of breath was audible in the still air. Martin stood in backdrop of the sun gathering over his shoulder as it climbed into the sky. His body armor was dusty and sweaty, blood staining his face where a piece of shrapnel from a grenade had nicked his cheek. He supported Ealin under one shoulder, who was limping severely. Dysea and the exotic looking beauty walked beside him on one side, while almost twenty of the strange humans in black body armor and crimson cloaks were alertly spread out. One of them supported Ealin under his other arm, and he was carrying both their weapons.


Anja saw this and came forward quickly calling for a medic from within the tent, “Ealin.” She spoke his name. Two of her medics appeared almost magically carrying a stretcher.

Anja pulled the stretcher over to where he was as the human and an elf held it steady. Ealin grinned as he sat down on the stretcher. “I zigged when I should have zagged my Queen.” He spoke with a grin.

“Perhaps next time Ealin my friend,” Andreus spoke as he handed him his weapon. There was a great deal of humor in his voice. “You will heed my warning to fucking duck.”

Ealin laughed as well and nodded his head. “Yes I will Andreus! Yes I will.”


Anja looked at the elf who had brought the stretcher out. “Take him to table four. Tell Oplea it appears to be a lower fracture with small lacerations. She will know what to do.”


The elf nodded and they began carrying Ealin into the tent. Anja turned to Martin, who lowered his head next to her neck and inhaled deeply. Anja’s eyes closed in dreaminess as he nuzzled her neck.


“Hi.” He spoke into her ear in a whisper.


Anja got control of her senses and looked at him. She saw the small cut on his cheek. “The same grenade?” She asked.


Martin shrugged. “It was a powerful grenade.” He replied as low laughter could be heard among the elves and Spartans with him.


Anja nodded. “Uh-uh.” She spoke. “Did Andreus tell you to duck as well?”


“In much stronger terms my Queen.” Andreus said with a smile.


Anja laughed. “I bet.” She turned his face to either side and then stepped back from him. “You’ll live. And I’ll let you bleed for a while longer as punishment for being so reckless.”


Anja kissed him quickly before moving to where Dysea and Aricia stood and stepping between them as they leaned over to nuzzle her in the same fashion Martin had.


Andreus felt movement to his left and turned his head to see his second step close to him. “Captain?” he whispered.

“Speak your mind Dekton.” Andreus said equally in a whisper.


“These are our Queens Andreus?”


“They are.”


The young Spartan smiled. “Your sister and the she elf fight like demons, and the flame haired one carries the attitude of a Pureblood Spartan woman.”


Andreus smiled. “Amazing isn’t it.” He said.


“It is the work of the gods if you ask me.” Dekton said.


“You may be right my friend. You may be right.”


Martin turned to look at Tarifa and Aihola with a smile. He stepped up to them, taking Tarifa’s hand as he lowered his head to touch Aihola’s forehead. “It is good to see you on your feet again Little Drow.” He spoke softly.


“I have you to thank for that my King.” Aihola replied.


Martin shook his head. “I believe that honor goes to Tarifa. But I’ll gladly take the credit if she doesn’t.” He joked.


Tarifa and Aihola laughed softly as did Lynwe and the others nearby. Martin turned and looked at Thresian and the others. “These are…”


Tarifa nodded, “King Thresian of the Northern Elves; King Anotan of the Moon Elves and King Knon of the Cave Elves.” She spoke, “Just as you requested sire.”

Martin looked at her. “Tarifa… I have told you…” He saw the set of her jaw and shook his head. “Jeez… elf women are just as stubborn as human women.” He muttered causing Tarifa and Aihola to smirk at him. He turned back to the three Kings. “Did you bring your little gizmos?” He asked, “The DNA encoders?” Three elves stepped forward and handed them to their respective Kings. Martin waved them forward. “Come on, before I bleed out all over the ground.”


The three Kings just stood there in silence. Martin held out his hand to Knon who was closest to him. The elf King handed him the encoder and Martin brought it to his face to dab the narrow end against his bloody cheek. He handed it back and did the same with the other two before wiping his cheek free of the old blood. He took a small spray bottle from a pouch on his belt and squirted it onto his cheek. The three Kings stood there in shock as the skin immediately closed the small wound right before their eyes.


Martin looked at them. “Ok… what’s the verdict?” He asked.

The three elf Kings stood shoulder to shoulder now as they activated their individual DNA encoders. The small boxy devices narrowed at one end and held the sample of the Elf High King DNA in the broader portion. There were three lights on the device and in seconds they were all blinking green. This caused the faces of the three Elf Kings to look up at Martin their eyes wide.


“You… you are…” Thresian stammered.


“The High King,” Anotan spoke in awe.


Martin shook his head. “Shit… I was hoping maybe that wasn’t the case.”


Dysea stepped up to him and slugged him in the arm. “Nauta Melme stop it!” She scolded him.


Thresian turned his head to look at Anja, who was standing next to Aricia, their bodies touching. He was the first to drop to one knee, his arrogance completely gone. The others quickly followed suit. “Forgive me my Queen! My King! I… I…” He nearly shouted.

“Are a King of elves, so get off your damn knees man!” Martin snapped. “All of you!”


Their heads came up at his words, and they quickly regained their feet looking at him. “Sire… you… you are the Elf High King!” Thresian stammered. “There can be no mistake. You lead us all. We must submit to your will. We…”


“Will continue to lead your people as you have all these years,” Martin interrupted him. “You will find I am not what many of you expected. I will not dictate to you what to do, or how to do it. You have led your respective people for a reason. They thought you wise enough to lead them. I have no intention of changing that. My only goal is to unite the elves under one banner, and to free them of slavery across this planet. We have started that here, and I wish you to join with us. The High Elves, The Wood Elves, the Drow… you are all one people, though differences you may have.”


“Sire… you are not elf.” Knon spoke. 


Martin shook his head. “No… would you like me to stretch my ears? I always wondered what I would look like.” He said with a smile.


The expression on his face caused all three Kings to burst out laughing. They did not see Martin extend his hand behind him, nor did they see Andreus drop the collapsible titanium spear into his palm.


“The man you know as the Holy One… he used my DNA to create the Elf High King. Like you… I am not completely human. And like you I abhor the slavery the Alliance has brought to this planet.” Martin said. “I intend to begin changing that… and this city was the first step. What I want is your help. Your peoples may not be large in number, but you are elves, and that is what matters.”


Anotan nodded and bowed his head. “My people are yours to command sire.”


“As are mine.” Thresian spoke.


“Mine as well.” Knon spoke last.


Martin smiled. “You will command them… as you do now. We’ll just be more of a family.” He said. “There is one thing you should know about me up front though.”


“Sire?” Thresian asked. “What is that?”


Martin held up his hand and depressed the trigger for the spear. In the blink of an eye the matte black shaft extended to its full eight feet and the titanium shone in the rising sunlight. The eyes of the three elf Kings went wide at this and they stepped back.


Martin looked at them, his eyes now yellow orbs, and his teeth in full extension. “I fucking hate vampires!” He growled.


Martin took one step and plunged the spear through the chest of Thresian’s chief aid, blood exploding out the back of the elf as the spear head burst from his flesh covered in gore and skin, his eyes going wide. However his eyes were no longer the eyes of an elf, but the eyes of a vampire, dark and unfeeling. His mouth opened to scream and his fangs were clearly visible. 


Martin stepped up to the dying vampire, his skin beginning to smoke as the sun grew higher. “How’s that feel blood sucker!” Martin growled, twisting the spear viciously in his hand. “Bet you didn’t think the sun would hurt you uhu? Your masters forgot to tell you that it only works if you are not injured. Your kind really is stupid as rocks!”


Martin ripped the spear from the vampire, more blood and gore splashing on the ground as it pulled flesh and parts of internal organs out the way it had gone in. The vampire elf staggered back, holding his chest, his entire body beginning to smoke now. A small fire burst out on his arm and he began to scream in a higher pitch.


“Andreus!” Martin spoke.


“Sire?”


Martin looked at the bloody spear with a vicious smile. “I like this thing. I want one!” He said. Andreus couldn’t help the smile that crossed his face.


“I believe we can arrange that Milord.” He replied.


“Good. Now shoot that blood sucking shit bird and stop his screaming.” Martin growled.


Andreus stepped forward, his P190 coming up in a smooth fast motion and he fired a perfect three round burst into the head of the vampire, his peeling facial skin and head exploding from the force of the bullets. In seconds all that remained of him was decayed flesh and exposed bone.


No one in the entourage moved as the Spartans, Dragoons and other elves pressed closer.


Martin looked at them. “Gentlemen… welcome to the real world.” He spoke.

EDEN (Formerly Junction City)

Julie felt the sun rising, casting warmth through the window as she allowed her fingers to slowly caress the smooth fleshy surface of the appendage currently laying across her chest, the tip just touching the nipple of her left breast. The appendage was tapered at the end, no larger in circumference than a nickel, but it quickly expanded to nearly five inches in circumference and was smooth and warm to the touch and charcoal gray in color. The appendage extended down between her breasts, across her flat stomach and out of sight under the sheets. Julie snuggled back against the hard and very warm body, relishing in the feel of the skin against hers. Her hand wrapped tightly around the appendage as she shifted, not wanting to release it from touching her skin.

“Don’t do that.” Tari’s voice echoed in her ear as he shifted and put his lips next to her ear.


Julie smiled. “Why?”


“Because it tickles,” His raspy voice told her, as his tongue flicked out to tickle her ear. 


“It didn’t seem to bother you last night.” She told him, basking in the attention his tongue was giving her.


“Well… it was involved in much more pleasant activities at the time.” He answered.


Julie watched as the appendage slid down her chest and out of sight under the thin sheet. “Tari… don’t you dare.” She spoke.


“You didn’t complain last night.” He told her in her ear.


Julie’s eyes closed in bliss as the appendage gently caressed her pleasantly sore pussy and her thighs quivered. With a burst of strength, she rolled over on top of him quickly, spreading her body out on top of his lean muscular form. She covered his lips with her own and kissed him deeply, her tongue dancing across his lips and tangling with his as his arms slid around her waist.


“You are a bad man.” Julie whispered to him with a smile when she broke the kiss.


“Is that a good thing, or a bad thing?” He asked with a grin, his amber eyes bright and clear.


“As far as I’m concerned that’s a very good thing.” Julie answered.


And Julie meant that in every sense of the word, as the memories of last night flooded into her mind.
(Eight hours earlier)

Julie had asked Martin if she and Tari could skip the operation in Las Vegas as a personal favor to her. It was a silly request, as she knew Martin had already excluded her from the attack plan. They had been together since childhood, and while their skin color was different, Martin knew what she wanted and needed almost like a brother would, and had removed her from the plan even before she thought to ask.


Julie had been attracted to Tari since the first day they had come to Eden. He was tall, lean and muscular, just as she liked her men. His white hair and amber eyes caused her knees to go weak every time she found his eyes on her. The interest was there, that she had no doubts of, but he had always held back, never letting it advance to the point of physical contact. It was almost like it frightened him. Julie knew she wanted him, and it appeared she would have to be the one to initiate that. She had come to his apartment in Eden the night before with a bottle of wine, feeling silly. This was supposed to be the man’s job, not the woman’s, yet Tari had a pull on her that Julie had never felt before. She assumed he was just unfamiliar with the dating practice and did not know how to proceed.


His apartment was on the fourth floor of one of the new buildings in downtown Eden, and as she reached up to knock on the door, she discovered it was open a crack already. Tari was a Drow elf, and half vampire at that, and more than capable of taking care of himself. Julie had pushed the door open and entered the apartment, closing and locking the door behind her. The wolf in her was on the hunt, and she had no intention of leaving until she got what she wanted. His apartment was sparsely furnished, yet large. There were several holo photos of Aihola his sister, but not much else. She could hear the water running in the bathroom and with a sly seductive grin; Julie began stripping her clothes off as she ascended the stairs. She caught his scent then, the smell of rum and spice, and it tickled her nostrils, causing sweet sensations to ripple through her already aroused pussy.

Julie stalked down the short corridor, seeing the light coming from the bathroom. She didn’t look into the dark bedroom as she passed and made her way to the open door, easing her head around the corner and seeing Tari standing in the steam of the shower. His lower body was obscured from view, but his hands were extended up on the wall, displaying his powerful back, and also the jagged scars that crisscrossed his skin. Julie had never seen these before and she winced, trying to imagine the pain they had caused. His white hair was shoulder length and plastered to his head but pulled back over his elf ears. Julie moved into the doorway and leaned against it striking a sexy pose as she saw him make to come out of the shower.

Tari stepped from the shower then and looked up, his amber eyes going wide at seeing her there. Julie’s eyes were even wider though as she looked at him. The charcoal gray tail extended out from his tailbone nearly six feet in length and five inches around, tapering to the size of a nickel at the end. It danced through the air with a life of its own it seemed, the smooth flashy surface wet and glistening with water. Her eyes dropped to his crotch and she saw a very well endowed ten inches of Tari. His cockhead was large and normal, but the base of his cock was thicker and wider than the rest of him, almost as if it was an animal’s cock.


“GET OUT!” His voice screamed, shocking her out of her trance like state, her dark eyes going back to his amber ones. Amber eyes that now held fury she had seen in only one other set of eyes before. Martin had killed twenty-three men that night in a fit of rage unlike anything she had ever seen over the loss of one of their own.


Julie bolted from the bathroom; tears bursting from her eyes as she ran down the hallway, attempting to pick up her clothes as she dashed for the door. She made it down the stairs to the door and had it open before he somehow caught her. His palm hit the door, slamming it shut and she felt his hands grab her shoulders sending tingles down her arms and spine.

“Don’t go!” His voice came out in a hoarse whisper next to her ear. “Please… please don’t go.”


“God… what did… what did they do to you?” Julie sobbed as she leaned against the door.


“Julie… Julie I… I want you to look at me.” He spoke softly.

“I’m sorry! I shouldn’t have come!” Julie spoke quickly, not turning around. She felt his hands leave her skin and a deep sigh leave his lungs.


“Then go.” He spoke, the pain in his voice very real and it cut through her like a knife.


“You should have told me!” Julie snapped.


“Told you what? That the Alliance made me a monster?” Tari spoke, his voice never rising in anger, only in resignation. “What I feel… what I feel for you I have never felt for anyone in my life. I never… I never thought I would be able to feel this after what they did to me. It was not something I wanted to give up so easily on. It was silly of me and I apologize.” Julie heard him take a deep breath. “Now you know. Now you can go.”


Julie felt him turn away from her, his rum and spice scent filling her senses, tickling her nose and driving her mad with desire. She turned around quickly and saw him moving down the corridor.

“Tari?” 


He stopped in the hall, one hand holding the large towel around his waist, and she could almost feel the embarrassment and shame he felt wafting from his pores. She watched him take another deep breath, “Leave Julie.” He spoke softly. “It’s better this way.”


Julie used the shirt she held in her hands to wipe her eyes of tears as she stepped closer to him. “Does… does it hurt?” She asked him quietly.


Tari shook his head slowly. “No it does not hurt. It is a part of me, just as any arm or leg. I’ve actually gotten quite good at controlling it.” Julie heard him laugh softly. “They gave me vampire genes and an animal’s tail and cock. They didn’t think to alter my mind though. Not exactly what they were hoping for I’d say.” He turned slowly to look at her. “I butchered thirty-nine of them before I left with the others. Bled them dry like dogs with my teeth for what they did to me. What they took away from me.” Tari tilted his head with a sad smile. “Then I puked my guts out for the next two days.” He looked back to her. “Leave Julie… end this here, before it gets started. All I ask is that you say nothing of what you have seen. Only my sister knows, and that is how I would like to keep it.”


“Tari…”


“Julie… I have never experienced these feelings before; the feelings of emptiness and loneliness. I don’t like them, and I do not wish to experience them any longer than I have too. Please… go now.” He spoke.


“I don’t want to.” Julie spoke, allowing her heart to lead her wherever she was going with this.


“Julie… I’m a monster.” Tari spoke. “Do you understand that?”


“And I’m a werewolf.” Julie told him. 


“That is not…” Tari’s eyes grew wide. “What did you say?”


“Martin did not tell you?” She asked moving closer to him.


“Tell me what?”


Julie smiled gently. He had known; somehow Martin had known what Tari was and he knew that allowing her to tell Tari would make it easier for both of them to accept each other. “I’m a werewolf Tari. Just like my brother Martin. Like Danny. Like the other Spartans.”


Tari looked at her, realization crossing his face. “But… but Martin… he is… he is the descendant of Leonidas; the Spartan King, the destroyer of vampires, of what I am. We… we are enemies.”


Julie stepped closer. “Do I look like an enemy to you?” She asked; her shock at seeing what Tari had beneath the towel was quickly passing and being replaced with desire. A desire that was sweeping through her more intense than anything she had ever felt. “And you are not fully vampire. Martin, me… the others… we never knew vampires existed until recently. We’ve never been raised like full Spartan children. We don’t have the same misgivings.”


“Julie… perhaps this is not such a good idea.” Tari spoke seeing the fire in her dark eyes beginning to ignite. “My… my equipment functions just like… if I make love to you we will… we will not be able to separate for several hours.”

Julie grinned, all hesitation gone from her body now, as the wolf in her blood began to assert itself. “I like the sound of that.” She spoke moving closer to him.


“Julie please…”


Julie stepped up to him, placing her hands on his still wet skin. She looked at him, her eyes turning to yellow orbs. “Tari… do you want me?” She asked in a low hungry voice, the voice of a female wolf about to claim her mate.


Tari looked down as Julie pulled the towel from him and his cock sprang to life, banging against her abdomen. “I do not think that is in doubt.” He spoke. “The better question is… do you know what you are doing? Once I start I will not stop until you are screaming my name.”


Julie pressed her naked body against his flesh and looked at him with a passion filled gaze. “Then you had better get started.” She spoke.


Julie gasped as suddenly she was in his arms and he pushed her back against the wall, his lips descending to cover hers and his tongue plundering, searching and taking all he wanted. Julie groaned in need herself, her pussy already very wet, and she ground her hips against him, feeling his cock grow and thicken even more. 


Tari pulled back from her, his amber eyes wide with hunger and desire. “Julie… I… this first time will be rather fast.” He spoke, his chest heaving.


“God Tari… just fuck me will you.” Julie gasped, pulling his face to her and kissing him again.


Julie’s eyes went wide when she felt the flared head of his manhood press against her slick opening, parting her engorged labia. She gasped into their kiss, not in pain, but in unexplainable pleasure as Tari slid fully half his cock into her in one plunge. She felt him stretch her, fill her in a way no one ever had. He held her completely off the floor now, her legs wrapped around his waist and with a powerful stroke of his hips, he filled her completely. Julie’s head flew back banging against the wall, as Tari filled her with nearly fifteen inches of throbbing power and maleness. Her eyes were wide in unabashed bliss as her body responded immediately, her belly clenching, the fire exploding and then her come was erupting from her and she bit down hard on his shoulder, her fangs drawing blood from him.

Julie rode the power of her orgasm, feeling him stroking into her with long smooth thrusts, each time causing her to shudder in a mini orgasm as she felt his heavy balls slap against her ass cheeks. She saw stars behind her eyes, her wolf blood pounding in her ears, wanting more and needing more. Her hands pulled at the skin of his back urging him deeper into her, to claim what he wanted. Her yellow eyes caught sight of his tail as it rose behind him, she watched as it snaked its way around her waist, touching her skin and lighting more fires within her. She felt the tip of his tail drag down her lower back and delve between her ass cheeks, but she was powerless to stop him. She didn’t want him to stop. He couldn’t be doing this, not what he was planning, she…


Julie’s yellow eyes opened even wider as she felt the tip of Tari’s tail spread her virgin ass and slid inside her. She screamed as several inches followed the tip of his tail into her bowels, causing her to hunch her ass forward and impaling herself around the bulb of Tari’s cock. Her pussy lips stretched wider than ever before, anchoring her on his raging steel hard manhood, while another four inches of his warm beautiful tail burrowed into her tight ass.


“TARI!” Julie screamed at the top of her lungs as she felt his cock swell to unbelievable proportions and erupt deep inside her blasting his searing cum into her belly three times… four times… six times… while his tail was nine inches deep in her ass and beginning to fuck her silly. Julie began to come as well. And come and come.


Tari made her scream his name, for several hours at least, when she wasn’t kissing him so hard he couldn’t breath.

(Present)


Julie looked at him as she sat astride his lean body, his beautiful amber eyes and handsome face. His white hair was plastered with sweat and she reached up to push it from his cheeks. She felt his tail retreat and slowly begin to stroke the skin at the small of her back, while his hands reached up to do the same to her shoulders. She cooed softly and simply rested on him, feeling his wonderful cock between her thighs. It was the first time since he had pulled her down around the bulb at the base of his tool that her pussy had been off his cock. She was wonderfully sore, her whole body aching. She felt pitifully empty in both of her openings, but feeling his body under her was what she needed now, and he seemed to know that, simply content to stroke her skin with her naked on top of him.

“Tari…” Julie spoke, lowering her head to his chest.


“I know… you will leaving in a few days.” He said, his fingers never ceasing to caress her skin.


“I have to go Tari.” Julie spoke, lifting her head to look at him. She placed a finger to his lips and traced the smooth pink flesh. “If I am to understand fully what I am, if we are to understand what we are, we have to go. It is the only place we can get the answers we have sought for so long.”


Tari nodded, kissing her finger. “I know this Julie.” He spoke. “I will wait for you. I feel you have vexed me now.”


Julie chuckled and kissed his chin. “That’s good.” She said with a smile. She stared at him for a long moment. “Tari… I want you to come with me. With us?”


His amber eyes grew a little wider. “Come with you? Into the heart of werewolf country; the very city where my kind is most hated?”


Julie nodded slowly. “I know what dangers you would face, but you aren’t completely vampire, and I want to be with you now. I don’t want to lose what we have found here.”


“Yes.” Tari spoke.


Julie looked at him wide eyed. “You’ll come?”


Tari took her face in his hands. “You have given to me something I had resigned myself to never having Julie Collins. I have no intention of allowing you to return to your people so that some wolf can take you from me without a fight.”


“Tari… no wolf is going to take me from you.” She told him, kissing him softly on the lips. “None of them have your exceptional talents I’ll bet.”


“I… I apologize for that.” He said shyly.


“Don’t you dare apologize Tari!” Julie stammered. “I’ve never felt so full. It was absolutely exquisite!”


“Well… we will skip it for a day or so. I don’t want you so sore you do not enjoy yourself.” He spoke stroking her cheek. His face became serious. “Julie… about what I told you last night. I…”


Julie shook her head and then laid it upon his chest. “I didn’t hear anything except your professions of love for me.” She said softly. “That is all that mattered to me.”


Tari smiled and wrapped his arms around the woman who now meant more to him than his own sister. And he had no doubts that would not change for many years to come.

TWO DAYS BEFORE DEPARTURE FOR SPARTA


Thr’won leaned back in the chair, slowly taking her fingers from Martin’s forehead as she did. She opened her eyes and took a deep breath. They were alone in his home, Anja finishing up details with the two hospitals on procedures while she was gone, and Dysea visiting with her mother.


Martin looked at the elf Mage, his dark brown eyes intent and questioning, but he waited patiently while Thr’won composed herself. He watched as she took a sip of water and then looked at him, placing her hands in her lap.


“So what’s the verdict doc am I dying?” He asked.


Thr’won chuckled at his words. She had discovered over the last two days that her King had quite the sense of humor, dry and witty. She had listened to Martin and Daniel Simpson trade barbs back and forth for nearly an hour as they worked side by side with the Spartan Guard to load equipment onto their transport.


“No my King… you are far from dying.” She replied.


“That’s a relief… but if I have to tell you or Theron to stop calling me King, I think I’ll keel over and have a stroke.” Martin told her.


“That is not something we can do Milord.” She said softly.


“Bull!” Martin spoke. “You can… maybe not Theron… but you can. I don’t want people to worship me Thr’won. I’d much rather have their respects.”


Thr’won looked at him. In the last two days she had learned far more about this young King than even Dymas knew as Guardian of the Line. To say that his telepathic abilities were off the chart was an understatement. He had allowed her glimpses into his dreams, his visions, far deeper than anyone had ever treaded before with the possible exception of his Queens. His mind was a roadmap unlike any she had ever seen; mountains and valleys, peaks and low points, hundreds of directions, thousands of doors. Many of those doors were shielded by barriers that even she as a Tier Six telepath could not hope to breach. They were his deepest thoughts and most treasured moments, and they were behind shields that not only did he protect, but his Queens as well. She could feel each of them inside his mind, Anja more so than Aricia and Dysea, due to her own power, but they added their own will to his, making the psychic barriers that much more powerful. He was without question the more powerful of them, and amazingly they drew a portion of their own power from him almost naturally, thereby enhancing their own skills.

“I truly do not see that as being a problem… Martin… based on what I have seen. You draw people to you like a moth to flames. You inspire them to greatness. It is a skill that Theron has told me many times that Leonidas had.” Thr’won spoke, her voice soft and full of wisdom. “And like King Leonidas… you do it without thinking.”

“And here I thought it was my good looks and charm.” Martin said grinning at her.


Thr’won matched his smile. “I have never felt the power you could bring to bear with your mind Martin Leonidas. The scrolls speak of such power once or twice, but they are not as clear as I would like them to be sometimes. Already you are beyond what I am capable of; Anja is not so far behind you, and Dysea and Aricia not far behind her. It is very unusual for two people to have such a connection as you do, let alone four. It’s almost as if you feed off of each other. While it’s true you and Anja are technically much older than either Dysea or Aricia, the two of you share something more. You love them equally, as they love you and each other, but you and Anja are different somehow.”

“I have felt that as well.” He spoke, “As if somehow we are closer in our experiences.”


Thr’won nodded. “It is very strange… when Anja allowed me to probe her I saw many of the same images that you have. Visions of places you have never been by your own admission; battles that you have never fought. It’s almost otherworldly.”


Martin chuckled. “Well aside from the moon I can assure you I’ve never been to another world.” He said, “Though there are times when I wish that was the case.”


Thr’won matched his soft laughter. “Don’t we all?” She said. “You are without a doubt the most powerful Alpha to have lived since the time of Leonidas, and I dare say even more powerful than him.”


“Why doesn’t Theron like me?” Martin asked suddenly.

Thr’won looked at him stunned. “Like you? Martin you are his King. He loves you.”


“It just seems that many of the things I do, who I am, he doesn’t approve of.” Martin said.


“Do not judge him Martin.” Thr’won spoke. “He has waited nearly three thousand years for your coming. There are times when he wishes things could be as they were. And I believe you remind him… I believe you remind Theron and Dymas both of the King they thought they had failed. I’ve heard them speaking in whispers, they say you could be his twin. I believe they have conducted themselves all these years trying to make up for what they perceived as a failure to die with their King at Thermopylae. That is what has driven them all this time.”


“Walter… Dymas… he has told me his story of how he survived.” Martin spoke. “What is Theron’s?”


“I will tell you his real name… the name he was known by at the Hot Gates.” Thr’won replied. “To tell you more would be his decision and not mine.”


“Tell me.”


“His name was Aristodermos.” Thr’won spoke. “And I will say no more.” 


“Aristodermos,” Martin spoke softly as if deep in thought. “He... he was a Peer; a Spartan officer.”


Thr’won looked at him shocked. “How… how do you know this?”


Martin met her eyes. “I don’t know. I just do.”


Thr’won got to her feet slowly and went to the small kitchen counter to pour herself a mug of tea. “Anja told me something similar.” She spoke. “She told me she saw visions of her mother, clear in her mind as if she was there.”

“Why is that strange?” Martin asked moving to sit on the couch.


Thr’won looked at him. “According to Anja, her father told her that her mother died three months before she was born. Her mother was kept on life support so that she could deliver her when she came due.”


“I take it that is not normal?” Martin asked.


Thr’won shook her head. “I’ve never heard of such a thing, and Anja says that the pictures she saw of her mother when she was older were not the woman in her visions. As I said… you and she share a closer connection for some reason, telepathically at least.”


“What is Sparta like?” Martin asked her.


Thr’won smiled. “It is a beautiful city, the mountains on three sides, the Evrotas River Plains. The view is quite spectacular from the villa you will be staying at.” She replied, “It is larger than Eden, but not as modern in its appearance. We have kept many of the same structures from hundreds of years ago. It helps to fool travelers that pass through the city that do not know we exist. There are shops, cafés, and entertainment venues, much like here. Our style of dress is somewhat more revealing, but that is a left over from the days of ancient Sparta, and it is accepted with ease. Ancient Sparta was a harsh culture in some respects, because of the age they lived in, but women had much more freedom in Sparta than other places.”


“Does all of Sparta know we exist?” Martin asked.


Thr’won took a seat on the couch opposite him, “The actual citizens of Sparta yes. And everyone is a citizen now, not just the Spartan Centurions as in ages past, nearly three hundred thousand. Quite a few are not Shifters, but they live among us, accepting who and what we are without question. Some have married Shifters. Only travelers from outside Sparta truly do not know what we are.”


“To have kept that secret for so long,” Martin said. “That is quite a feat.”


“We are a strong people.” She answered. “You and our Queens will make it stronger.”


“Dysea is also an elf.” Martin spoke.


Thr’won smiled. “The moment my mate turned me I became a Spartan completely. Dysea is much the same way. Queen of the Wood Elves she may be… but the moment your love turned her… she became a Spartan in her heart. The very air around her is charged with excitement at leaving.”


Martin chuckled. “Yes… I know.”


“May… may I offer a suggestion sire?” Thr’won spoke.


Martin looked at her sternly, but nodded. “Go ahead.”


“Anja and Dysea… your aura surrounds them, flows through them. Their auras, as powerful as they are, pulse for no one but you. An Alpha will sense this and not come near them if they think with their brains and not their cocks.” Thr’won spoke, causing Martin to look at her in surprise and laugh. “Make Aricia yours before we return to Sparta Milord. She is just past the age of mating, and she is one of the most beautiful young wolves in Sparta. You know her family is dishonored, and because of that no Pureblood will have her. And if they do, it will only be a physical thing.”


“I gave her my word I would not pressure her Thr’won.” Martin spoke getting to his feet. “I don’t want her to feel it is her obligation, I want her of her own free will. I want her to feel that she loves me, and then make that decision.”


“She already feels that My King… forgive me but you are just too dense to realize it. As you once told Daniel not so long ago, you are so intent on being the gentlemen and not pressuring her as you say, that you are completely missing the fact that she desires you so intensely, her aura burns through even Theron’s mental shields.” Thr’won spoke with a smile seeing his look. “Her aura burns for you. It wafts from her pores whenever she is near you. She is able to control it enough where you do not sense it, but others do. Your Spartan Guard is comprised of older males, and they can smell it on her. They know who she is to you, but if you do not mark her, they will not be able to protect her without some suspicions rising, especially with Midlan sniffing at her heels. What Dymas and Theron have taught you, what I have taught you and your Queens will allow you to shield your auras enough that you will not overwhelm everyone around you. Unless you mark Aricia as yours, she will have to endure the Alphas and Betas constantly nipping at her to bed with them only for pleasure. She is a female wolf My King, and she does have desires as well as you.”


“Won’t others be able to sense me on her?” Martin asked.


“She is far more skilled than even I gave her credit for.” Thr’won answered quickly. “If you make her yours, she will have no problems muting your aura on her, just like Anja and Dysea. Once you flow through her veins, she can control what others sense with ease.”


The chime on the door rang and Martin looked at her. “I will consider what you have said Thr’won.” He spoke warmly as she walked up to him.


“I have no doubts you will do the right thing.” Thr’won spoke.


Martin followed her to the door and it opened to reveal Andreus and Dekton with one other Spartan of Martin’s Royal Guard. They bowed to Thr’won as she passed and walked into house as Martin moved to get a mug of coffee. 

“Grab a mug and cop a squat.” Martin spoke looking at them.


“I’m sorry sire?” Andreus spoke confused. He had not yet learned all of his King’s slang words.


Martin smiled. “Get yourselves a cup of coffee and sit down.” He said.


“Sire… protocol does not…” Andreus began.


“Do I have to make that an order Andreus?”


Andreus looked at Dekton and the other Spartan and then back to Martin. Serving this King was going to be very interesting indeed. He smiled. “No sire.”


“Good.” Martin said as he moved back to the couch. He waited for them to pour coffee and take seats on the couch across from him. Martin sighed, knowing he was not going to break them of all their habits, “The volunteers?”

Andreus sipped his coffee and nodded. “Dienekes and my second officer Dekton have volunteered sire.”

Martin leaned forward. “And you do not have a problem with what I want from you?” He asked, looking at them.


They were silent for a long moment and then looked at Andreus. He smiled and looked at Martin. “Sire… your entire Guard volunteered for this duty. I chose Dekton and Dienekes for their experience.”


Martin chuckled. “It’s nice to know I’m well liked.” He said. The comment had no affect on the men and he smiled. “Ok… baby steps first.” He said. “Dekton?”


“I have protection of the elf Queens Tarifa and Aihola sire.” He spoke.


“And you have no problems that Aihola is half vampire? And that you will probably take orders from her as well as Tarifa?” Martin asked.


“My Lord… doe she have your trust?” Dekton asked.


Martin nodded. “She does, without question.”


Dekton nodded. “Then if it is a threat to them, I will erase it.”


Martin smiled. “Very good.” He said. He turned to the younger of the two Spartans. “What is your task Dienekes?”


“I will choose a hundred elves and humans Milord, the finest of the lot.” He answered. “I will take them to a remote location and I will train them as Krypteis, Secret Soldiers. No one will know of them, or what they are capable of. They will answer only to you.”

Martin nodded. “And what will their mission be?”

“I will teach them to hunt vampires sire.” Dienekes spoke coldly.


“I don’t want mindless machines Dienekes. Train them to the best of your ability, but know that each one of them is an asset. We may find others that are like Aihola and the Drow, ones who have been tortured by the Alliance or subjected to experiments.” Martin told him. “It seems I have inherited my ancestor’s distaste for vampires, but I am able to look past the surface sometimes and see things, like I did with the Drow.”

“I will follow your orders sire, without question.” Dienekes said.


“That’s just it! I want questions, ideas, comments.” Martin spoke. “I am not some all knowing God! I have faults, I don’t see everything. I want those close to me to know that and not be afraid to say something.” He looked at Andreus, “Especially if they are going to lay down their life for me.”


“What you ask of us sire… it is difficult.” Andreus spoke.


Martin nodded. “I don’t doubt that. I know what years and years of training does. How it makes something like second nature to a mind. It is why I wanted us to take part in the attack on Las Vegas together. I wanted you and the others to see I am not infallible. I’ve known what I am for many years Andreus, but I’m only just discovering who I am now. Theron, Dymas even the Chief Mage… they will be driven to guide me and protect me. I’m not one who likes to be guided. I want you and the Spartan Guard to show me what it means to truly be who I am.”

Andreus looked at Martin for a long moment before nodding his head slowly. “That will be an honor sire.” He said finally.


“Good. Dienekes, Danny gave you a list of sites that could suit your purposes. Have you gone over them?”


“I have sire. I believe I have found one that will be perfect.”


Martin nodded. “Let’s see what you got?”


“Do not need one of your bodyguards!” Tarifa spoke loudly. “We are perfectly capable of taking care of each other!”


Martin looked at her and Aihola from across the table in Eden’s command center. “I beg to differ.” He said softly. 


Tarifa looked at him as if he had lost his mind, and she could sense that Aihola was doing the same. “You… you don’t trust us anymore Martin?” She asked stunned.


Martin reached up and removed three odd looking objects from around his neck. He got to his feet and moved around to where they sat and set one down in front of Tarifa and one down in front of Aihola. He tossed the third to where Dekton stood by the doorway, before sitting in the chair between them.


“That could not be further from the truth.” Martin said.

“Then why leave one of your Spartans here… to watch over us?” Aihola asked softly. “Surely Lynwe and the guards we already have are sufficient. And you said the Vampire witch would keep the agreement she made.”


Martin nodded. “Yes I know.” He said. “Dekton is not here to watch you, to report to me, or anything like that. He will answer to and follow your orders and your orders alone, yours Tarifa… and yours Aihola. He will not answer to your father, not to your mother, or even Vengal, but only the two of you; because only the two of you will have these.” Martin said reaching out and touching the strange objects on the table. Each was red in color and shaped oddly like a key of some sort.


Tarifa picked up the object. “And what is this?”

“The primary firing key to twenty-two nuclear warheads placed in six secret locations. Each one is targeted on an Alliance city along the eastern seaboard. Each one will destroy the city and everything around it for a fifty square mile radius, including every vampire in the area. Dekton has the alternate key that must be used as well, but without one of these two keys… the missiles can not be launched.”

Tarifa and Aihola stared at him. “I don’t… I don’t understand sire.” Aihola spoke softly.


“The radiation in these weapons will kill everything within it’s radius to include vampires, as I said.” Martin spoke softly. “It will also render it impossible for vampires to go anywhere near these areas for hundreds of years. Neutron radiation is lethal to them. Even a few pin drops will kill them. It is the same radiation that the sun produces, in a much higher concentration.” He leaned back in the chair between them. “When I leave… you two are the only ones I trust enough to have the capability to launch these missiles.”


“Why?” Tarifa asked.


“Because our goals are identical,” Martin said. “Not just for elves, but for everyone. You will be able to contact me should the need arise through Dekton, but the two of you are the strongest and most influential elves now. Once Dysea leaves with me, the only elf Queens left on this continent. And I know both of you will protect what we have started with your dying breaths. You know the agreement I gave to Yuri, and while I’m gone you will have the ability to make her pay should she not adhere to that agreement.”


“Do you think she will break it?” Aihola asked.


Martin shook his head. “She is many things… but I don’t believe she is stupid. She knows me well enough to know I meant what I said. She’ll discover sooner or later that I have returned to Sparta, and that may make her bolder in her actions, but if she knows you have the means to do what I told her I would do… she won’t be stupid.”

Tarifa took the key in her hands and draped the nylon cord around her neck under her uniform without a sound. After a long moment Aihola did the same. Martin nodded. “Good.” He said. “We agree on the Council positions?”


Tarifa looked at him and after a quick look at Aihola, who nodded, she turned back to Martin. “No current Elder will hold a position on the new Council until we can determine they are not complacent in some way with the Alliance. As it stands right now… Nya Istel, myself, Thimina and Treblar are the only members outside of you. Given what happen with King Thresian’s aide, they have all agreed to undergo testing to insure no more vampires are among them. Once that is complete, they will join us on the Council.”


“There are five Wood Elf Elders that did not side with the Alliance. Dysea trusts them, and they were forced into protection until after the battle.” Martin spoke. “Once you have thoroughly vetted them, I suggest allowing them to participate on the Council as well. We will keep it at thirty for now… but it will grow in size as more elf clans come forward.”


“Martin… Selene Torcrum has asked to be a part of this as well.” Tarifa spoke.


Martin looked at her. “And?”


“It was her information that gave you the location to the places you attacked isn’t it?” Tarifa asked.


Martin nodded. “Yes.”


“She has risked much over the years, hiding her true heritage and the actions of her family.” Aihola spoke, “Even while living among the enemy. She could be a valuable source of information and she is also a scientist.”


“Do you both agree?” Martin asked.


Tarifa nodded. “We do.”


“Then why are you asking me?” He spoke.


“You… you are the High King.” Aihola said.


Martin shook his head, “To others maybe… to the two of you… no.” He held up his hand as they started to protest. “I don’t want to hear it. Dekton?”


“Sire?” He spoke stepping forward.


“If either of them refers to me as sire or King again you will personally shoot them.” Martin spoke. “Is that clear?”


“Martin… you!” Tarifa began speaking.


“No!” He interrupted her. “You are both Queens… almost like… almost like sisters to me now. You have my full support in all that you do. I will not second guess you, and I will not have you act as you think I would act.”

They were silent as he stared at them. Aihola leaned forward. “Can we come to you for your opinion then Martin?” She asked.


He smiled. “I have lots of those.” He spoke quickly.


Tarifa and Aihola couldn’t help the smiles that creped across their faces. “And what is your opinion on allowing Selene to be on the Council?” Aihola asked.


“Good choice. But watch her for a time longer. She was among the Alliance for many years.” Martin said. “She may need help in adjusting to what we have in mind for the Council of Elders.”


Aihola looked at Tarifa with a smile. “I told you my love.” She said.


Tarifa met her smile and nodded. “Yes you did.”


“Ok… now that we have that out of the way, Dekton will take you to your new home.” Martin said.


They both looked at him. “What?”


“You are strongest when you are together because of your love for each other.” Martin said. “Jeez! I sound like a shrink or something.” He saw their expressions of humor and shook his head. “And Eden will ultimately be the seat of power for all elves. Some of your people have taken over a new home that has just been completed and begun moving your belongings here from Mountain City Tarifa. Aihola… since you had little… Lynwe and Tari decided to go on a shopping spree for you. It is your home now. Dekton has already approved the security measures, and I have technicians installing some really cool gadgets.”

 “Martin… I did not want to move here.” Tarifa said softly. “This… this is your city.”

Martin shook his head. “This is our city now. And this is where you belong. It’s already settled.”


“You are an insufferable ass you know that!” Tarifa barked; her words harsh but delivered with a smile on her face.


Martin laughed at her words. “Yes I do.” He replied.


Aricia stood in front of the window, the light from the full moon bathing her body in a soft glow. She held the sheet around her naked form, her raven black hair cascading past her shoulders ending just above her perfect ass. Since their first night together, Aricia had stayed with Martin, Anja and Dysea within their home, much to the chagrin of Theron. She had spent many hours exploring their flesh, and having them explore hers, but what her wolf blood burned for was the touch of a man, and only one man. Her azure blue eyes were studying Martin as he walked in the small garden that was behind the home. It was comprised of flowers and sweet smelling plants maintained by an older couple who lived not that far away. The brick walkway circled around the garden, two benches occupying each end of the walkway. He carried a mug of coffee in his hand, and he was shirtless. The loose fitting cloth pants were all he wore, and she could see every portion of his sculpted upper body with exacting detail. She counted nineteen scars on his chest, back and arms, though none of them marred his beauty in any way, at least not to her. He was a true Spartan and he moved with measured grace and confidence, no wasted motions. She could feel his aura pulsing in the night air, and even though Theron and the others had taught him to shield it, Aricia could feel the part that wanted her leaking out from around his psychic shields.

It was powerful and almost alive, pulsing with need and hunger and it wanted her. 
Aricia had experienced the auras of other Alpha wolves who wanted her, for pleasure only she knew because of her dishonor, but none of them could match what Martin was projecting, and she knew he was blocking the full force of it. He was keeping his promise to her, not pressuring her in any way, but showing her love and affection at every turn. She knew Anja and Dysea basked in the power and feeling of his aura when he wrapped them in it, and their auras returned it to him equally. They wrapped her within the embrace of their auras as well, and powerful though that embrace from them was, it paled to what she felt leaking from behind Martin’s shields. And it was directed only at the three of them.
“Go to him Little Wolf.” Anja’s voice spoke softly from behind her.

Aricia turned and saw them on the bed. Anja lay on her stomach, her hand holding the data pad Theron had given her to study. The second sheet from the bed covered her firm ass and part of her legs, but nothing else. Aricia discovered that Anja and Dysea were not shy, and they hardly wore anything in the way of clothing when they were together alone in their home, attested to by the fact that Dysea was completely naked, the data pad she was reading resting on Anja’s ass cheek, her long fingers stroking Anja’s skin as she read. Aricia had taken to doing this as well, after what they had shared and continued to share it seemed silly to try and cover herself from their eyes.
“I… I do not know what to do.” Aricia spoke softly.

“Your desire for him burns in your veins Little Wolf, as it does ours. Melyanna and I have been augmenting your psychic shields so your aura does not leak out, but Martin flows through us as well and soon we won’t be able to help you. His aura and desire for us is too strong, as is ours for him and he has been blocking that from us since you have been here.” Dysea spoke now, turning her head to gaze at her. 
“He is blocking you as well?” Aricia asked surprised.

“Little Wolf… we are all connected.” Anja told her. “Somehow… and none of us knows how this started… somehow this connection we share goes much deeper than we know. Thr’won has said she has never seen anything like it, nor has she read anything like it before. We can shut the other out for short amounts of time, as we have done with Martin so we can help you. But his aura calls to us Little Wolf, just as it calls to you. And he is using all he knows, as well as what Walter and the others have taught him to shield that from us… so that we can help you.”

“Soon it will overpower your psychic shields as well as ours no matter what we do. And then it will affect all of us, and turn us all into babbling fools until we sate that desire.” Dysea spoke again.
“Yes but a babbling fool in Martin’s arms is such a wonderful place to be.” Anja said dreamily.

Aricia moved to the bed and sat down looking at them. “How… how do you control it?” She asked.


“Lots of sex! Martin doesn’t seem to mind, considering he’s on the receiving end of it most of the time.” Anja quipped with a cheerful smile.


“Melyanna you are such a slut.” Dysea spoke with a grin.


Anja beamed at her. “But you can’t live without me can you?”


Aricia laughed at their antics. They had played much the same game with her for the last few days, ever since their first night together. And Aricia enjoyed it immensely, but now she knew why. They burned for Martin just as badly as she did, and if he had been blocking them to keep from affecting her, it was going to have an effect on all of them.
“Do not be frightened Little Wolf.” Dysea spoke looking at her. “And you won’t regret it. Not one moment. We want you to join us completely, and not just in body, but in our minds as well. Something I believe you want just as badly as we do.”
Aricia looked at her, her emerald green eyes smiling at her, “So very much.” Aricia said.

“Then go to him.” Anja spoke touching her hand. “He has too much honor in him to break the promise he made to you. It has to be you who approach him.”

“I shouldn’t be afraid of him should I?” Aricia said.

Anja and Dysea both smiled. “Do you love him?” Anja asked.

“Yes.” Aricia replied with no hesitation.

“Then you have your answer.” Anja told her. “Now go… Dysea and I have to keep reading these infernal data pads that Theron gave us or we will never fit in.”
Aricia looked at them one final time as they went back to reading their individual pads and then she rose to her feet and left the bedroom.


Aricia moved along the walkway, her eyes and senses attuned to the man in front of her. He could smell her easily she knew, yet he squatted on the short grass unmoving, the moon bathing him in an almost unearthly light. As she approached him she took in the outlined of the muscles in his back and shoulders, and the numerous scars. She could feel the tiny vibrations in the air and in her mind as he held back his aura behind psychic shields more powerful than anything she could ever hope to obtain. How could he feel this way for her knowing that she and her family was dishonored. How could she desire him so much it was painful to hold back?
How could…


Does it feel right to you Little Wolf? His voice reached into her thoughts. His voice was soothing and warm and just the sound of it in her mind caused her body to quiver.


Yes. She answered almost immediately. She watched him rise to his full height, towering over her by nearly eight inches.


I’m trying Little Wolf. He told her. With all that I am. It just keeps getting harder and harder to hold back. I’m sorry.


Aricia stepped up to him quickly, looking up into his face. Then… then don’t hold back my love. She told him, her azure blue eyes bright.


I have too. You are not ready. You…

Aricia took his face in her hands. I was frightened of you. You are so much more powerful than me. I questioned how you could feel what you feel for me.


Martin smiled. You are far stronger than you know. And… He stopped when Aricia released the sheet with her hand, slowly allowing it to drop from around her body and let it fall to the ground. What are you doing?

Aricia looked up into his face; saw the yellow eyes flecked with gold, the hunger burning in them, the desire pulsing through them. All of it directed at her, for her; for Anja; for Dysea. I am claiming what is mine. Her voice echoed in his head. If… if my mate will have me.


His lips claimed hers before she had an opportunity to take another breathe, his arms crushing her to him as his tongue probed for and found her own. It was a powerful tango, and it the midst of the kiss Aricia felt them falling to the soft grass below, Martin pulling her into his lap. Her eyes grew wide when she felt his steel hard cock press between her thighs. Somehow he had removed his pants and they were flesh against flesh. She could feel the undeniable fire racing through her blood, her azure blue eyes now narrowed in change, and outlined in deep black. Her fangs extended as his lips descended to her throat, nipping and biting gently, his hands stroking the skin of her back. His fingertips were playing her body like a fine musical instrument, strumming her skin and feel her shiver in ecstasy. She felt his mind reach for hers, all his psychic shields lowered and Aricia gasped not only from his burning lips on her neck, but from the force of his aura as it enveloped her. It swarmed around her like a cloud, almost liquid heat that was so thick she felt she could cut it with a knife. Her arms wrapped around his shoulders, her mouth open in bliss, as she let his aura course through her and mingle with her own. This was not something that was normal, Aricia knew this. She swam in his mind, all his shields and doors open for her to explore. He had opened himself completely to her, exposing his soul, and in an instant Aricia did the same and their minds became one.


She didn’t feel the flared head of his cock slid across her opening, already slick with the juices that were pouring from her. His hands never stopped, stroking her skin tracing the contours of her thighs right down to her calves. He was in no hurry now, Aricia was his and she knew it. She allowed a small gasp to escape her lips as he nudged into her slowly, gently prying apart her engorged labia and sheathing himself just inside her velvet heat. Aricia’s eyes were wide as she felt him, incredibly huge and hot. Already she felt as if she would burst and he was barely inside her. Her nails dug into his shoulders as she quivered in a small orgasm, his hands gripping her ass cheeks and lowering her down with agonizing slowness. His lips claimed her left nipple as the huge head of his cock pressed against her hymen and stopped. His tongue teased her eraser hard nub mercilessly, flicking back and forth. She could feel the strain on his arms, the power he wanted to use to sink into her, to possess her. He was waiting for her she realized. He would go no further unless she decided. Aricia looked down between their bodies, past his clenched and rippled abdomen, at the nine inches of thick beautiful cock waiting to follow the three inches already inside her. Waiting to plunge into the depths of her belly and seal them forever.

Aricia lowered her lips to his and with one single movement pushed down hard. She cried out into his lips as the blinding pain scorched her brain, her fangs biting into his lip. Her hymen resisted and then tore open as two more inches of his steel hard tool slid into her. Martin didn’t draw back from the pain of her bite, his arms holding her tightly, his tongue dancing across her teeth, even as his blood coated their tongues. Her stomach clenched in breathless pain, her thighs taut and rigid, and then her eyes grew wide. She pulled back from their kiss and gasped again, not in pain, but in pleasure unlike anything she had ever experienced before. She felt his cock move within her deeper still, her hands clutching his neck, her teeth clenched together as she shuddered almost violently in another orgasm; an orgasm that set fire to her entire body, burning away the child that remained and bringing the woman out. Aricia couldn’t contain the scream of rapture as his entire cock sank completely inside her. When her pussy lips came to rest on his seething hot balls she went rigid in another mind-blowing orgasm, throwing her head back and howling to the moon above her. He wrapped one arm around her waist and reached up with the other, drawing her head forward so he could kiss her.

And kiss her he did. Aricia whimpered as his kiss stole what little control she had left away, and she surrendered to the heavenly tortures ripping through her lithe body. He moved inside her, slowly at first as she grew accustom to his enormous size, and then more urgently. Soon he was practically lifting her with his one hand and then driving back into her body with dominating twelve inch plunges.


Aricia’s eyes sprang open when she felt soft lips upon her neck and billowing hair caressing her skin. Anja’s face was next to hers, and then Dysea’s angelic face, both shrouded in the moonlight, their eyes changed, and their naked flesh glistening with sweat. Their combined auras saturated the air around them, and she felt Martin’s strokes into her become deeper and more powerful. She felt his body go rigid and his already huge cock expand even more buried in her belly. She cried out as she felt his throbbing shaft stiffen inside her and his come race up the length. It stretched the walls of her pussy, conforming to her body, allowing her to feel his come reach the head and erupt like an exploding volcano deep within her belly and into her womb. Aricia screamed in abandon, her own orgasm gripping her with an enormous hand, pleasure jolting her every nerve, touching every part of her body. Anja’s and Dysea’s lips claiming her nipples within their soft warm mouths as she became one with them.


In mind and body.


Theron shook his head from where he stood next to the home that he and the other Spartans were staying in. The home was only a hundred meters away from Martin’s house, and Aricia’s cries of rapture had brought all of them running outside. Even from this distance, their auras were overwhelming, as all four of them came together. Theron felt Walter come up next to him, rubbing sleep from his eyes.


“This is a problem.” Theron spoke.


“This is a gift.” Thr’won’s voice spoke from behind them.


They turned and looked at her. “He should have waited!” Theron hissed. “They should have waited!”


Thr’won looked at him. “How long can you prolong destiny Theron my friend?” She spoke softly, a smile on her face. “And do not tell me you don’t feel it. I am already mated and I can feel it pounding in my blood.”


They turned as the sound of four wolves singing to the moon cut through the night air. A male and three females they all knew from the pitch of the howls.


“The Centennial of the Moon,” Thr’won spoke looking up at the clear sky. “And three became four… and the future of Sparta and our people just became so much brighter.”


“We hope.” Walter spoke softly.


They turned at the shifting sound to their rear, and the whispered female voice. Kmyla was holding Andreus’s hand tightly, the female elf shifter obviously affected by the combined auras only a hundred meters away. Her skin was flush, her eyes changed and she was looking at Andreus with passion and desire.


“Andreus… if you don’t claim me… if you don’t claim me now I will never speak to you again!” She hissed to the Spartan Captain next to her, Andreus’s eyes wide in shock, but he too could feel the fever burning him as well as he gripped Kmyla.

Theron couldn’t help but chuckle as he shook his head. “Unbelievable! They are turning their own Guard into raving lunatics.” He stepped forward a little. “Go Andreus! Make her your mate before you regret it for the rest of your life! All of you… go and find someone willing, preferably an elf, for only they will be able to handle your passion this night. And for pities’ sake, don’t claim a mate unless you are sure!”


The Spartans did not have to be told twice and they were gone, the passion of their King and Queens coursing through all of them.


Theron turned back to Walter and Thr’won just as a softer pitched cry of passion filled the air. “By the gods… he is claiming them all under the Centennial of the Moon!” Theron spoke.

Walter smiled to himself. “He always did have incredible stamina.” He spoke. “That was Dysea.”


“Our jobs just became infinitely harder Dymas my friend.” Theron spoke.


Walter nodded as he looked at them. Thr’won didn’t appear affected by the staggering scent of the auras being carried on the wind and he looked at her oddly, “Thr’won… why are you not affected?” He asked. “Even mated as you are… you should still feel it.”


Thr’won smiled and pointed to her nose. “Olfactory blocks Holy One.” She answered.


Theron looked at her. “You encouraged him didn’t you?” He spoke, yet his voice was not as harsh as he intended it to be.


“I told him to not wait until we returned to claim Aricia.” Thr’won said.

“Why would you do this?” Theron asked insistently. “Protecting him became that much harder now.”


“I know you have seen it Theron.” She spoke. “The connection they four of them have is beyond anything we have ever experienced. With what we have taught them, now that they have come together they will be able to shield their auras more easily. And I saved some poor Alpha male, possibly Midlan himself, from having his innards ripped out. You know what would have happened if some stupid Alpha came sniffing around Aricia, trying to get her to bed with him. The King would have butchered him in a heartbeat, and I shudder to think what Anja or Dysea would have done. That would have put their lives in far greater danger.”


Walter nodded. “She’s right old friend.” He spoke.


“This way Theron, he has marked her, and no Alpha will attempt anything. At least not if he has any brains.” Thr’won replied. “Wait… tomorrow you will see the difference. All of them will be calmer and more in control. Our King has been shielding himself from all of them so that Anja and Dysea could augment Aricia’s psychic shields. It was bound to leak out or fail completely given the depth of what they share. I’m amazed he was able to contain it for so long. You did not notice it?”


Theron and Walter shook their heads slowly, almost sheepishly. “No.”


“He is our King Theron. As much as you and Dymas might wish it otherwise, he may be descended from Leonidas… but he is not Leonidas. He has been using everything you taught him these last days to shield Aricia from his aura, his desire for her and his two other Queens.” Thr’won spoke, “As you asked him too. He thinks you don’t like him Theron, and he is trying to gain your approval.” She saw the stunned expression on his face. “May I suggest you begin to look at him as a man as well as our King? Perhaps you might begin to see more of who he is.”

They turned as another female cried out in obvious passion, her voice carrying across the distance easily. Thr’won smiled. “And that would be Anja.” She spoke softly. “He has claimed them all under the Centennial of the Moon my friends. That by itself is an omen we can not ignore.”


Theron looked up at the full moon casting its glow across the land and slowly nodded his head. “We can do this.” He spoke. “It will be harder in some respects, easier in others. We will need the help of others we trust. Dymas…?”


“My mother and father will be there to retrieve Androcles’s body.” He answered. “My father is First Generation… he will help however he can. Daniel’s parents as well… not all of those we surround ourselves with can be Purebloods. His mother may be a Bear Shifter, but she is as loyal as any Spartan, unless something has changed in the last six hundred years since I’ve seen them.”


Theron shook his head. “If anything she has increased her influence among the people.” He answered. “She supports her mate unquestionably… and some of the more rigid Spartans laws, but she is able to blend it with common sense. They own a very popular and successful eatery in the Western Market District. I will contact them before we land to meet us at the landing pad.”


“Have you decided what to do with the others?” Thr’won asked.


“All of them have requested to be allowed to go through a much shortened version of the Agoge.” Walter replied. He saw her look of surprise. “I was surprised as well,” He continued. “All of them have far more operational experience than the majority of our own Spartans. I believe it is because they wish to be accepted for who they are. And by virtue of who turned them, all of them have pureblood within their veins now.”

“I have assigned families to each of them.” Theron spoke. “Families that are loyal to me and the Agiads line. Many of them are childless and will bring them into their homes and families without question.”

“We have a start my friend.” Walter spoke. “Two months… perhaps three and we can reveal who he truly is.”


Theron looked at him, “If we are given that time.” He said softly, “If we are given that time.”


Tarifa was lost in her own world of delicious pleasure at the moment. Aihola’s hands were gripping her head tightly, her quivering thighs locked over her shoulders as her moans of delight filled the air. Tarifa’s hands were gripping her lover’s firm breasts, pinching the rock hard nipples as her tongue flicked madly back and forth across Aihola’s engorged clit. Her cherry blossom scent was overpowering, Tarifa’s lips and cheeks slick with Aihola’s juices. What made it even more incredible for all of them was that Lynwe was behind Tarifa, her powerful hands gripping Tarifa’s hips as she drove that thick beautiful Drow cock into Tarifa’s tight pussy with slow, measured and electrifying fourteen inch strokes. The pleasure was ripping through all of them, Tarifa’s tongue plunging into Aihola’s pussy on Lynwe’s downward strokes and flicking across her clit as she slowly pulled out.


Lynwe felt reborn in so many ways because of the two women who withered beneath her in pleasure. The anger and hatred that had gripped her so tightly for so many years was slowly slipping into the past. It was still there, lingering just beneath the surface, but it no longer controlled Lynwe’s actions. They had shown her what love could be. They had given of themselves willingly, showing her physical pleasure unlike anything she had experienced before. They had shown her tenderness, and shown her what she could be if she only would reach beyond the hatred and anger.

Lynwe had always turned away from the feelings with Anari, letting her anger drive her, to fuck her with no regard for Anari’s pleasure. It was what Lynwe thought Aihola and Tarifa were doing at first, until she awoke one morning and her entire fourteen inch cock was completely buried between the soft lips of the High Elf Queen, and Aihola was lapping away at her huge balls like a kitten. Tarifa’s eyes were watering, her lips anchored around the base of Lynwe’s cock. Lynwe had reached down immediately and grabbed her head, intending to grind her cock even deeper choking her, overwhelmed by the sensations. Aihola’s soft voice next to her ear stopped her.


“No Lynwe… let her pleasure you.” She had whispered, her lips brushing her sensitive elf ear. “We don’t do this for us Lynwe… we do this for you.”


From that moment on, Lynwe had changed. She allowed their caring for her to flow over her, and she screamed out for the feelings. She knew she would never divide them, they were far too in love with each other, this Lynwe knew, but that they were sharing of themselves with her in such a fashion is what finally broke the wall.


Lynwe now stroked into Tarifa’s sweet tight pussy with long, slow powerful plunges. The pleasure for both of them was exquisite, and at times Lynwe could not believe she was fucking the Queen of the High Elves. Her amber eyes went to Aihola’s withering form, lost in the grip of another orgasm produced from Tarifa’s tongue. The knowledge that Tarifa was swallowing not only her lover’s come, but Lynwe’s as well was driving Lynwe mad. She had fucked Aihola just moments before, relishing in the soft fluttering kisses Aihola adorned her shoulders and face with as she started gently and prolonged the pleasure for both of them until she could contain herself no more. Aihola had come three times before Lynwe buried herself completely inside her new Queen and erupted. Now… Tarifa was receiving that as well as Aihola’s own delicious juices as Aihola shuddered in another orgasm.


Lynwe was amazed at the stamina of the two of them. They never seemed to tire of each other’s bodies, and Lynwe could only hope that one day she found what these two women had found with each other.


Lynwe hissed when she bottomed out deeply in Tarifa’s belly and her tight pussy clamped down on her throbbing cock. Her fingers dug into her hips and Tarifa’s come soaked face came up quickly from between Aihola’s still quivering thighs.


“Lynwe!!” Tarifa cried out, grabbing her wrist with one hand as her face contorted into intense pleasure.


Lynwe felt Tarifa’s juices flooding from her in a rush, bathing her burning cock as her powerful pussy muscles milked her. Lynwe knew she had lost once more and she stroked one last time into Tarifa, driving her cock even deeper into the High Elf Queen before burying her face in Tarifa’s sweet smelling hair and erupting inside her.

It took her a full minute to empty herself into Tarifa, and then they both collapsed onto Aihola’s firm body on the bed. After a long moment she felt Tarifa turn her head and her lips touched hers and she opened her amber eyes and returned the soft kiss, probing tentatively with her tongue. This was also something else they had taught her, and Lynwe discovered she enjoyed it immensely.  When Tarifa’s lips left, they were immediately replaced by Aihola’s and then they too shared the warm passionate kiss.


As they usually did, Tarifa and Aihola moved to one side of the bed, folding into each other’s arms, and then welcoming Lynwe’s larger body to them, allowing her to share in their warmth and love. This above all else was what Lynwe had come to cherish more than anything and she pressed her body tightly against Tarifa’s back, her arms going around to rest on Aihola’s hip. That was when they heard the wolves howling in the night sky.

Tarifa’s head turned slightly, her raven hair caressing Lynwe’s cheek, “Wolves?” She questioned. “They sound so close.”


Aihola smiled knowingly, the only one among them who knew what it truly was. “I saw them the other day and asked Martin.” She explained using the story she had devised with Martin. “They are returning to the area because they do not fear Martin and the others. He leaves food for them, and they are allowed to move freely along the edges of the city.”

Tarifa accepted this easily enough, though Aihola saw the questioning look in Lynwe’s eyes. “He is part animal I guess.” Tarifa said. She glanced over her shoulder to nudge Lynwe’s chin with her nose. “We need to discuss our arrangements Lynwe.”


Lynwe felt a moment of despair and looked at her quickly. “What… what do you mean?”


Tarifa’s hand went to her hip and slipped around to her powerful ass cheek and pulled her close, holding her tightly against her back. “Not that arrangement silly.” She spoke as Aihola chuckled. “We are quite happy with that.”

Lynwe smiled and placed her forehead against Tarifa’s neck. “I thought…”


“No Lynwe…” Aihola told her. “When you are ready to build your own life, you will know. Until that time… you are always welcome in our bed, and in our lives.”


Lynwe looked at her Queen and nodded slowly. “What did you mean then?”


“We are having a meeting tomorrow in the Command Center.” Tarifa spoke, turning her body between them so they could all see each other. “We have decided to allow Selene Torcrum to sit on the High Council of Elders.”


Lynwe looked at them for a long moment. “Is… is that wise? She was a Minister for the Alliance for many years. Regardless of what she says she has done, or what her family was doing.”


“That is why we decided to allow her on the High Council.” Aihola spoke. “We feel that she had ample time to betray her parents and what they were trying to do. We even went so far as to investigate what we could about hidden routes and where the freed elves went. None of this information ever leaked out, and that tells us she was true to her people.”


“Then why tell me?” Lynwe asked. “I am only…”


“Tari is leaving with Martin and the others, and he has left you in command.” Aihola spoke, seeing her look of astonishment. “He has full faith in your abilities Lynwe, as do we.”


“I will endeavor to fill his footsteps adequately while he is away.” Lynwe spoke after a long moment.


“We want you to assign a Drow to each Council member.” Tarifa said. “We will announce this to everyone tomorrow, but we want you to watch over Selene.”


“Me? Why? I thought you trusted her.” Lynwe asked.


“We chose you because you are uniquely qualified to follow her and never be seen. She will have a Drow officer just like the others, but we want you to watch over her in ways she is not aware of.” Aihola explained.


“Then you don’t trust her.” Lynwe said.


“Let’s just say… Nya Istel and I feel there are very few we can fully trust until we are more established.” Tarifa told her.

Lynwe looked at them, questions in her amber eyes. “Do… do you trust me?”


Tarifa and Aihola both chuckled softly and Tarifa wrapped her small hand around Lynwe’s flaccid, but still incredibly large cock. “Lynwe… if we didn’t trust you, do you think for a minute we would allow you to turn us to whimpering mounds of flesh with this deliciously magnificent tool?”


Lynwe couldn’t help the smile that crossed her face. “No… but I’m not exactly in a position to do anything when I’m so deeply buried within one of you. I can’t even see straight most of the time.”


The three of them shared a laugh that only lovers understood and Lynwe pressed tighter to Tarifa’s smooth body. “I will assign the Drow first thing in the morning.” She said softly.

“And tomorrow we will have our first meeting and try to determine who is truly on our side and who isn’t.” Tarifa spoke.

“And what of those who are not on our side?” Lynwe asked.

Tarifa looked at Aihola with a loving smile, Aihola pulling her head tightly to her full breasts. “Then they will disappear.” Aihola answered with a savage grin. “And we will never hear from them again.”

Martin and Dysea had been planning to move all of the Wood Elves into Eden for months, and their recent operations had only moved up that time table. During the last week, everyone had settled into new homes ballooning Eden’s population to almost a million humans and elves. There were shortages of housing for the massive influx, but with so many hands to work, new buildings and homes were already seeing their foundations laid. Humans took in displaced elf families, and vice versa. There was no complaining, no fighting. Eden’s laws prohibited it, but that wasn’t the cause. The moment a new elf or human entered Eden’s city limits, the change was obvious to even the most unintelligent. Humans and elves worked side by side and walked the streets without fear. Their children were schooled together, they sat in the outdoor cafés laughing and talking. The mentality had set in deep over the last few months, the mentality that they were all equal. 

Trade routes to the other settlements were established and well guarded. People traveled without fear of attack or slavers. Criminals were dealt with immediately and with extreme prejudice. The humans and elves would not tolerate anything that endangered what they were building, not this time, and those few slavers or mercenaries that attempted to kill or steal were just as quickly shown a noose or a bullet. Almost every elf and human was armed in some fashion, and while there were not any official police, members of Eden’s military walked freely on the streets and just the sight of them was reassuring. They would stop to talk with people, drink coffee, play with children in the parks. They were open and amicable, never hostile or arrogant. 
The ranks of Eden’s military swelled as well, and Tarifa and Aihola, now co-ruling Queens as Martin had issued the decree just two days before, had quickly appointed Tareif and Vengal as interim military commanders until the foundation was laid for more permanent leaders. Unlike the governments of humans so many centuries earlier, governments that debated and maneuvered, taking months to pass simple legislation that would help their people, Tarifa and Aihola put together their list for the High Council in a day, and now they would see if it would actually work.
The lightly armored Hopper stopped in front of the building with Eden’s Command Center buried within and Tarifa and Aihola stepped out, Dekton within arms reach of both of them. Half a dozen High Elf Dragoons were also present and they all turned quickly at the mass of men and women who approached them on the sidewalk. The man leading them Tarifa knew well, and Telan’s father had not let recent events weaken his pompous attitude in the least as he led the mass of nearly a dozen elves. He had been denouncing Telan publicly for his actions against Tarifa and her father and amazingly still had quite a bit of support from other high ranking High Elf officials and three of the High Elf Council of Elders who had conveniently been absent during the attack.

Anlain stepped forward until two Dragoons blocked his path. “Queen Tarifa, a moment of your time if it pleases!”

Tarifa looked at him, her sapphire eyes burning. “We have nothing to discuss Anlain.” She snapped. “We are on our way to a meeting. Good day!”

“Do not dismiss me child!” Anlain barked. “I have three Council Elders here! I am still a powerful man. I…”
His words stopped as suddenly Tarifa stood in his face, her five foot eight height allowing her to stare into his face with barely controlled rage. 

“I will dismiss you whenever it pleases me you pathetic little man!” Tarifa snarled. “You are nothing to me! Nothing! And the lackeys that follow you who once called themselves Elders have no more power fool! The High King has dissolved all other Councils except the one we will establish. And these fools will not be on it!”

“You have no right to do this!” Anlain barked. “You…”

“Do not speak to me about rights after what your son has done!” Tarifa nearly screamed.

“My son was acting of his own accord! I had nothing to do with it! I…”

“You are a liar!” Tarifa snapped. “I may not have enough proof to connect you directly, but rest assured I will find it.” Tarifa said. “And when I find your son Anlain, I will cut off his tiny cock and balls and send them to you by courier for what he has done to me and my father.”
“Why you…”

“Watch your tongue viper!” Aihola snapped, stepping up beside Tarifa. “Choose your words carefully old man, for the High King has many ears. And trust me when I say he does not like you already.”

Tarifa grinned. “And when you talk to your son Anlain… give him a message for me.” She spoke, pulling Aihola to her and kissing her fiercely in front of everyone, drawing smiles from the Dragoons and even Dekton. “Tell him that Aihola gave me more pleasure with her fingers, then he was able to illicit from me with that vile excuse he called a cock. I finished him off quickly and watched the drugs I was giving him take effect so that I could rush into the arms of the one person who made me scream in rapture whenever her lips were upon me! I begged her to let me feast on her!” Tarifa smiled at the look of horror on Anlain’s face. “Tell your son that Anlain. And tell him he should pray it is I who find him first, for if Aihola discovers him before I do, his death will be exquisitely painful and long.”
“Your majesty… you can not dissolved the Council of Elders.” One of the men with Anlain spoke now. “You…”

“The Elf High King dissolved the Council fool.” Tarifa barked, “Not that you were worth anything when you were on it Falbas.” 

“We do not…”

“If you speak those words I will have you shot right here for sedition!” Tarifa growled silencing the man. “Return to your city Anlain, and do not come back here, for you and your cronies are not welcome. Now… good day gentlemen.”

Tarifa spun around and marched away holding Aihola’s hand tightly as the Dragoons fell in behind her. Aihola leaned close to her. “You never begged me to allow you to feast on me my love.” She spoke in a whisper.

Tarifa smiled and looked at her with desire in her eyes. “Perhaps I will beg tonight Mistress.” She spoke.

Aihola matched her smile and leaned over to nuzzle her neck. “I think that is appropriate slave.” She spoke.

They were meeting in Eden’s Command Center, where the large conference room provided them the most security and space. Seated at the table were the three Elf Kings that Martin had met outside Las Vegas, Tarifa, Aihola, Ministers Thimina and Treblar, Selene Torcrum and the five Wood Elf Ministers that had survived the vampires and fought alongside their people before being locked into rooms for their protection during the final battle. Also present were the interim selections from the twenty-three settlements totaling seventeen elves and six humans. It was a number that Tarifa had been surprised at initially, since many of the settlements were made up of more humans than elves. She accepted it however and said nothing.
Tarifa and Aihola sat side by side at one head of the rectangular table, something that they hated, but the others demanded. 

“As we all know…” Tarifa began. “Martin and the others will be departing for Sparta tomorrow morning. I asked for this meeting now to make sure we are all in agreement with the decisions we have made to this point. We will be able to contact him if needed… but he has faith in what we can do, and I for one do not want to lose that faith.” Tarifa saw all of them nod gently. “We have been enemies in the past… but that is the past. We have been given a future… and I for one would like that future to continue.”

“If I may your majesty…” The human spoke from the far end of the table. Tarifa recognized him as the representative from Ash Fork, the largest of the settlements.

Tarifa nodded, “Of course Charles.” She said.

The man stood. “I have heard many questions whispered as to why there are more elves representing the settlements than there are humans. It is odd considering humans make up the majority of the populations in the settlements. I feel I must answer that question in everyone’s minds now.”

“Charles… that is not necessary.” Tarifa told him.

“On the contrary… I believe it is.” Charles spoke. “The elves… your people were created to help us rebuild from the ashes of a disaster. That did not happen. You were made into slaves and treated like inferiors. It smacked of what once filled this country so many hundreds of years ago. That was called slavery as well. Our selections were fair and open, and to be honest, there were more elves elected to be this Council’s representatives because the majority of humans feel we have not yet earned the right to lead again. And elves make far better politicians than we do.” This brought a round of soft laughter from everyone in the room. “With the exception of two of the settlements, each representative elected here received over ninety five percent of votes. The two other settlement representatives received ninety one and ninety three percent of the votes. We are behind this Council and all of our combined efforts fully.”
Tarifa smiled and nodded. “Thank you Charles. Aihola and I spoke of this very thing last night, and now you have made us all aware of it. We all appreciate your words.”

Charles nodded as he sat back down and he saw that everyone else agreed with Tarifa’s words by their own nods.

“The twenty three settlements and the representatives that they have elected, as you all know, will make up the Eden Advisory Council.” Tarifa spoke, looking at the men and women sitting at the table. “It will be their job to bring forth issues to the High Council for actions. And it will be their job to monitor what we here on the High Council do, and how we conduct ourselves. Martin has chosen me to lead the High Council, and Aihola to lead the Advisory Council. We will swap those positions in two years time. We will serve for four years until elections are held by the people. Everyone here will relinquish their positions among whatever clan you represent for the duration of your time on either Council and then you can return to your former position unless reelected by the people.”
“What will be the King’s duty Tarifa?” Thresian asked.

Tarifa smiled. “Martin’s words to me were quite simple and to the point. He will leave the “political bullshit” as he called it to us and concentrate on the military readiness.” Tarifa could see the smiles of knowing from many at the table. “He will not attempt to usurp our decisions as long as they benefit our people and our future. He will control the military of Eden, but he has made it clear he will adhere to any decision by this Council concerning its use as long as, once again, it benefits our people and our future. He will be open to anyone who wishes to speak to him, but he has requested that only myself or Aihola being issues to him or our Queens.”

“And what of the Queens Tarifa? What will their duties be?” Thimina asked. 
Tarifa smiled. “Anja will be head of Eden’s Medical Establishment, and due to their own exceptional fighting skills Dysea and Aricia will be assisting Martin with the military. They have assured me that like Martin, they will not interfere in what we do as long as it benefits our people. Human, elf and whoever else wishes to join Eden.”

Aihola leaned forward. “We have been given an opportunity here my friends.” She spoke softly. “An opportunity to finally bring about what the Holy One intended for all of us. The Great Fire dragged us apart, but now have a chance to bring everyone back together.” Aihola looked at Tarifa and took her hand. “I for one would like to grow very old with the one that I love.”

“And what of the Alliance? They will not simply let us continue to build our future Milady.” Charles asked.

Tarifa looked at him. “Yes… the Alliance. We have all told our children of the creatures of ancient legend and myth. Bed time stories and horror stories told around camp fires and tables. As we have all now experienced first hand, it appears at least some of these myths and legends are indeed true. Vampires it seems do exist, and they control the Alliance. The President of the Alliance is apparently some sort of Vampire High Priestess. So the nightmares are real my friends, and it is they we must fight.” Tarifa kissed Aihola’s hand softly and got to her feet. “Martin has given this Priestess an ultimatum of sorts, and while I will not go into the details for everyone here, suffice to say this ultimatum has given us at least a year, perhaps eighteen months to prepare our people, and to continue to build what the High King has started.” She walked around the table slowly. “We will have to fight. There is no question about that, but I hope everyone here feels as I do in that what we have started here is very much worth fighting for, and dying for. Freedom is never free my friends, we all know this. It comes with the highest price of all. I am willing to pay that price if it means in the end that any children I may have, your children, all of our children will live in freedom. We have fought already for so long, and while the threat has receded for the moment due to Martin’s actions, it has not gone away entirely and we must be prepared to begin fighting again.”
“And this is where the King goes, to gather allies?” Treblar spoke.
Tarifa turned to Dekton, standing quietly in the corner of the room, only five steps from where she and Aihola sat. She saw him nod just a little. “Our King… Martin… he has discovered his history. Who and what he is. His people are Spartans, much like Commander Dekton here.” Tarifa pointed to him. “They have waited for their King to appear far longer than we have waited for a High King. He is going home to learn about his past and his people, and assume his role as their King as well as ours. He will not be gone long, a few months perhaps, but it is something that calls to him. Something he must do.” Tarifa returned to her chair next to Aihola. “Commander Dekton he has left behind as personal guard to Aihola and myself. He would not have done this if his wish was to abandon us. We must have faith in him, as he has placed far more faith in us and what we must do.”
“But how will we keep the Alliance from interfering with what we do?” Knon asked. “They are everywhere.”

“Martin has claimed everything west of the Great River.” Tarifa told them. “Anything east belongs to the Alliance. We are not yet strong enough to remove that slavers island in the west, but we will be. My father and General Vengal now lead Eden’s military while Martin is away. They are sweeping the entire area of what is ours, mainly to rid ourselves of slavers and mercenaries who would do us harm, but also to let the people know the High King has come and what we are building.”
“The Wastes take up much of that territory Tarifa.” Thimina spoke.

Tarifa nodded. “Yes… but it also gives us a much larger cushion from Alliance territory and influence. The land will return to what it once was eventually, but for now we have ten states to govern, far more than any of us have had before as one people. We can do this. Together.”

“Then I suggest that we get some food and some tea brought in and we start getting to it.” King Anotan spoke.

His words brought chuckles and nods of agreement from everyone in the room. Tarifa looked at Aihola and nodded, knowing they had begun something wonderful here. Aihola squeezed her hand as she got to her feet. They saw Aihola rise and their voices became silent.

“Many of you… perhaps all of you… I don’t know… still hold animosity towards my people.” Aihola spoke. “I will not stand here and apologize for actions and decisions that were not my own. I will tell you two things about the remaining Drow…”
Tarifa looked at her. “Nya Istel… you don’t…”

Aihola smiled. “I am not afraid my love.” She said softly. “And they have a right to know if we are to truly make this work.” Everyone’s eyes were on Aihola and Tarifa now, interest very evident. Tarifa nodded slowly. “The Drow who remain… we have far more reason to hate the Alliance with every fiber of our existence than many of you in this room. Not only did the Alliance destroy our people… but they conducted horrible experiments on those they captured and kept alive. The Vampire Priestess turned my own father into a vampire… and then ordered him to rape my mother countless times. Tari and I are the result. We are half vampire… as are all my people.” Aihola saw their faces range from shock to horror, but surprisingly not in one face did she see distrust. “We have their same strengths… but none of their weaknesses. They thought to create monsters, but instead created us. Many of us were forced to endure genetic experiments and other horrible tortures while under their thumb, and we bear the scars of this even now. When the High Priestess realized she had failed in her attempt at creating warrior vampires… we were nothing more than fodder for them. I escaped a year before my brother, because I would not slaughter a human family to prove my loyalty. My brother Tari led the others to Eden and freedom. The High King… Martin… he accepted us without question, without constraint and he believed in us when no one else would. Because of that… the second thing I must tell you is this… my people have sworn an eternal oath that we will all die in service to Eden and no other. I dare say we want this to work more than anyone else because of what it now means to us. We will do everything in our power to bring about what we all want for our futures.” Aihola took a deep breath. “I just felt you should all know.”
They watched her return to her chair next to Tarifa, her head held high and proud as she took Tarifa’s hand once more.

Tarifa looked around the table once more. “Is there anyone else who would like to say something before we call the meeting to session?”

“Milady?” Dekton’s voice spoke from behind her. “I would like to speak, if you would allow it.”

Tarifa looked just as surprised as Aihola and she nodded quickly. “Please.”

Dekton stepped up the table so that everyone could see him. He removed the matte black helm he wore over his head to expose his longer than shoulder length brown hair and his deep blue eyes. Everyone took in the tall Spartan, easily over six feet and two hundred pounds, the black body armor covering every portion of his body except for the joints, the crimson cloak scrapping the floor.

With a casual flip of his hand Dekton tossed the data pad onto the table. “My King has authorized me to say this, and I don’t particularly care for questions so don’t ask any. That pad contains some history of my people, of my King’s people, what he deemed you all needed to know. You may disseminate it as you please. I am a Spartan Centurion, and you may refer to me as Spartan or Commander and nothing else. My name is for the two Queens I protect, no one else. I have been trained in the fires of combat since age eight in what we Spartans call the Agoge. Know that we Spartans are trained; we are expected to defeat twenty of the enemy before we die in battle. We do not retreat, we do not surrender. My King asked me to stand and protect these two he considers his friends, and I did this because it is what he wished.” Dekton looked at Tarifa and Aihola. “I see now why he wished them protected. They have spoken words of great honor and truth today and it has made me proud to listen to it. My duty is to protect them, and I assure you this I will do without regard for station or status. If it is a threat to them, it will not exist moments after it reaches my ears. I will not hesitate, I will not pause, I will not discriminate. I am one… you are many…” Dekton smiled in a cruel sort of way. “And you will lose.” 
Dekton looked at Tarifa and Aihola and bowed his head, “My Queens, thank you for the time.” He spoke before returning his helm to his head and stepping back into the shadows.
Tarifa and Aihola watched him for a long moment before turning back to the table and seeing that everyone was quiet. “I…” Tarifa began, at a loss for words.

King Anotan was the one who broke the ice again. “Now that we have that out of the way, can we get down to the business our King expects of us.”

This brought relaxed laughter from everyone in the room once more, and they all turned to the tasks ahead. Tarifa reached for the data pad Dekton had tossed onto the table as Aihola turned to look at him. She reached out with her mind and the little telepathic control she possessed trying to touch Dekton’s mind. It was like looking at a solid black wall. His eyes turned to her slowly.
What is it you wish Aihola of the Drow? His voice filled her mind, neither hostile or joyful, but calm and even.

Aihola kept her face expressionless even though surprised swept through her. I… I’m sorry. I did not…

Our people are all telepathic Milady. His voice answered her, Some more than others, but the Centurions more so than the average Spartiate. My King told me you possessed this ability due to the vampire genes in your blood. He also told me you know what I am, who and what he is.

I do. Aihola replied.
It took courage to reveal what you did she-elf. It was not something they needed to know, but you told them anyway. I see why my King honors you and Tarifa. Dekton told her. And I will do no less. You have shared blood with your beloved Tarifa. Our Chief Mage believes this may allow you to communicate with her telepathically as well. May I suggest you work on this, as it will allow the three of us to communicate more privately.

I do not like that I have these genes in my body Dekton. Aihola said.

Something you have already proven Little Drow. He replied, his voice almost sounded affectionate. Yet you do have them, and you need to learn to use them to defeat our enemies and achieve what it is we all wish in the end. 

Will… will you help us?

Dekton’s nod was imperceptible to all but her, After what I have seen this day… I would consider that an honor.

How old are you Dekton?

I am a second generation Pureblood. He answered. 

That doesn’t answer my question.

I have seven hundred and nineteen years Little Drow. I am the eleventh child and sixth son of my parent’s children, and I am the youngest.

Do your parents still live?

Dekton nodded. My mother lives in Sparta. My father was lost almost four hundred years ago. He was killed by an Alliance officer, a Vampire.

I’m sorry.

Do not be sorry. He died a beautiful death. Dekton replied. You have much work to do Little Drow; perhaps you should get to it before someone suspects we are communicating.

Aihola turned around slowly, maintaining her composure. Thank you Dekton.
You are welcome.

SPARTAN TRANSPORT

EDEN AIRFIELD


“Wow!” Endith spoke as she and Tina entered the cockpit of the Spartan Transport. The two pilots turned in their seats and looked at the elf and human females. 


“This is very cool!” Tina said in way of agreement as their eyes took in the expanse of the cockpit.


The cockpit of the Spartan ship was similar to the Raptor, but much larger and roomier, and quite a bit more advanced. Instrument panels surrounded both pilots, but there didn’t seem to be any actual flight controls with the exception of what appeared to be a throttle control on the pilot’s right hand side. The senior pilot smiled as he looked at them, both of them very attractive even with their long hair pulled back.


“You are the pilots his majesty told us to expect?” He asked.


Tina looked at him and nodded. He appeared to be close to Ben’s age and very good looking, but since Endith had come into their lives, the three of them had grown far closer then they had expected, emotionally as well as physically. “Tina.” She said, holding out her hand. “This is Endith.”

“I am Laertes, First Commander. This is Denes my second.”


Tina and Endith nodded to them. “Fine ship you got here.” Tina spoke. “What do you call it?”


The man looked at her oddly. “Call it?” He asked. “It is a transport. That is all.”


Endith and Tina shared a look and turned back to the pilot, “Oh… a transport.” Endith spoke. “We fly those.” She pointed out of the cockpit window to where the Raptors were parked and the two pilots turned just as one dipped its nose and soared off into the brightening sky.


Laertes turned back and looked at them a new respect in his eyes. “All we have are these transports. There are some smaller ones identical to this, but we do not use them. We don’t have many pilots.”


Endith had turned and was studying the instrument panel behind the pilot’s seat. Tina was examining the co-pilot’s console and she nodded. “Yeah… so we hear.” She spoke. “That’s why we’re here.”


Laertes chuckled. “You are instructors?”


Endith looked at him. “Do you have a flight manual for this machine?” She asked. “I would very much like to study it.”


“Denes… give the she elf the manuals.” Laertes spoke with a grin. “It took us two years to become proficient in flying this transport.”

Endith took the two thick manuals and gave one to Tina as they settled on the bench behind the co-pilot. Tina looked at him as she opened the manual, Endith already beginning to read. “How long is the flight?” Tina asked.


“Fifteen hours at cruising speed.” Laertes replied. “Do you intend to read the entire manual on the way there?”


Tina nodded. “Yep.”


“Denes and I were hoping you would join us for something to drink once we engage the autopilot.” Laertes flashed a smile at her.


“Nope.” Tina replied settling into the seat.


Laertes looked at her oddly, “Perhaps… perhaps your friend then? I understand female elves are very open.”


Tina looked at him with her blue eyes and then turned to Endith. “Endy…” She spoke using the nickname she and Ben called her. “This nice pilot wants to know if you’ll join him and his friend for something to drink once we are airborne.”

Endith looked up from the manual quickly and laid a blistering kiss onto Tina’s lips, including lots of tongue, which Tina eagerly returned as the two pilots looked on in stunned silence. After a moment Endith pulled back and gazed at Tina with beautiful blue eyes and a smile. She looked at the two pilots and her smile grew wider. “Not interested.” She answered before settling back onto the seat and putting her face back into the manual.


Tina shrugged as she looked at them. “Sorry…” She spoke before opening the manual she held.


The two pilots looked at one another and then shook their heads before going back to their duties.


Theron watched Martin as he stood on the lowered ramp as the rest of the men and women going with them were boarding. He had to admit that Thr’won had been right. The following day after Martin had claimed his three Queens under the Centennial of the Moon, all of them were different. He could feel the calm and peace that flowed through them, just as Thr’won had predicted, and Aricia seemed a hundred fold more confident and energetic than when they had arrived. He walked up next to Martin slowly, passing the others as he went. The three Queens sat together, talking quietly to each other, though they all looked tired. The female elf with rust colored red hair and incredible blue eyes sat next to Daniel Simpson, the half vampire Tari next to Julie. Anja had chosen several medical technicians to accompany them, including the humans Doctor Marrow and Doctor Taggert, both men joining them from the thousands that had come from the base on the moon.

“My King,” Theron spoke softly as he stepped up next to Martin. “Everyone is aboard Milord. We should depart.”


Martin turned to look at him. “I’m about to enter a whole new world aren’t I Theron?”

“In some respects sire.” Theron replied honestly. “But I have noticed you and those that follow you have the amazing ability to adapt almost immediately to any change.”


“Considering the life we have led… it was the only way to survive as long as we did.” Martin answered.


“It usually is sire.” Theron spoke. “I do not think you will be disappointed sire.”


Martin smiled. “No I don’t think I will.” He reached over to the side and touched the panel, the ramp beginning to rise as he looked back to Theron. “Never fear the unknown, for we don’t know what we might find.”


Theron smiled as Martin moved back into the transport and took a seat on the floor of the aircraft between Aricia’s legs. She was speaking with Anja and Dysea and Theron watched as almost without thinking, she draped a leg over his shoulder and Anja and Dysea pressed closer so their hands could drop to his shoulders. 

Theron nodded at his King’s words, “A wise choice of words my King.” He muttered to himself. “Wise indeed.”
