CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
SPARTA

Martin stared out the computer screen sized window as the pilots of the transport brought them in slowly over the valley below. Almost everyone not from Sparta was crouched close to the windows with anticipation and curiosity. It was in the nature of any species to be curious, and this was very evident now. No one had been able to sleep for the last hour and a half of the flight. Many had slept enough in the previous thirteen hours to last them a life time it seemed. Card games were worn out after the fifth hour, and everyone decided to sleep the remaining time away. Until now.

Martin could just make out the outlines of the mountains in the distance, the peaks reaching high into the night sky. His heart had begun beating faster quite a while ago, and now it was racing nearly out of control. He saw Anja and Dysea in the next window, excited expressions of their faces, as if they were entering a new world. Martin felt the hand on his arm and he turned to see Aricia’s gorgeous eyes looking at him.

“Your heart races my love.” She spoke softly, her azure eyes smiling at him.


Martin smiled and nodded. “I’m nervous.” He replied.


“We will help you my love. All of us.”


Martin took her hand in his. “I know.”


“Sire?” Theron’s voice interrupted them and Martin turned as he got to his feet, Aricia still clinging to his hand. “I just spoke with my people at the landing site. There are half a dozen Senators loyal to… to us… waiting to meet with you. Daniel and Julie’s parents are also present, as are the men and women who have agreed to sponsor and house the others within your team.” He spoke. “There will be roughly two dozen others who will be within your employ at the villa, and those you will meet when you arrive at the actual villa where you will be staying.”


Martin looked at him, “Servants?” He asked.


Theron shook his head. “No sire, these are men and women who have willingly served the line of Leonidas for as long as I can remember. They tend the villa’s gardens and maintain the property. They are well paid and do their duties by choice and they are completely loyal. They have been told you are a distant descendant of the line of Leonidas, a cousin perhaps, but other than that, nothing more.”


Martin nodded slowly. “I won’t have to meet with them long will I?”


“No Milord.” Theron replied. He glanced at Aricia and saw her clinging to Martin’s arm. “Aricia… perhaps it would be better if you returned home.”


Aricia glanced at Martin and then nodded her head. “If you think this is best Holy One. I will…”


“No.” Martin spoke firmly.


“Sire… it might draw questions from…”


Martin looked at him, his eyes narrowing. He stepped closer to Theron. “Aricia stays with us. She is my mate… she is Anja and Dysea’s mate. She stays with us. There will be no discussion on that. Are we clear Theron?”


“Sire… you have marked her. She will be safe. It would look odd if Aricia were to accompany you to the villa and stay with you there. It…” Theron spoke, trying to keep his voice calm. He could sense other eyes on them now, including those of Anja and Dysea.


“My Love…” Aricia started. “It is alright. I will…”


“No!” Martin spoke. “I am playing a role for the moment, is that not correct Theron? I am Alpha wolf from North America, turned by Dymas?”

“That is the story we are using Milord, yes. Only those present at the landing zone who we have allowed will know who you really are.” Theron spoke.


Martin nodded. “And they will know I have taken Aricia as my mate?”


Theron nodded. “This was in the transmission I sent to them, yes. They will not be happy sire… I can tell you that.”


“They’ll get over it.” Martin spoke, “Andreus!”


Andreus stepped forward from his position five feet from his King, “Milord?”


“You are my Captain?” Martin asked his eyes never leaving Theron’s.


“Yes sire.”


“The first individual who attempts to remove your sister from my side, you will shoot that fucker in the head. Is that understood?” Martin growled.


“Sire?” Andreus looked confused.


“Theron… I told you once… I will listen to your council, and most of the time I will take it. This is one of the times where I will not. You will not control me… nor will anyone else. If this is going to be a problem for you… turn this transport around and take us back.” Martin spoke.


Theron never took his gaze from Martin’s, but he could detect the eyes of many on him, including the not to friendly gazes of Anja and Dysea. “Leave us!” He snapped.


His words carried to everyone, and within seconds a very large space cleared around the two of them, Andreus pulling his sister back. Theron stared at Martin, the set of his jaw and the steel in his eyes. Thr’won’s words from two nights ago echoed in his head and he moved closer to Martin. He could feel the power within the young man, the pulsing of his aura, threatening even now to smash the barriers he had up. “Sire…” He spoke softly. “You know the reason I suggested this?”

Martin nodded. “She is supposedly dishonored. I don’t care Theron.”

“Her family was striped of all that they had. Her father was a senior member of the 

Senate, and he lost that. When he discovers that you have taken her as a mate he will not approve. He will think you are not a Pureblood, and that Aricia is only a toy for you.” Theron spoke.


“Isn’t that what she would be to any Pureblood in Sparta?” Martin asked, “A toy?”


Theron nodded slowly. “Yes.”


“And we can’t tell him who I really am?” Martin asked.


Theron shook his head quickly, “At least not right now. His anger at the Senate and by proxy you, it might drive him to do something reckless.”


“Then her father can suck it up and drive on.” Martin snapped. “Is there anything he can do to her?”


“The only thing he could do now is disown her.” Theron spoke, thoughtful for a moment. “And that… while not much better than her present status… that would at least neutralize a potential problem.”


Little Wolf… how do you feel about that? I don’t want to bring you anymore pain or shame than has already been put upon you. Martin reached out and touched her mind. He had allowed Aricia to hear everything so far.


Would I be with you my love?


Always.


Then I don’t care what my father does. 


Martin shook his head. “No… she stays with me. Her father will do what he must, and we don’t care.”

“Do… do you love her that much Milord?”


Martin was taken aback by the question and his building anger quickly bled away. He looked at Theron. “I do.” He whispered. “She is part of me now Theron, just as Anja and Dysea are. I will not bend on this and I will kill anyone who hurts her, without regard, without pause. And that includes her father.”


Theron stared at Martin for a long moment and then the smile spread across his features. “Now that is what Leonidas himself would have told me sire! That is why I have no doubts about who you are! None!” His words came out forcefully but the smile never left his face. “You are not the King I served Martin Leonidas… but damned if it will not be an honor to serve you nonetheless!”


Martin looked at him. “I have much to learn don’t I?”


Theron put his hands on Martin’s shoulders. “Not as much as you might think sire. Not as much as you might think.” He smiled and slammed his hands down on Martin’s shoulders as a father would. “We land in seven minutes sire. Let me be the first to welcome you home.”


There were close to a hundred people crowded into the landing pad area. They stood silently as the ramp on the transport lowered slowly; finally locking into place as ground crew members secured the landing struts and began to connect several hoses. Theron was walking down the ramp before it had stopped moving and he stepped off now moving directly to where the five men and one woman stood in a line. Dilios looked at him as he came up to them.


“Theron… the pad is secure. I have a dozen Centurions guarding the outside to insure we are not disturbed. The psychic deadeners are all active as well.” Dilios reported. “An excellent idea to wait until you could use the shadow of a daily supply transport to drop in.”


Theron smiled. “That wasn’t my idea Dilios… that was one of the pilots the King brought with him. An elf female… the best they have behind the man who commands all of the King’s air crews.”


“He… he has his own flying ships?” Dilios asked shocked.


Theron’s smile never left his face. “In just under a years’ time my friend, our King has united almost every elf tribe on the North American continent and begun building a city of his own. It is a truly amazing place. He has an army that surpasses our own, to include a sizable air force.”


Dilios looked at the five men with him, their faces also showing their shock. “This is a sign Theron.” He said softly.


“Indeed it is.”


“And his Queens… they came with him as well?” The female asked.


Theron nodded. “They did Senator Arete… and I have no doubts they will impress you with their beauty.”


Their faces turned as Walter walked up to them a smile on his face. Dilios’s eyes grew wide. “Dymas!” He nearly shouted, going to the man and embracing him like a brother. The others crowed around him as well.


Walter smiled and shook their hands and shared their embraces. “It… it is very good to finally return home my friends. Very good!”


“When you did not contact us for so long we thought you had been lost as well.” Arete spoke. “All of Sparta will rejoice your return, and what you have brought with you.”


Walter chuckled. “Well… that must be kept to a minimum.” He said. “Everyone must think I have returned only for a few months. We must follow the plan we have set in motion. A great deal relies on it for now.”


Arete nodded, “Of course.” She said smiling. “You sound like Theron now my friend.”


Walter nodded. “So many years away from here has made me paranoid.”


“Your mate awaits you Dymas!” Dilios spoke motioning to the side where the female with billowing black hair was fairly busting out of her shoes. “Go to her Dymas… we can talk later.”


Walter needed no further encouragement and broke immediately towards the woman with long purposeful strides. It wasn’t common for a Spartan as old as Walter to show emotion openly, but after nearly five hundred years of not seeing the woman who had saved his life so long ago, Walter didn’t care. He broke into a run halfway across the lading pad and saw his wife break from behind the Spartans assembled to run towards him. The woman of medium build but natural beauty threw herself into the arms of the taller man while smiling men and women looked on. Dozens watched as three other younger females and four men broke from the ranks and moved to the pair. Walter’s eyes filled with tears as he saw his children rushing out to meet him. He looked at his wife. 


“You brought them Dia?” He spoke softly. 

His wife’s eyes were filled with tears of her own. “They… they knew something was going on the moment they saw my mood after Dilios told me you were coming home. I could not keep them away my husband.”


Walter kissed her deeply, the only woman who had shared his heart in three thousand years, just as his children swept around them.


Theron turned back to the Senators as they watched a dozen men and women, humans and elves file out of the transport, their eyes taking in all around them with awe and new discovery. “He brought many of the men and women he trusts most.” Theron explained to them. “Some of them just recently returned from the moon.”


 “The moon!” A senator gasped. “Theron you jest!”

Theron shook his head. “No Polynikes. It is how the King survived the passing of the Comet. It is a long story… which I will relate at a later time.”


“Theron what of Wallace?” Arete asked. “The Spartan Peer who left so long ago? He was with the King for a time wasn’t he. At least that is what your reports stated.”


Theron nodded. “He remained behind to help the two elf Queens establish order in North America. He has found a new home there with an elf mate, and did not wish to leave. His actions will be honored.”


“You said the elves also consider him their King.” Another Senator asked. 


Theron nodded. “Another story which can wait until later, but it is partly Dymas’s doing. The elves consider him their High King and…”


They all heard the gasps from the assembled people as the towering young black man walked down the ramp, the diminutive red haired female elf at his side, holding his hand tightly. The others of SEAL Team 12 followed Danny down the ramp, Julie holding Tari’s hand tightly also.  


Theron smiled. “Ah yes… the two Pureblood children Dymas requested so long ago.” He spoke. “Daniel and Julie… and those they have chosen as their mates.” He looked at the Senators. “Impressive are they not? All of them. This is the group of men and women the three of them chose to turn rather than watch die. This is the pack they formed without even the knowledge of who and what they were my friends. They did it by instinct alone.” Theron was smiling as he spoke, the pride in his words very evident. He motioned to them with his hand, “Daniel Simpson… the son of Melancton and Malaika, and Julie Collins… the daughter of Hali and Kim So. The others were among those created by Dymas… so they have no parents or lineage, but they were turned by Purebloods, and they will be treated as such.”

“That is why the families are here?” Arete asked.


Theron nodded. “I asked families that we know and trust who were without children to take them in.”


Everyone grew quiet as the majority of the Spartan Royal Guard came down the ramp next, fanning out around the bottom of the ramp, their eyes searching for threats even among those they knew to be friends. Theron saw them begin to walk down the ramp and he smiled. “My friends… behold your Queens.”


All eyes were now focused intently on the ramp as they came down slowly, talking to each other in whispers. Anja was in the middle, Dysea to her right, Aricia on her left. They held hands, all of them nervous and their knuckles going white with the strength they held each other’s hands. Aricia had told them that Spartan women loved their long hair, and both Anja and Dysea who normally wore their hair tied up in some fashion let their hair down halfway across the ocean. Aricia had brushed both their heads of hair out until the color shone with heath and youth.

Arete was not the only one in the landing pad who gasped in awe at the sight of the three of them as they walked down the ramp. Almost on cue, the men and women gathered in the bay dropped to one knee, causing the three of them to stop abruptly and look around in shock. Only the Senators remained standing with Theron. Dysea’s hair shone the brightest due to the platinum blond color and the lighting in the landing bay, and it outlined her deeply tanned skinned. Anja’s Persian red hair curved elegantly around her face, matching Aricia’s in its rich dark color and shine. 


Dilios stepped closer to Theron. “Theron… Aricia…”


Theron looked at him. “Aricia is now Queen my friend. He claimed them all under the last Centennial of the Moon not three days ago. He knows of her dishonor and he does not care. We will discuss the ramifications at a later time, but he was very clear on this. I for one am not going to refuse him, and I doubt you will want to challenge him once you see him.”


“He is that commanding?” Dilios asked.


“He is Dilios.” Theron turned as the landing bay grew so silent you could hear the birds chirping half a mile away. “See for yourself.”


Martin walked down the ramp side by side with Andreus and they were speaking in whispers as well. Theron felt the swell of pride once more as he watched. Until Leonidas had become King, no Spartan Captain would have ever dared walk next to his King engaged in conversation like they were. He knew that Martin and Andreus had spent many hours together over the past few days, sometimes alone, sometimes with Daniel, and it appeared as if Andreus had now become one of the few he trusted without question. Everyone had turned to watch Martin exit the transport, and they watched him slow and come to a stop at the bottom of the ramp and look up into the sky. 


Martin let his eyes wander around the landing bay, a sensation unlike anything he had ever felt before cascading through his body, a sense of peace and serenity; a sense of home. He looked over the top of the landing bay walls at the mountains in the distance, feeling like he had seen them some time before. His eyes went to the hard packed earth underneath them and he knelt down on one knee, reaching out with his hand to scoop some into his palm. Martin brought it to his nose and inhaled the scent, ignoring the smell of scorched earth from the transports engines, and seeking the scent of pines and minerals. A scent of long ago. 

He looked up at Andreus. “Andreus?”


“Milord?”


“I’ve… I’ve come home Andreus.” Martin whispered to him.


Andreus smiled. “Yes sire. Yes you have.”


Martin stood back up and gazed at him, a look of wonderment on his face. “This is Sparta?”


“It is Milord.”


Anja, Dysea and Aricia stepped up to him slowly, feeling everything that was sweeping through him. He looked at them, his eyes wide and alive more so than they had ever seen them. His sense of joy and happiness was coursing through them as well. Anja yelped in surprise when Martin snatched her up and spun her around, Aricia and Dysea looking on with tears and smiles. 


“I’m home!” Martin yelled, his voice carrying across the landing bay. Martin allowed his psychic shields to drop completely and his aura burst forth in all its intensity as he soaked up the tendrils of life and memory all around him, allowing them to course through his being.   


“By the gods!” Arete gasped as she sank to one knee, followed by the other Senators as the force of his aura swept over everyone in the bay like a wave. When Anja, Dysea and Aricia allowed their shields to drop and bask in the sensations of what Martin was feeling, even the Spartans standing guard staggered from the force of their presence.

Theron turned quickly to Dilios, “The psychic deadeners!” He gasped.


The Spartan officer behind them stepped forward quickly. “They are active Holy One! At full power!” 

Theron breathed a sigh of relief and nodded. The deadeners would keep their combined auras from spreading beyond the landing bay, and Theron did not want to take any chances even as remote as this site was. He turned back to see Martin standing with his forehead pressed to Aricia’s while Anja and Dysea pressed up against them both. The power radiating from them was unlike anything anyone in the bay had ever felt, and whatever doubts remained among the men and women were quickly dashed aside. Everyone watched as Daniel stepped up to Martin and stood beside Andreus.


“Hey Skipper.” He spoke.


Martin looked at him as Julie came up next to them. Martin reached out and took Dan’s arm, pulling Julie into their embrace. “We’re home.” He said. “This is where… this is…”

Julie groaned and hit him lightly in the ribs, “Your breaking my ribs you buffoon!” She barked out, but a dazzling smile was plastered across her face.


Danny and Julie had never seen Martin so animated before, and his joy filled them as well, for they were feeling the same things surging through them.


Martin looked at Andreus. “I’m acting like a little kid aren’t I?” He asked.


Andreus couldn’t help but smile. “I don’t have to answer that do I Milord.” He asked.


Martin laughed and shook his head. “No.” He answered. He felt Dysea’s arms circle around his waist with Aricia’s as Anja squeezed in between him and Danny. 


“Shit Skipper… I ain’t seen you this happy since the Buffalo Bills won the Superbowl back in 2062.” Dan spoke.


Martin looked at him. “Remember the party we had?”


Julie laughed. “I’m surprised you do. We drank enough booze that night to sink an aircraft carrier. You didn’t wake up for a day and a half.”


They all turned as Theron walked up to them. “Sire… the Senators are waiting.” He spoke, but a smile was on his face as well.


Martin nodded, “Yeah… sorry about that.” He spoke taking a deep breath and bringing his psychic shields back down into place.


Theron looked at Daniel and Julie. “I believe you will be most interested to greet who awaits you children of Sparta.” He spoke motioning with his head.


Dan and Julie turned and saw the small knot of men and women standing off to the side of the bay. The two oldest women had tears streaking their faces. Dan looked at Theron. “That…”


“Your families,” Theron spoke, answering the question. “And they have been waiting five hundred years for this day. I suggest you don’t keep them waiting any longer.”


Martin slapped Dan in the back of the head gently. “Go on man! Don’t be such a coward.”


Martin watched as they began to walk towards the small knot of people. He looked at Theron and nodded. “Lead away.” He spoke.


Martin walked with him as they covered the distance between them and where the Senators stood. They all dropped to one knee again as they stopped. 


“Sire… may I present…” Theron began to speak.


“Senators of Sparta,” Martin spoke, “Men and women who do not bow to me. Get up... all of you.”


Dilios and the others looked at Theron, their eyes wide. Theron smiled and nodded his head. “I told you he was different Dilios.”


Danny found himself shaking as he looked at the shorter woman in front of him. Her skin was a deep chocolate color, her black hair long and luxurious.  Danny knew she had to be much older than the sixty odd years she looked, but he knew. This was his mother. The mother he never knew he had until only a few short weeks ago. He looked at the man standing just behind her, tall and proud, a jagged scar running across his cheek, his dark eyes burning bright. His skin was deeply tanned, burned a dark bronze by years in the sun. He was the equal to Danny in height and physical dimensions in every way, and it was the same face Dan had seen in the mirror thousands of times over the years.


Danny returned his eyes to the woman, who was now reaching for his cheeks. His eyes closed as her rough hands touched his skin and he brought his hands up to cover hers as feelings of love and comfort flooded him. He knew these hands.


“You… you remember don’t you?” The woman’s voice spoke softly. “You remember when these hands held you as an infant. I… I am Malaika… and I am your…”


“Mother.” Danny finished her words softly. His arms lifted the much shorter woman into his grasp and he buried his face in her neck, inhaling deeply. “You are my mother!” He gasped, feeling her arms grip his shoulders as she wept unashamedly.

Malaika beat his shoulders gently. “Put me down Spartan!” She spoke.


“Stop it mother!” The young woman spoke from behind her, tears in her eyes.. “You have prayed for this day for centuries. Now it is here! Enjoy it.”


Malaika held Danny’s face in her hands, her tears streaking her dark cheeks. She turned, taking his hand, “These are your sisters Elenia and Tamara and your younger brothers Kumas and Palentes.”


Danny looked at them, his eyes wide and starting to fill with tears as he embraced each of them tightly. Malaika took his arm and motioned to the man who stood beside her. 


“Daniel… Daniel this is…”


“Show yourself Spartan!” Melancton bellowed loudly interrupting his wife.


Danny looked at him for a long moment before slowly reaching up to unbutton his fatigue top. He pulled it off and handed it to Anuk who stood just behind him. She took it, her own eyes teary and she watched as he pulled the t-shirt off as well exposing his powerful upper body. Anuk saw the looks of horror and pain cross the faces of his mother and sisters, and yet the looks of pride that flowed from his brothers and the giant of a man in front of him. Danny’s father circled him, as if inspecting a piece of meat in a store. He gripped his arms and chest and his rough fingers traced the scars that nineteen bullets and a myriad of knives and shrapnel had caused over the years. He traced the long scar across Danny’s abdomen that the steel pipe had caused.

“You have seen battle.” Melancton spoke returning to stand in front of him.


Dan nodded slowly. “I have, more than my share.”


“Battle in service to our King is the highest honor Spartan?” Melancton spoke.


Dan looked at him and shook his head, “No… battle in service to my brother and our pack is more.” He answered firmly. “And he has the scars to prove his service to all of us.”


Anuk was watching the face of the older man and she could tell he was on the edge of losing it himself. And then he did.


“My… my son.” Melancton’s voice was hoarse when he spoke, and in very un-Spartan like fashion he embraced Danny in a bear hug that would have crushed a smaller man, a bear hug that Danny eagerly returned his own tears now falling openly.


Anuk held his fatigue top tightly to her chest, smiling as her tears slid down her cheeks. Her cerulean blue eyes detected Danny’s mother looking at her, and his sisters and brothers moving up to circle around her. She didn’t flinch when they leaned close to sniff her, and touch her long rust colored red hair. She was equal in height to his mother and sisters, but like Danny and his father, his brothers towered over her.


Malaika stepped in front of her, taking in the elegant curve of her elf ears, and the softness of her lips. This she-elf’s skin was healthy and tanned and the uniform did nothing to hide the firmness of her body beneath it. Her dark eyes inspected the three long scars that cross her face but they were very faint now and only marred her beauty a fraction. She leaned close to Anuk and drew in a deep breath though her nose before pulling away. She reached up and softly traced the scars on Anuk’s face. “My son’s Spartan blood burns within you she elf.” Malaika spoke.


“It does Milady.” Anuk answered softly. 


“And your blood burns within him most strongly.” She reached up again to trace the scars on Anuk’s face. “No doubt these are the cause?”


“He has claimed me as his… as his mate.” Anuk replied softly, “Something that I have thanked the gods for every day since.” 


“Did you have to beat him to get him to do this she elf?” Malaika asked.


Anuk couldn’t help the smile that split her lips and she looked at Danny with an adoring love. “I did Milady.”

Malaika laughed at this and shook her head. “It runs in the blood it seems! I had to do the same thing.” She said before pulling Anuk into a warm embrace. She looked at her after a moment, taking her face into her rough but tender hands, “To have claimed the heart of a Spartan warrior she elf? That is an accomplishment that many have attempted, and far fewer have succeeded in doing. You join elite company child. What is your name?”


“Anuk Milady.”


Malaika nodded. “And welcome to my family Anuk. It is an honor to have you among us.”


Danny beamed his smile ear to ear and as he glanced over and saw Julie within the embrace of her father, Tari speaking with her mother with a smile as well, Julie caught his gaze and nodded. Martin was right.

They were home.


Martin turned his head as Theron was introducing the Senators and telling him a little of each one. His eyes caught the movement near the side of the transport, and he saw four Spartan soldiers escorting the plain metal casket on the hover platform from the side towards the much older looking man and woman that Walter and his wife stood next too. The older woman’s face was streaked with tears and the man’s eyes were moist.

Martin looked at Theron quickly. “Excuse me.” He spoke before turning and moving for the side of the transport, the crimson cloak billowing in his wake.


Theron looked at him as he walked away. “My Lord?”


“Theron… what is going on?” Dilios asked surprised.


“I… I don’t know.” Theron answered as he began to follow Martin. This caused the Senators to follow as well.


The Spartan detail commander saw Martin only a few strides away and he quickly stopped the procession of the casket and he and the others bowed their heads as Martin slowed and stopped beside the metal casket. Men and women began to press close behind him, this event not planned.


Walter stepped away from his parents and moved over next to Martin. “Sire… this is not necessary.” He spoke. “You…”


Martin held up his hand as Walter felt two pairs of hands grip him. He turned to see Dysea and Anja pulling him back gently.


“This is something he needs to do.” Anja whispered to him.


They guided him back to stand next to his parents, Aricia already beside Walter’s mother, holding her arm and whispering to her.


Martin spread his hands on top of the casket, looking down through clear glass at the face of Androcles. The landing bay had grown silent as a tomb now, no one daring to make a noise. Martin caressed the casket reverently.


“I am… I am home Androcles.” He spoke softly to the glass, his voice carrying several rows back due to the silence of the bay now. “You… you asked of me two things fellow Spartan, before your life left you; that I take your vengeance upon those who tortured and defiled you, and that I bring you home. It was you who started me on this journey of discovery Androcles, and it is you who have instead brought me home. For that honor my friend I return to you what you gave to me without a moment’s thought… for I have not earned the right to continue wearing it.” Martin reached down and yanked up the sleeve of his body armor, gripping the bridle of the Shi Viska with his fingers and closing his eyes. There was a flash of yellow/gold and everyone who was able to watch gasped as the bridle came away from Martin’s arm with barely a pause. Martin placed the bridle on top of the casket as if he was caressing a brittle flower, smoothing it out until it was almost flat. “Know two things Androcles of Sparta… if you can hear me in the heavens. My first born son will bear your name in honor of what you have done, and you will lie beside my ancestors in a place of glory.”


This pronouncement brought gasps from the assembled men and women, many of the women with tears flowing freely, and the men with moist eyes.

“Theron?” Martin spoke, turning to look at him.


“Milord?” Theron stepped forward.


“The remains my ancestor, of Leonidas, where are they interned,” Martin asked.


“Thermopylae sire.” Theron answered. “There was a monument built there in honor of him many hundreds of years ago. We secretly moved his remains there after it was completed.”


Martin nodded. “Androcles will be buried next to him.” He spoke.


Theron nodded quickly. “I will see to it sire.”

Martin turned and walked quickly to where Walter stood. Aricia stood on one side of the older woman, holding her arm tightly, the old woman leaning against her for support. Anja and Dysea stood next to her, their eyes moist. Walter stood beside his father, the resemblance uncanny. This man was over three thousand years old, which meant that the woman was as well.


“Sire…” Walter spoke, his voice heavy as he held back the emotion. “Sire this is my mother Hestia. And my father Panos.”


Martin looked at them before slowly going to one knee if front of them, causing eyes to go wide and gasps to become even louder. Theron stepped forward to say something but Dysea lifted her arm keeping him back.


“I ask your forgiveness.” Martin spoke softly. 


Panos held back his tears and reached down to slam his hands upon Martin’s shoulders with enough force to cause shudders through Martin’s body. He grabbed the body armor as best he could and with surprising strength for a man of his age he pulled Martin to his feet. “The King of Sparta… The King of Sparta does not bow to anyone!” Panos bellowed. “Least of all to the parents of the warrior he has so honored this day!”


“I have taken a son from you sir.” Martin spoke softly. “I have no father. No mother. Allow me to serve in his place as your son.”


“I have asked for no such thing Milord.” Panos spoke clearly stunned. “Dymas has told us what you did. You saved my son. You gave him a beautiful death in service to his King. That is all any Spartan wishes for.”


Martin nodded. “I know. It is not something you asked for… however it is something I ask of you.”


Hestia stepped up to Martin slowly. She reached out with her hand, touching his face. “Sire… will you show me his last moments.”


“Hestia!” Panos gasped. “That is…”


“Martin you do not have to do that.” Walter spoke quickly. “Mother… it is not a pleasant experience for our King. He does not wish to relive it.”

Martin took Hestia’s hand in his gently and looked at Panos. “Sir?”


Panos looked at his wife before nodding his head. Theron stepped forward once more ignoring Dysea.


“Sire… this is not appropriate.” He spoke. “Androcles was…”


Martin looked at him. “Theron… this is one of those moments.” He spoke firmly.


Theron stopped talking immediately, took a deep breath and nodded his head. Martin turned back to Hestia and placed her hand on his cheek while he gripped Panos’s hand. He reached into his mind and unlocked the door to that moment of his life, felt Walter’s parents flinch as he established a connection with them, and then they too saw the door open and the memories pour out.


They saw the tunnel, the creatures with white skin, the grievous wounds suffered by Danny and Anuk, the retribution handed out by the Spartans their King had turned. They experienced the blood and the sounds as if they were there. They saw their son, the savage battle he had fought against his King in a mind craze driven by the white creatures. Then they saw they black wolf. Walter’s mother gasped loudly when she saw that wolf and its yellow gold eyes. Her eyes sprang open then and she looked at Martin as the last words of her son echoed in her head. And then the connection was broken. Hestia reached up and stroked the scar on Martin’s face that began just above his eyebrow and ran vertically across his eye and ended on his cheekbone.


“You… you have not removed the scar my King.” She spoke softly.


Martin shook his head. “And I don’t intend to.” He replied. “It will always remind me of who put me on this path, and the honor he had at the end.”


“I accept your offer sire.” Hestia spoke, strength returning to her voice now. “I believe it is what my son would have wanted.”


Panos nodded after a moment. “My mate has always been better with words than I sire.” He replied.


Martin smiled. “Yes I do know that feeling.” He spoke. “And I have three that are smarter than me.”


Panos smiled. “In three nights we will have a feast in Androcles honor.” He spoke. “I hope my newest son and his mates will attend.”


“I would not miss it.” Martin spoke.

“Milord… there is much we have to do before you settle in for the night.” Andreus spoke now from behind Martin.


Martin looked at him and nodded. He turned back to Panos, “Three nights.” He said before reaching for Dysea’s hand and pulling her and his other two Queens with him.


No one had who witnessed the events this night would ever forget them. And word would spread rapidly among those completely loyal to Martin and the line of Leonidas that their new King was indeed a descendant of that hero.


The villa was all one level, and perched on top of the tree covered hilltop overlooking Sparta. The construction appeared like the buildings in the city, ancient and worn until you stepped inside. The villa was as modern inside as their home in Eden had been. The layout was large and comfortable, with spacious rooms and many windows. Most of the windows were open due to the warmth of the night, with only a soft cool breeze blowing. The villa was surrounded by meticulously cared for flower gardens with ornate brick walkways through them. A six foot high stone wall surrounded the immediate grounds, but the motion sensors and perimeter infra-red seekers were very much active. There were twenty-two men and women who made up the staff of the villa, cooks, gardeners, and housekeepers. Among these twenty-two men and women they had seven children, and all of them lived in the large two-story building on the east end of the grounds. Pine trees reaching hundreds of feet into the night sky dotted the area around the villa filling the air with the scent of pines and the flowers from the garden.

Martin sat in the main sitting room with Theron and the Senators as Anja, Dysea and Aricia explored the villa like giddy children. They met all of the workers at one point or another, and their noses drew them quickly to the kitchen where an older woman was baking some delicious smelling sweetcakes. They were just as much an enigma to the workers as the workers were to them, as Aricia had never been inside the villa. They learned the old woman’s name was Helen, and once she began talking as she moved around the kitchen from one task to another, the three of them became enthralled in her words. Many of the other workers, to include the children, all girls since the boys had already begun their Agoge training, found their way to the kitchen to get a glimpse of the ladies they would serve, and what they discovered was not what they had expected. One small girl sat on either side of Dysea, stroking her hair and the curve of her elf ears in fascination. One four year old girl sat in Anja’s lap feeding her bits of the sweet cakes, while Aricia was brushing the long dirty blond hair of another. All of them were listening to Helen regal them of stories from hundreds of years ago. They were stories that the workers had heard dozens of times before, but now they sat listening once more as if they were brand new so much was the draw of their new employers.

It was after midnight when the mothers chased the children to bed, and with gentle smiles and hugs they were gone. Anja remained to help Helen finish the last of her baking, while Dysea and Aricia moved to the main bedroom. The main bedroom was more of a sitting room really, with two large comfortable sofas and several chairs. A glass top coffee table was decorated with fragrant flowers and candles. Twin double doors opened onto the patio while another door provided access to a huge walk in closest with rows and rows of clothes for all four of them. The other side of the closest opened into a massive bathroom with a Jacuzzi like tub, and large shower. Another door leading out of the bathroom opened into the main bedroom itself and both Dysea and Aricia had to smile when they saw the bed. It was obviously newly installed and easily large enough for six people, with fluffy pillows and thick quilts. And it was quite comfortable as attested to when Dysea and Aricia striped naked and got under the covers and were asleep in minutes.


 Anja found her way to the bedroom and saw her lovers sleeping soundly in the bed, their limbs entwined, their platinum and raven colored hair spread out over the sheets. Anja smiled as she quickly striped out of her uniform and moved to the shower, where she climbed into the enormous stall and stood under the long luxuriating hot stream of water as it beat down on her tired muscles. Anja’s head came up when she smelled him, and she smiled as the shower door opened and his gloriously naked body entered the stall with her.

Martin moved up behind her and pressed up against her body, lowering his lips to the hollow between her neck and shoulder dropping a soft kiss on her skin, “Hey there.” He spoke softly as his hands came to rest on her hips.


Anja’s eyes closed in delight as his lips sent shivers through her flesh and his touch ignited her hormones immediately. His aura engulfed her wholly, her senses floating in his scent and presence. This is what Anja craved more than anything. Aricia and Dysea could send her pleasure receptors into overdrive, but it was Martin’s touch that took them beyond overdrive into uncharted territory. While Aricia and Dysea could and did elicit intense orgasms from her with their lips and tongues and hands, Martin could give her an equally powerful experience just by caressing her skin.

“Hi.” Anja answered, leaning into his embrace and pressing back against him. She felt his enormous cock press against her flesh in the crack of her ass as his fingers fluttered down the outsides of her thighs causing shivers of pleasure to ripple through her. “Aricia and Dysea are already asleep.” She said softly.


“Tonight I just want you.” His voice whispered in her ear as his arms encircled her waist, his hands grabbing her large breasts and pulling her close to him as he pressed his face into her wet hair.


Anja sighed in enchantment and relished in the sensations his powerful arms caused. She turned slowly within his embrace, and lifted her face to look up at him. His lips descended and they shared a warm kiss that had Anja’s hormones igniting in mad dashes. They parted after a moment and she looked into his beautiful dark brown eyes. 

“How are you doing Marty?” She asked him softly, reaching up to stroke his cheek.


“Theron and the others are finally gone.” He answered and the relief in his voice was evident. “It’s kind of overwhelming really. It’s like everything has suddenly hit me all at once Anja.” He looked at her, and for the first time since she had known him, Anja saw doubt in those eyes. “I’m… I’m sorry that I have changed your life Anja.”

Anja put a finger to his lips. “I have loved you since I first saw you Martin Hunt… Martin Leonidas. Because I was too dense to realize that and I let you get away is not your fault. And don’t you dare apologize for making me what I am now. I wouldn’t change that for the world. I’m a werewolf…” She chuckled as she stroked his cheek. “I love saying that. I’m stronger, faster, I’m more aware of life all around me, and I adore being able to touch you with my thoughts. What you have given me has made me able to love you just as completely as you love me, as you have always loved me. It let’s me love Dysea and Aricia completely, also without question.”

Anja wrapped her arms around his shoulders and he lifted her up, her legs going around his waist and her ankles locking at the small of his back. His hands dropped to her ass and he held her as if he was holding a child.


“Don’t ever question how much we love you Martin.” She continued softly. “You have changed all of us. I love Dysea and Aricia just as completely as I love you, and they feel the same about me; about you. I’m not going to try and begin to explain how that can be… only that it is and we all cherish it.”


“We have entered into the unknown here Anja.” He said. 


“Aren’t you the one who told me not to fear the unknown?” She said with a smile.


“I don’t fear it.” Martin replied. “I just don’t like not being able to predict what will happen.”


Anja wiggled her hips downward, brushing her pussy against his cock and feeling him immediately spring to life. She smiled seductively. “I know what is going to happen now.” She said in a husky voice, dragging her four inch long tongue up his neck and throat.


Martin tilted his head slightly. “And what is that?” He asked.


“We are going to face the unknown together starting tomorrow.” She answered. “But tonight you’re going to put that huge beautiful cock of yours inside me and fuck me until I scream your name.”


“Oh really?” Martin spoke with a sly grin, as he dragged the length of his tool across her opening and watched her eyes close and her teeth clench as electric jolts of pleasure coursed through her. “Why would you think that?” He spoke. “I’m not some oversexed man that you can…”


Anja covered his mouth with hers and shoved her tongue between his lips as she pushed her hips down onto his proudly erect cock. She gasped within their kiss as the first five inches slid easily into her slick wetness, and she felt his body tense, his hands gripping her ass tightly, the urge to pull her down completely onto him almost unbearable. Their lips came apart, small strands of salvia falling between their water covered bodies as Anja gazed at him with fire in her Jade green wolf eyes. Her limbs tingled with delicious ripples, her belly beginning to do a slow burn.

“This female wolf wants her mate! All of him!” Anja spoke boldly, her fangs extended now. Her eyes echoed the need of her velvet pussy, and her honey scent became aroused and pungent, filling the air around Martin. He smiled as his eyes changed as well, breathing in her arousal.

Martin leaned close to her lips, her large breasts pressing against his bare chest, her nipples burning against his skin. Martin adored Anja’s breasts due to their size and firmness. Her breasts were larger than Dysea’s or Aricia’s by a good amount, and her nipples whenever she was heated like now were the most tasty treats Martin could latch his lips onto.


“Then this wolf must give in to the demands of his mate.” He growled.


Anja’s head flew back as his hands pulled her down completely onto him and the remainder of his wonderfully thick twelve inch cock filled her in one heart stopping plunge. Her lips parted in a breathless cry as she felt his lava hot balls press against her ass cheeks, his entire throbbing cock filling her like no other had. It was almost as if his cock grew in size and girth when he changed even this little bit, and he stretched her as no man ever had. As he only could. The clenching in her belly spread quickly to her pussy and in seconds, just having the heat of his pulsing cock inside her sent Anja over the edge. Her head came forward and her nails dug into the skin of his shoulders as her orgasm flooded through her in a powerful wave. Her hips quivered atop him, each movement sending small jolts of desire through her. She felt her juices bathing his scorching hot shaft and balls and he simply held her tightly, content to let her relish the sensations ripping through her.


After a long moment, she pulled her head from his chest and looked at him, her chest heaving, her nipples scrapping against his skin. She could still feel him deep inside her, burning hot and hard as steel. “I… I take it… I take it we aren’t done.” She spoke between gasps.


Martin smiled and kissed her hard, his tongue plundering, taking what he desired and this sent Anja’s blood to boiling again. His hands gripped her ass tighter and he began to stroke into her, using his incredible power to lift her nearly off him and then drive her back down. Anja simply went lax in his arms, laced her fingers behind his neck and allowed her King and love to plunder her body as his tongue plundered the depths of her lips. This part of being a wolf Anja loved as her body quivered from the strength of his thrusts into her, and she basked in the pleasures that shot through her with every downward plunge onto his dominating cock. He had possessed her very soul that night so long ago, and every time he took her now, it only served to reinforce and strengthen her love for him.

Martin clenched his teeth, as he pulled away from Anja’s lips, her breathing coming in short cries of pleasure. His fangs bit into the skin of his lower jaw drawing blood as he pounded his cock, fully twelve inches long and scorching hot into this beautiful petite woman who was now his mate. Her fingers raked across his shoulders and she began to drive her hips down upon him with force, meeting his thrusts into her center. Her pussy spasmed and clenched on his pole, alternating between milking his length and releasing its own juices as Anja was lost in a world of continuous small orgasms that were rocking her body now. Anja pushed her face against his neck and bit down on his shoulder with just enough force to break the skin and cause Martin to lose his battle.

With a groan of defeat his huge cock swelled even more and Anja screamed in rapture as she felt his come boil up the length of his cock and erupt like a volcano within her womb. She clutched him tightly to her, swallowed in the sensations each blast of his come within her caused. Her own belly clenched and unclenched as her orgasm matched his in intensity and power. The small triangle of red hair just above her aching clit was saturated with their combined juices, and just as he always did, heedless of that fact, Martin clutched her to him even tighter.


Anja stroked his long hair now, as he nuzzled her neck and shoulders, spreading butterfly kisses across her skin in delightful abandon, his fangs nibbling gently.

“You… you are so good to me.” Anja whispered into his ear with a smile of contentment and sleepiness.


Martin’s lips nibbled her ear lobe and she groaned. “You sound tired.”


“Can we fall asleep just like this so you don’t have to move?” Anja asked. “I want to fall asleep with you inside me.”


“I think we can arrange that.” He whispered in her ear. He held her with one arm and turned the shower off with the other before stepping out of the stall. Anja gripped his head in glee as each step he took caused residual ripples of steaming delight to course through her. He walked into the bedroom and saw that Dysea and Aricia had separated almost by instinct. Martin lowered Anja to the bed and with slow movements he unlocked her legs from his back and rotated her slowly to the side as he lowered himself behind her, pulling her tightly to him, not once removing his cock from within her velvet heat.

Anja cooed softly as his arms pulled her tight and she felt Aricia roll towards her in a dreamlike sleep, reaching for her. Anja opened her arms and pulled the younger woman close, Aricia’s head going to her breasts. She felt Martin’s hand reach behind him and pull Dysea close to his back as her arm snaked around his waist and rested on Anja’s hip.


Aricia’s azure blue eyes fluttered open as she kissed Anja tenderly. “I… I claim him tomorrow night.” She said in a low sleepy voice.


“And I the night after,” Dysea spoke from behind Martin in a similar sleepy voice.


“Do I get a say in this schedule?” Martin asked with his own tired smile.


“NO!” The three of them spoke together.


Martin smiled and snuggled his face into Anja’s damp hair at the base of her neck before allowing sleep to wash over him.


Martin woke up the next morning, the sun beating down on his upper body. He spread his arms out reaching for a warm body and lifted his head when he found no one. The smell of sweetcakes and grilled steak reached his nostrils and he grinned, his stomach responding to the smells. He threw the sheet aside and headed out of the bedroom half awake, letting his nose lead him. He walked down the corridor heedless of the fact that he had no clothes on, his bare feet padding on the cool floor. He reached the dining room which he remembered was adjacent to the eat-in part of the kitchen. He rounded the corner.

“Something smells really good!” He spoke rubbing his eyes. “Why didn’t anyone…” Martin froze as his hand came down and he looked at the faces staring back at him. The eight person table was full, Dysea being closest to him, followed by Aricia and then Anja. Theron sat next to Walter and Dilios, with Walter’s father and Thr’won completing the table. Helen stood behind the large stove, two other kitchen helpers frozen in their spots. All of them were staring at him, frozen in place.


One of the younger female kitchen attendants dropped her eyes and then the pots she had in her hands. The crashing noise sent Dysea and Aricia into motion as they were the closest. The three of them were dressed in light terry cloth robes, and Anja remained in her seat calmly sipping her coffee, a smile on her face.

“Excuse me!” Dysea spoke as she turned around in front of Martin’s naked form, remembering she had done this same thing not so long ago. She was going to have to explain to Martin he could not walk around naked she thought to herself. “I’m sorry… truly. He… he does this all the time. He…”


Martin caught Dysea’s wildflower scent and his eyes widen and he lowered his head to her neck inhaling deeply. “Good morning Melda Min.” He said his voice throaty and deep.


Dysea hissed in delight as she tried to push him back out the door and not having much luck as his aura pulsed through her veins, making her head swim, “By the gods Nauta Melme… not here!” She gasped, pushing back against him and trying to guide him out of the room.


Aricia had grabbed his arm by now and she tried to drag him out as well. “Martin… we… we have guests!” She spoke sternly.


Martin pulled her too him with a quick yank and nuzzled Aricia’s neck, causing her knees to grow weak and she slumped against him, still attempting to push him out of the room. 
“Good morning Little Wolf.” He growled into her ear in the same voice.

“You… you beast!” Aricia gasped, clearly affected by his aura and that of Dysea, who by now was beginning to sweat.

Even as affected as they were by his aura, and their own pounding need, Dysea and Aricia finally got him out of the room. Anja chuckled as she heard Dysea yelp in surprise as they chased him back down the corridor.


Helen looked at her young assistant. “Close your mouth Layna!” Helen snapped. “Have you never seen a naked man?”


The young girl looked at her. “Not… not that…”

“Enough girl… save it for your dreams! Back to work!” Helen barked.


Walter and his father burst out laughing, while Thr’won looked at Anja with a stunned expression. “Is… is he like that every morning?” She asked.


Anja grinned and sipped her coffee, “Pretty much.” She said evenly, but with a hint of dreaminess in her words. “We kind of like it.”


“He is… he is…” Thr’won couldn’t get the words out.


Anja smiled and looked at her, “Deliciously so.” She spoke with no embarrassment at having five men at the table with them.

Dilios and even Theron could not hold back the laughter now and Panos pounded his son on the back. “Oh I like my new son!” Panos bellowed. “He has balls!”

As the words left Panos mouth, even Helen broke out laughing and she had to step back from her stove as Dilios roared so loudly he fell out of the chair he was sitting in, dragging Theron with him in a fit.


It was forty minutes before Martin returned wearing urban pattern fatigue pants and boots with a black t-shirt. Dysea and Aricia came in right behind him, now fully clothed and Aricia moved to the ever present coffee pot and poured out two mugs as Dysea sat next to Anja. Martin ignored the looks he got from everyone, as he looked very pleased with himself, but there was no missing the looks of content satisfaction on the faces of Dysea and Aricia. Martin settled into the chair on the other side of Anja and looked at her with a smile, while Aricia perched on the same chair as Dysea, their shoulders touching.


“Good morning.” He said calmly, leaning close.


Anja smiled and kissed him softly, reaching up to brush away a strand of Dysea’s hair from his ear. Anja could taste Aricia on Martin’s lips and she smiled. You are insatiable. She spoke within their connection.


When I have Queens that look as good as the three of you what am I supposed to do? He replied taking the coffee from Aricia. I’m a wolf.

You are a beast. Dysea’s voice echoed, But a very good beast to us.

I still get him tonight. Aricia spoke.

The four of them laughed together regardless that they had company, and this caused the others to look at one another. This was the first time they had seen the four of them actually communicating telepathically, and just like Thr’won had reported, none of them showed the least bit of strain in doing so.

“Is there something funny sire?” Theron asked.


Martin looked at him, “Inside joke.” He said quickly, turning to look at Thr’won. “I apologize for my earlier appearance Thr’won. I’m not used to having people in my home, and I forgot where I was.”


“That’s… that’s quite alright.” She answered, still somewhat flustered.


“Now perhaps someone can explain to me why everyone is here?” Martin spoke.


“We were explaining to your mates… before you took two of them away…” Theron began speaking somewhat sternly.


“Theron… this is one of those moments!” Martin said.


Theron couldn’t help but chuckle and nod his head. “Considering the reasons… I will not mention it again.”


“Good. So what’s on the agenda for today?” Martin asked, “Shopping with my mates; a movie and lunch on the town perhaps.” Martin saw their expressions and he laughed. “I’m joking people… relax.”


“Word has already spread of your arrival.” Theron spoke causing Martin to look at him as Helen brought over a plate with a thick steak, several eggs and four slices of thick toasted bread. The smell of the food caught Martin’s nose once more and he looked at the steak his mouth watering.


Helen placed her hand on his shoulder and smiled. “You will need your strength sir.” She spoke with a knowing glance at Anja and the others.

Martin grinned and sliced off a portion of the steak putting it into his mouth and chewing, savoring the finely cooked meat. He looked at Theron. “And how did that happen?” He asked.


“We don’t know.” Walter replied. “But it appears as if our cover story was the one spread. A strong Alpha from North America and his three mates have come to Sparta with some of their pack.”


Martin cut another piece of meat and looked at Anja as she placed her chin on his shoulder, staring at the meat. Martin held it out to her on the fork without a thought and she plucked it off with her teeth. “So everyone who was at the bay last night is not as trustworthy as you first thought?” He spoke.


“They were told to say nothing.” Dilios spoke. “However that did not happen… but at least they spoke of the cover story we designed and not your actual identity.”

Martin had cut three more pieces of meat and Dysea was the next to lean over, the smell of the steak filling her nose. Again without thought Martin held it out for her and she snatched it with her teeth. He stabbed one more and held it out for Aricia who did the same before he put another into his mouth. Helen took note of this more than anyone, but she kept her thoughts to herself.


“So our plans are still intact?” Martin asked as he chewed.


“It would appear that way for the moment.” Theron said. “Panos has agreed to accompany you, Dymas and Dilios in a tour of the Senate building and government offices. Helen has volunteered to give your mates a tour of the city to shop for stores for the villa here. All of you will have access to funds set aside for the King’s return, so please feel free to purchase whatever you would like.”


They all watched as Anja nudged Martin and he stabbed another piece of steak for her, which she promptly popped into her mouth. The same sequence followed again for Dysea and Aricia, and they did it while acting as if it was the most normal thing in the world.


“When does my training start?” Martin asked.

“Excuse me?” Theron asked confused. “What training?”


“The shortened version of the Agoge that the others are doing,” Martin replied. “When do I start?”


Theron looked at Walter and the others before turning back to him, “My Lord… that was not in any plan.” He spoke softly.

“It is now.” Martin replied. 


“Sire… your combat skills are superior to most of our Spartans already.” Theron answered. “I dare say that only the most senior Spartan Centurions could match your experience or level of skill.”


“I will not lead men I don’t train with.” Martin told him, his jaw firm. He didn’t see the flash in Panos’s eyes or the slight glance he gave to his son.


“My Lord… there is a class of Spartans that begin their advanced combat training this afternoon.” Panos spoke up, ignoring the look Theron gave him. “I believe that Melancton’s son, your friend Daniel, he and some others will be with this class.”


Theron looked at Panos his eyes wide. “It is not possible!” He said. “There is too much he must learn as it is!”


Martin looked at Panos. “Will this training still allow me the time to receive whatever else Theron feels I need?” He asked.

“It should Milord.” Panos replied. “ACT is for those Spartans that have already fully completed their Agoge, their initial training. With the exception of several overnight exercises the training is held during the day, and consists mainly of physical and mental groupings that build experience.”


Martin nodded. “Then I’ll do that.” He spoke. He looked at Theron. “After the training I’ll continue with whatever you feel is necessary Theron.”


“Sire… the political situation is much more delicate. I believe you will better suit Sparta’s needs if you devote your time completely to my lessons and those of Thr’won.” He spoke.


Anja snagged another piece of meat that Martin held up for her and then got to her feet. “His decision is made Theron.” She spoke firmly, her hand resting on Martin’s shoulder. “There will be no more discussion on that. And I want to inspect the hospitals and clinics as well. There may be some things I can learn from your doctors here. Can that be arranged?”


Walter leaned forward before Theron could reply. “I can escort you around for that Milady.” He said. “I was going to do that very thing anyway because I have been away so long. I will speak to the Chief Physician today and schedule that for tomorrow or the next day perhaps, if that is acceptable?”


Anja nodded and grasped Dysea’s hand as she moved behind her. “I am going to change and then we can leave with Helen” She spoke leaning over and kissing her softly on the lips. She then leaned over and kissed Aricia in much the same manner before turning to head for the bedroom. 

Dysea nodded. “We’ll be waiting.” She turned back to look at the others. “I would like to visit the schools you have, and study how your education system works. Is that possible?”

Theron ignored her and looked at Martin. “Sire… we were not prepared to have the Queens out and about doing different things.”

Martin looked at him oddly. “Did you expect them to remain here all day and relax?” He asked.


“Actually Milord… I did.” Theron spoke.


Dysea looked at Theron from her seat, her emerald eyes narrowing somewhat. “We will not be bound to this place while we are here.” She snapped. “These are my people now as well, and I want to learn about them as much as I am able. I find education to be a wonderful thing and was hoping to learn some things that perhaps might be applied to elf and human children in North America.”

 
Martin sat back in his chair looking at Theron. “If you are expecting me to support you on this Theron, it’s not going to happen. I’m not going to tell them they have to remain here. They wouldn’t listen to me even if I did. I support them in whatever they want to do, that is part of why I love them so much. Dysea’s combat experience is nearly the equivalent of my own, Anja’s not far behind that and Aricia is more than capable of taking care of herself.” He spoke. “Regardless of what any of you think.” He saw Aricia turn to look at him with an adoring glow in her azure eyes.

“I just thought that…” Theron started.


“Thought that because they are women I would want to keep them safe? They are my mates, not my possessions. They share my life as well as my bed, and I’m quite sure they’d kick my ass if I tried to do what you suggest.” Martin spoke. He pushed his plate away from him and leaned across the table. “Let’s get one thing straight… Dysea, Anja and Aricia are their own persons. And if I am King… that makes them Queens correct?” He asked softly, his voice not carrying past where the others sat.

Theron nodded. “Yes Milord.”


Martin’s eyes narrowed. “Then why in the fuck are you arguing with us about it?” He barked his tone angry. “I am stronger because of who they are! And no one will keep them locked away!”

This caused Helen and the kitchen staff to stop and turn to look at the table. The room was silent and Theron sat back in his chair as well, his face drawn tight. 
Theron looked at Martin and nodded his head, “Very well.” He spoke. “I will make the arrangements.”

“Do that!” Martin said.

“My King… I believe the Holy One is merely attempting to minimize the opportunities for events we do not control to happen.” Thr’won spoke softly. “At least until we reveal who you are.”

Martin nodded. “I understand that, but I’m not going to allow anyone to confine the women I love to this home, regardless of the risk. They have as much right to explore and see their new home as I do. Events will happen regardless of what we do, and I’ve made my decision. This conversation is over.” 

Dilios rose to his feet quickly. “Sire… our transportation is outside.” He spoke, attempting to defuse the situation. “We can leave as soon as you are ready.”


Martin nodded. “Then let’s get to it.” He spoke.


Helen watched as everyone filed out of the room, the Steward being the last one and not looking happy in the least. She had heard some of their conversation but not all due to the whispering. She sensed Layna come up beside her.


Helen?


Yes Layna I sensed it as well.


They were communicating telepathically. I could not penetrate the shields they had up Helen. No one has mental shields that I can’t breach. I’ve never felt anything so powerful.


Were you detected?


No… I kept my presence mingled in with the surface thoughts of everyone in the room.


This is no mere distant descendant of our King as that old wind bag would have us believe. She spoke.

Our contact at the landing bay did say the aura he felt sweep the interior was unlike anything he had ever felt. It was enormously powerful, with untapped potential. Layna spoke. He was drunk when he made his final report, and his comments were dismissed.


Helen nodded. Perhaps we should speak to our contact and question him more carefully.

The young woman looked at her. Whatever is hidden behind those shields is unlike anything I have ever tasted. She said. The four of them are linked in a way I have never seen. Whatever they are masking… it bleeds through their shielding. The flame haired one… Anja… her aura reeks of potential, as does the she elf and Aricia… but his… his is beyond measure. 


Helen looked at her. Can it be detected?

Layna shook her head. Not unless the person doing the scanning is a Tier Six like you or myself, and even then only if they were looking for it. I only caught the faintest flash because his anger grew. I detect Dymas’s teachings within them, and Thr’won. They were taught to mask their auras well.

Did you see the way they reacted to him when he nuzzled them, the she-elf and Aricia? Helen asked. That is most unusual. And then how he fed them from his plate without thought or care. Those are the signs of a Pureblood Alpha… not some distant cousin.


What are you saying Helen?


I… I don’t know. There is something about him. Helen said. They tell us he is some distant descendant of Leonidas and swear us to secrecy… and yet publicly they are saying he is just a strong Alpha discovered and turned by Dymas.


Why tell us one thing and publicly have something entirely different? Layna asked.


They wouldn’t… unless they were attempting to hide his real identity. Helen spoke. They know we only serve the Line of Leonidas. Never in our history have we served another. Theron tells us he is a distant descendant and we are honor bound to serve him. Publicly they give him a different identity, so he will not garner attention.


Why?


That is what we must discover, though I don’t believe he is a distant descendant. Helen spoke.


What do you think he is then?


Helen looked at her. Inform the others of what information we have and insure our contact is sober and then have someone question him thoroughly. 

Helen… who do you think he is?


If what we have felt him shielding is any indication Layna… then we may very well have the direct descendant of King Leonidas among us. Helen spoke seeing Layna’s eyes go wide at this. Speak of this with no one Layna! Not yet! I will confer with the Oracle tonight after I have spent time with his mates. Perhaps then I will know something more. Do only as I tell you, nothing more. Our lives may depend on it child.

Layna nodded and hurried from the kitchen.


They wore casual outfits so that they blended in with the citizens of the city as they walked the streets. Due to her elf heritage and not being ashamed of their beauty Dysea wore the most revealing outfit, a long soft blue pant suit that hugged her exceptional figure like a glove. There was a split up either side of the pants revealing bare leg up to the middle of her thighs. A leather belt was cinched around her waist, the top of the outfit held up by a glittering gold band that wrapped around her elegant neck. Her tanned shoulders were bare, and the middle of the pantsuit was cut like an oval, revealing the deep cleft between her firm breasts and the skin of her upper abdomen. 

Anja and Aricia wore nearly identical summer outfits of gray and red. The gray pants fit quite snuggly, outlining their legs and firm asses, the soft red shirt tails tied in the front exposing their own abdomens while they held in full breasts. All of them wore their hair down, shining in the sunlight, and they carried handbags as they moved along the streets to the different vendors with Helen. 


Helen would watch them as they shopped, haggling over prices with the vendors as any smart Spartan woman would. They chatted with each other and her, asking intelligent questions and always smiling. They greeted men and women alike in friendly tones and waves. Helen could just detect the almost imperceptible tremor around them and she realized this was the sign that they were talking telepathically with each other. Helen, like Thr’won had been, was amazed with the ease of which they talked within their minds. Much of the time they held hands, not as friends would do, but as lovers, and this revelation shocked Helen. It was not uncommon for women to have a relationship in Sparta, and unlike years in the past it was not looked down upon. What surprised Helen was the depth of this relationship. It was obvious to even the unintelligent observer that these women loved each other deeply. Added to the fact that they all shared a bed with the same man, a man Helen suspected was something much more than what she and the others were told, it was setting off alarms in the back of her mind, and they weren’t alarms of danger.

Helen waited until they had been shopping for almost three hours before asking her first serious question. They had stopped at a small café on one of the busier streets, with children playing in a park across from them. Once they were seated and coffee and tea served Helen looked at Dysea.


She lifted her tea to sip it and spoke, “Would I be too bold if I asked how you and Milord Martin were introduced Milady?” Helen asked.


Dysea met her eyes. “Helen please I am Dysea. If we are to become friends I would prefer to not stand on formality.” She spoke, her emerald eyes glittering in the sunlight.


“I don’t believe any of us would.” Aricia spoke softly.


Helen smiled with genuine warmth, surprised at the words. Aricia she knew from others was not arrogant or pompous. The dishonor on her family was still spoken of in rumors and whispers in the back rooms of Taverns, and how it was not just. That this elf and human female felt the same way was surprising. “Dysea it is then and you honor me with your words.”


“It is courtesy.” Dysea replied as she sipped her tea. Dysea smiled and took a deep breath. “How I met Nauta Melme?” She spoke. “The short version… My people were investigating attacks on our villages and…”

“Forgive me… your people?” Helen asked.

Anja smiled and looked at Helen. “Dysea is too humble Helen. She was… actually she

still is the Queen of the Wood Elves.” Anja said.

Helen looked at her wide eyed. “You… you are a Queen?” She gasped.

Dysea chuckled. “I consider myself to be a caretaker now more than a Queen. All of us had a hand in the actions that brought us here. Martin… Martin saved me from the Alliance Assassins that helped some traitors among my people to usurp my rule. When we were exiled by those we thought would be our allies we decided to build our own city where all free men and women and elves could live. We’ve done quite well actually.”

Helen leaned forward. “You built your own city?” She asked. “We… we have heard of a large event happening in North America that concerned the elves, a revolt of some kind.”

Dysea nodded. “The Alliance attempted to start a war between my people and fellow elves. Martin led the operation to stop them. We freed my people of the Alliance influence and brought peace to most of North America. At least the part we control anyway.” Dysea took a sip of coffee. “I have shared his life since the day he rescued me, his bed for nearly that long, and he turned me almost a month ago to this day.”

Helen attempted to conceal her look of shock at this information, hoping she succeeded as she lifted her tea to hide the quivering of her lips. “That is quite a tale Dysea.” Helen said finally.

Dysea smiled. “Well he did tell me life with him would be an adventure.” She spoke. “So far he hasn’t been wrong.”

Helen looked at Anja. “Mila…” She smiled. “Anja?”

Anja grinned as she held her coffee in both her hands. “My story is no where near as grandiose as Dysea’s.”

“Stop it Melyanna!” Dysea spoke.

Anja smiled and leaned over to kiss her softly. She looked at Helen. “I’ve known Martin since before the comet. We shared a single night together, and from that moment on he’s been in my blood. It took me a while to figure that out as dense as I am, but once we returned to earth it all kind of came together.”

Helen looked at her. “Returned to earth?” She spoke. “What do you mean?”

“Martin and I were assigned to a military unit before the comet came. That unit was stationed on the moon at a station called EDEN.” Anja explained. “Things got kind of screwed up when the comet passed and we ended up coming over four hundred years into the future. I don’t begin to try to understand that… I’m a doctor of medicine and genetics, not astrophysics and space/time continuums. All I know and care about is that I finally saw the light and Martin came back into my life. He turned me two weeks after Dysea, and I haven’t looked back since.”
“So he was a member of a military unit… before the Sky Fire?” Helen asked.

Anja nodded. “He was the leader of the unit. To my knowledge one of the most decorated soldiers in the military at that time.”

Helen looked at Aricia. “How… how do you factor into this Aricia?” She asked. “You are from Sparta.”

Aricia nodded. “When Dymas contacted the Holy One to let him know he was alive, I was there. It was all put together rather quickly, and I ended up getting on the transport with my brother Andreus.” She replied. “We got to North America just as this battle began and we fought with Martin throughout it. We remained for almost two weeks and then returned here. He claimed me under the Centennial of the last Moon.”

Dysea smiled. “That was a wonderful night.” She said.

Helen looked at her, her eyes darting between them. “He… he claimed you all under the moon?” She asked. She saw the shy nods and shook her head slowly, “That… that is most impressive.” She said. “But after what I saw this morning I’m not surprised.” She blurted out before she could stop herself. Her eyes flew open. “Oh forgive me!”

Anja, Dysea and Aricia burst out laughing at the horrified expression on Helen’s face when she realized what she had said. Anja squeezed her arm. “It is fine Helen.” She spoke. “He is rather gifted in that department. Something all of us are quite delighted by.”

“You share him?” Helen asked timidly.

Dysea nodded. “And each other.” She spoke unashamed of her words.

“I suspected as much in only the short time I have known you.” Helen said.

“We are not ashamed of that fact.” Aricia spoke quickly.

Helen nodded. “Nor should you be.” She replied. “It is rare to…”

“Aricia… now this is a pleasant surprise.” The male voice spoke from behind them.

Anja and Dysea felt Aricia stiffen slightly at the voice and they looked at her. Little Wolf? Anja spoke quickly.

It is… it is Midlan. Aricia answered and her voice within their connection was laced with hate and disgust.

They turned to look at the tall, brown haired young man standing on the other side of the pedestrian divider.

Midlan was the son of the Spartan Senator Autolycus. While not an unattractive man, he carried himself with an aura of arrogance that was both demeaning and superior in every way. He was lean and semi muscular, but his time walking in the footsteps of his father was taking its toll, and he was not in the same shape he was when he finished his Spartan training several centuries earlier. Two other young men of the same age were standing on either side of him and all of them were dressed in casual brown outfits.
Wait… you mean this overbearing turd is the son of a Spartan Senator? Dysea asked.

Aricia laughed softly and relaxed. She was no longer the same woman she used to be, for she had a man who had claimed her not for a trophy but for love. And she shared a love with two women even more beautiful than her.

Well… I wouldn’t consider myself beautiful. Anja spoke. Dysea is the beautiful one. I’m just plain.

That is nonsense Melyanna. Dysea spoke. Little Wolf is more beautiful than both of us.

And she tastes delicious too. Anja agreed. 

Stop it both of you. Aricia exclaimed even as her face blushed.

“Where have you been Aricia?” Midlan asked stepping up to the divider. “I have been looking for you. And please… introduce me to these incredibly beautiful young female wolves.”

Just ignore him. Anja spoke. Maybe he’ll get the point and go away.
Dysea looked at Helen. “Helen is there a shop nearby that sells lingerie?” She asked.

Helen smiled as she realized that they were ignoring Midlan and his cohorts, who she considered to be fools anyway. “Why yes there is… just half a block down this street.”

“I asked you to introduce your friends Aricia.” Midlan spoke again. “Ignoring me will not make me go away.”

Aricia shrugged. “I was hoping it might. I have no desire to speak with you Midlan, so you may continue on your way.” She said out loud.

“Aricia your actions do not endear you to my affections.” Midlan spoke. 

Aricia turned to look at him, her azure eyes narrowing. “I no longer need your feigned affections Midlan, not that I ever did really.” She spoke. “You can keep moving.”
Midlan reached down and moved the barrier aside stepping inside with his two goons. He got to within five feet of Aricia and she hit him with her aura.

When a male werewolf/shifter claims a female as his mate, his aura leaves an imprint on the female’s aura that is easily detectable to other males, not to mention the scent of his body all over her would remain with her for many days. Aricia knew this and waited for the moment when she would get the most reaction from Midlan. Her aura was not only saturated with Martin’s more powerful one, but it was also laced with Anja and Dysea’s imprint as well, as theirs was with Aricia.

Midlan came to an abrupt halt like he had suddenly hit a wall as her aura washed over him. His nose crinkled and his eyes grew wide. He looked at her his face showing his anger. “You have… another male has claimed you!” He snapped.

Aricia smiled from her chair, looking up at him. “He not only claimed me… he possessed me!” She spoke. “He was my first… but you know that. And he has had me many times since that first night, and each time has been more glorious than the last for he is large and fills me to overflowing.” She spoke proudly and with no small degree of smugness. “He claimed me under the Centennial of the Moon, just as he claimed his other two mates.” Midlan’s eyes went to Anja and Dysea, and they both smiled sweetly at him and waved. “I never desired your feigned attentions Midlan, and now that I have found true love, thankfully I won’t have to settle for something less than I deserve.”

“Deserve?” Midlan snapped. “Your family is dishonored! You are dishonored! What fool would claim you as a mate!”

Aricia smiled. “Someone considerably more intelligent than you it seems.” Aricia replied in a sarcastic tone. She felt a swell of pride within herself and as she spoke she vowed to never allow anyone to demean her again for something which was not her shame to bear.

“We’re having lunch here.” Anja spoke from her chair. “The café for sniveling whiners is down the street.”
Midlan glared at her. “Do you know who I am?” He almost yelled.

Dysea looked at him. “You seem to be of the opinion that we care.” She answered evenly.
“I am Midlan, son of Autolycus, Senator of Sparta!” Midlan spoke hotly. “You will show me respect she-elf!”

“You are nothing when held against the wolf that holds our hearts.” Dysea snarled back at him. All conversation had ceased in the café and all eyes were upon this platinum blond elf as she slowly got to her feet. “And respect is something earned you fool, not demanded. A real man would know this without strutting about like a peacock demanding respect where none is given. Do yourself a favor and move from this place before you are embarrassed further.”

“I will say who is embarrassed here!” Midlan snapped. He motioned with his head to the two men with him. “Seize her!”

Anja snapped out and grabbed Aricia, pulling her back in her chair. We’ll let Dysea handle this.
Dysea was a blur of motion, her natural elf speed and agility enhanced to inhuman proportions when her beloved changed her. Her tempered fighting skills were second only to Martin as many people had commented recently. It was these skills she employed now. The first man was three times her size, and as he reached out to grab her, Dysea slipped under his reach, grabbed his wrist and elbow and launched him over her right hip. With a grunt and howl of surprise he sailed cleanly over the table, Anja calmly ducking out of the way and he smashed into the next table shattering the ornate wood table and landing with a thud of pain.

Dysea continued within the same motion, spinning around and knocking aside the second man’s arms as he reached for her. She continued her spin and grabbed the front of his shirt using his own momentum to ram him down to the top of her table. Her left hand dropped to the side in a split second where she snatched aside the long dress and revealed the Shakur fighting knife strapped to her silky thigh. She grabbed the handle and drew the knife, bringing it down with great force onto the man’s shoulder. The blade pierced his flesh and drove down with such power it cut through his flesh like butter and embedded into the wood surface of the table as he screamed in pain. 
Dysea spun back to her right, her other hand dropping to her right leg and snatching the Shukur knife from that thigh and with the speed of a striking pit viper the point of the blade came to rest just under Midlan’s jaw freezing him in his forward motion.

A burly older man came rushing from the inside of the café and slammed his foot down on the chest of the man Dysea had tossed aside as he struggled to get to his feet. He jammed the barrel of the P190 into the man’s chest. “I would not if I were you.” He spoke.
Dysea’s emerald wolf eyes gazed at Midlan with undisguised fury, her teeth extended to their full mid change length. “Do you wish to test yourself against me little man?” She growled. “I guarantee you coward… you will lose.”

“You have no idea what you have done.” Midlan spoke his voice angry.

Dysea smiled and lifted the blade a little higher, forcing him to lift his chin. “Be glad I am a forgiving she-elf Midlan, for I will not tell my mate about what has happen here this day. And I will not tell him of your disrespect for Aricia, another of his mates. If he knew… have no doubts you would be a stinking pile of corpses on the ground right now.”

“I will…”

“You will do nothing son of Autolycus!” The older man thundered. He held the P190 hard against the thug’s chest. “The son of a Senator you may be… but you have attempted an assault against three mated females before the eyes of hundreds. I would be well within my rights to shoot you dead where you stand for your actions this day. If the she-elf will not argue for charges to be brought against you, then take your scum and be gone. Or I will.”

Dysea lowered the Shukur slowly spinning it expertly in her fingers before sliding it into the sheath on her thigh with one motion. Anja leaned over the man pinned to the table and smiled at his inability to remove the knife from his shoulder. 

“That’s looks painful.” She said. “Let me fix that for you.” Anja grasped the knife quickly smiling as the man screamed and then wrenched it from his shoulder with barely any effort. 

He slumped from the table falling to his knees, his eyes glaring at Dysea with hate. But this time there was fear mixed with that hate.

Anja wiped the blood from the blade with a napkin before flipping it expertly in her palm and holding it out to Dysea. “Good as new my love.” She spoke loud enough for many ears to hear.

Dysea took the blade and smiled sweetly at her. “Thank you Melyanna.” She spoke. She turned back to Midlan as he glared at her. He began to turn but stopped when Dysea spoke his name. “Midlan…” She waited until he faced her, his face filled with anger and embarrassment. “Be mindful of your actions Midlan… my mate is not as forgiving as I am. Pray you do not discover that.”
Midlan spun around and marched off as Helen came to her feet in stunned shock. The older Spartan came up to them with a grin on his face a mile wide as he slung the P190 over his shoulder. He bowed his head slightly to them.

“That was a most impressive display Milady, most impressive.” He held out his hand. “I am Demetrius. Your guide Helen here can vouch for my honor.”
Helen stepped forward. “I can Milady. Demetrius is well known for his stories and his honor.”

Dysea smiled brilliantly. “I am Dysea sir.” She replied. “And your honor was never in question.” She looked at Anja and Aricia as they came up to her and nuzzled her face, not caring in the least the eyes that saw them.

Demetrius for his part didn’t bat an eye. “You are new to Sparta?” He asked. “We have many elves among our city, and I have never seen one move like you just did. Where did you acquire such skill?”

Anja looked at him. “We arrived last night with our mate, and members of our pack.” She replied. “We are from North America, and our mate taught Dysea almost everything she knows, though she was an accomplished warrior before he turned her.”

“Melyanna stop.” Dysea spoke blushing.

“Indeed! Well if it pleases you one of these days, perhaps you would introduce me to your mate. He sounds like my kind of Spartan.” Demetrius spoke.

“Demetrius… forgive us for the damage.” Aricia spoke digging into the pouch on her belt. “Allow us to pay you.”

“Put your money away daughter of Damara.” Demetrius said softly. He saw Aricia’s head come up and look at him surprise. “Yes I know who you are Aricia. Rest easy child, you and your brothers and sisters are not the only ones who do not believe your brother guilty of such a heinous act.” He saw the expressions on Anja and Dysea’s faces. “You know of what Aricia’s brother was convicted of?”

“Yes.” Anja spoke defensively.

“Stay your claws Milady,” Demetrius spoke with a knowing smile. “I knew the moment I smelled your auras that you shared much more than Aricia’s company. I have many years behind me, and I am not as dense as some alphas. Rape is considered one of the three most heinous crimes among our people. It is especially horrible for an older wolf to commit it on a young female just past the age of mating. I served with Aricia’s brother for sixty-five years before receiving my own platoon of Spartans. He is not capable of such an act. There are many who feel as I do Centurion and civilian alike.” He turned and looked inside the café. “Please… I offer you a table inside so that we can sit and talk. I would like to hear about North America. And the wolf shifter who was bold enough to defy the Senate and claim this gorgeous young female for himself, not to mention pass on such skills to an incredible picture of elfin beauty and tame the sharp tongue of flame hair there.” He said looking at Anja.
“Rest assured Demetrius,” Dysea spoke. “Her skills are just as sharp as her tongue.”

“Now why doesn’t that surprise me?” He answered. “Please…”  
They all looked at him with smiles and turned to Helen.
“Go… let him regale you with stories of times past.” Helen spoke. “I will return to the villa and begin to prepare dinner. Go!”

Demetrius swept his arm to the side and motioned them into the café. They did not see the look that passed between Helen and Demetrius before he followed them into the café.
TWO DAYS LATER

Martin stood next to Danny and Julie in the open field just outside the treeline, the remaining Genome Shifters and Tari aligned behind them with thirty other Spartans. The battered and smashed hover bus was parked behind them. All of them were dripping with sweat from exertion their shirts tied in a haphazard fashion around their waists or heads, all of them adorned with cuts and bruises. One Spartan sat on the ground, his ankle black and swelled to the size of a tree trunk. 
They had arrived expecting a work out, but little did they know how much a work out it was. The first thirty minutes was a standard warm up, with stretching exercises and minor calisthenics. The next five hours however proved to be something none of them had experienced since going through Basic Underwater Demolition training and in Tari’s case nothing like he had ever experienced.


They started with a ten mile run in the mid day, the sun beating down on them and soaking them with sweat in the first five minutes. All of them were wolf or Bear shifters, and the run was a minor thing as all of them with the exception of Tari had run much greater distances. What followed became a grueling obstacle course that covered six additional miles, climbing rock faces and tress, going through bogs and muddy creeks, swimming across a raging river and having to cross a thousand foot ravine on a tree limb that was only twelve inches wide. They were not allowed to shift, the Spartan instructor telling them they needed to complete the course in human form to truly learn the intricacies of running vast distances as a wolf or Bear.


Once they finished the obstacle course, they were met by an additional five Spartan instructors and thrown right into a class on setting mines and booby trap made from the land itself. That class took an hour, and then launched into another six mile jaunt through another grueling course that looped them around the city of Sparta along the ridges of the mountains. When they reached their rendezvous, it was weapons training now, firing on the move with the P190s and assorted small caliber pistols. By now, their limbs were burning in exertion, and simply holding the weapons up to fire them was painful. After thirty minutes of the constant noise and vibrations of firing weapons, they were ordered to take off once more, this time a five mile sprint across open plains and fields. Bodies fell, rocks on the ground caused cussing, bruises were adding up quickly and still they pressed forward.


Andreus had told the senior instructor Martin was an Alpha from North America turned by Dymas. The senior instructor, a grizzled Spartan of almost twenty five hundred years in age had only grinned in response. He thought to break Martin and show him that Spartans were the true warriors of any century. As the day progressed however, he noticed that the newcomers were different. They should have fallen at the first obstacle course, as many of the younger Spartans should have. All of them reached the demolition portion, which had never happened before in his five centuries of running this course. The run across the mountain tops should have caused a few more to be lost, yet to the surprise of the weapons instructors when they reported, all of them had appeared.


The senior instructor decided to investigate why the normal number had not fallen out already and he shifted into wolf form to follow this group as they raced across the open plains. As he sat atop the small hill, what he saw was unlike anything he had ever seen. This newcomer that Andreus had brought to him had taken the leadership role almost naturally. They sprinted in two files across the barren once plowed fields, the newcomer and the black skinned giant circling the files shouting encouragement, screaming out strange songs. He watched a Spartan stumble and fall to the ground in a cloud of dust and dirt, and the newcomer was instantly there, drawing the Spartan back to his feet, running at his side until he rejoined the files. He witnessed this three times, and each time either the newcomer or black man would sprint back and pull the Spartan to his feet. Even the Drow elf, who he discovered from one of his instructors smelled of vampire blood, kept pace with the files, his white hair billowing behind his shoulders, not unlike the long hair of all the Spartans. They were moving faster across the plains than any group of trainees he had ever seen. When they stopped halfway across he was stunned. They remained standing, walking in small circles, the newcomer and black man moving among them, talking to them. He watched the Drow elf move to one of the taller Spartans who had fallen, his shoulder obviously dislocated. The elf took the shoulder in his hands, stroked the arm and then yanked it back into place. He touched the Spartans head, whispered something to him and saw the Spartan nod. By now all of them with the exception of the black female and six other females in the group had removed their t-shirts, their skin glistening in sweat. Amazingly, the newcomer said something which he couldn’t hear, but seconds later it had all of them roaring in laughter. After one minute they began again, at a blistering pace once more, falling into the two files.
The instructor followed them as they crossed the plains, slowing as they reach the far wood line. To the shocked surprise of his seven instructors, all of them had made it once more. This was unheard of to him and his fellow instructors, yet like the Spartans they were, they launched without pause into another class on tactics and movement. The senior instructor kept his distance as he walked around the small grouping they had made. The newcomer and the giant black man whispered to the others between instructors, urging them with soft words he could not hear. They shared the water given to them, not enough for all of them since no group this large had ever made it this far. Yet they made the three skins of water spread among all of them, not taking more than the next man or woman. He had expected the six Bear Shifters to be among the first to drop out due to their size and the reports of barely making it through their Agoge training. They were said to be discipline problems, balking against authority, loners. Yet what he saw was not this. Fellow Spartans leaned on them, and they on others. When the skins were almost empty and it was given to them to finish, they refused, instead giving it to the smaller Spartans.
He noticed the cuts and bruises on all of them and the Drow elf did smell of vampire blood from the small cuts that adorned his body. He also saw the savage scars that criss crossed the elf’s back and chest and said nothing. The new comer and black man were covered in scars as well; all those that had come with them adorned with a myriad of bullet wounds and blade scars of some fashion or another. The Spartans that moved with them were by contrast free of such markings. Until he saw the single Spartan in front, his ankle had swollen black and blue and the senior instructor knew it was severely sprained at the least, more than likely broken. He was doing his best to hide the ankle, draping his sweat stained t-shirt over it. When it came time for the final leg of the course, they groaned as they got to their feet, but not one of them complained.
“Leave your wounded!” The senior instructor bellowed. “He will slow you down!”

Martin stepped up to the Spartan and put his shoulder under one arm pit, while another Spartan did the same.

“We started this together, we’ll finish it together.” Martin spoke.


 The senior instructor shrugged. “You must reach the western tree line by nightfall.” He spoke pointing to the base of the mountains on the far side of Sparta. “How you get there is unimportant. You have forty minutes starting now.”

They watched him and the other instructors walk to the three hover cars, climb in and move off. Martin looked at the eastern edge of Sparta two miles away. The others crowed around him all looking at the same thing.


Martin nodded. “Ok… I’m open to suggestions.” He said, “How far to the western treeline?”


“Two kilometers to the east side of the city… seven kilometers across the city itself… another two to the western treeline.” A Spartan spoke.


“Eleven kilometers.” Martin nodded. “Ok… we’ve done worse.”


“Nothing is coming to mind at the moment Skipper.” Julie spoke from beside Tari.


Martin’s eyes caught movement and he saw the large hover bus just beginning to come out of the treeline a quarter mile away. “He did say how we got there was unimportant right?”


“He did.” The wounded Spartan he supported spoke following Martin’s eyes.


Then everyone else’s eyes followed their gaze and smiles broke out.


“They say fortune favors the foolish and the brave.” Dan spoke before he and a dozen others sprinted towards the bus.


Martin nodded. “Which one are we though.” He asked. “Brave… or foolish?”


The Spartan looked at Martin with a grin. “Brave does not begin to describe why we do this.” He spoke. “Foolish comes to mind though.”

Martin and Julie laughed as did the remaining Spartans. “Then I guess that makes us some of the biggest fools on the planet.” Martin spoke before he and the others followed Danny.


Panos looked up from the counter he stood behind when the data pad crashed to the top. The senior instructor stood in the doorway of his antique shop.

“Who is he?” He asked.


Panos looked at him. “What do you mean Lander my friend?” He asked.


The Spartan instructor stepped up to the counter. “Do not play games with me Lander.” He spoke. “You asked me to allow twenty of these newcomers into my ACT class knowing that the ones who were to begin today were the worst of the lot; loners, misfits, miscreants who barely passed their own Agoge training.” 


“I knew this yes.” Panos spoke. “I take it they did acceptably?”


“Panos you must take me for a fool? This newcomer… the one with the black hair and scar on his eye… I…” Lander stopped speaking.


“Tell me old friend.” Panos spoke.


“He is a leader of men.” Lander spoke finally. “Not someone made… but someone born to lead men. I put him with thirty Spartans who were sure to fail on their own, for any number of reasons. What I saw at the end… I saw a Spartan Phalanx that nothing will shatter. They finished the course Panos,” He saw Panos’s eyes go wide. “The first time! No one has ever finished the course the first time! Not in all my years as an instructor. No one! He forged these men and women. When they started the day they were individuals… when they ended it they were a unit!”

“How many finished?” Panos asked.


“All of them!” Lander exclaimed. “I gave them forty minutes to reach the final checkpoint. Forty minutes to travel eleven kilometers. Nobody could do that. You know what they did? They commandeered a hover bus! They took over a hover bus filled with citizens returning from Athens and they drove it to the checkpoint! It took me an hour to calm the driver down enough that he would not have us all arrested!”


Panos settled onto the stool behind him as he bellowed in laughter, causing heads to turn and look at him. “I said he has balls!” He spoke after moment. “Even more than I first thought it seems.”


“Panos… we have known each other for more then two millennia. You made me Guardian to your youngest daughter. Dymas was my sponsor and helped trained me. My father and you fought together.” Lander spoke. “Do not tell me this is some Alpha wolf Dymas has turned. Who is he?”


Panos looked at him. “Do you believe in fate Lander?”


“What do you mean?”


“Do you believe in fate? Do you believe that everything happens for a reason?” Panos asked.


“In many instances yes,” He answered. “Why?”


Panos nodded. “Dymas said something to me just before the Sky Fires. It was the last communication we had with him until he returned just three days ago.” 

“What did he say?”


Panos looked at him. “Dymas told me that day he would only return to Sparta now in one of two ways. He would return upon his shield as any Spartan should, or he would return with the blood of Leonidas at his side.”

“But Dymas is not…” Lander’s words stopped and his eyes grew wide. He felt heat sweep through him and suddenly the air in the shop became stuffy. He grabbed Panos’s arm. “If you jest with me Panos I will strike you regardless of your age.”


“You said it yourself old friend… a man not made to lead others… but a man born to lead others.” Panos spoke. “You must speak of this with no one! It has been decided to keep his true identity secret for a time. You know the Eurypontids pushes to abolsih the one Agiad rule and install a King that they control?”


Lander nodded. “That is not uncommon knowledge.”


Panos nodded. “If they learned that the blood of Leonidas… his direct descendant as Martin is… if they discover he is alive and here in Sparta they will stop at nothing to kill him.”


“Panos… his aura is nothing more than a strong Alpha.” Lander spoke.


“Dymas and Theron taught him to shield his aura from others so that is what it appears like. I was in the landing bay when he came to Sparta Lander. He gripped the dirt of Sparta in his hands and that shielding came down. It was like… it was like I was back in the presence of Leonidas himself!” Panos said. “And his Queens? Their beauty almost rivals that of Aphrodite herself.”


“What… what do you wish of me Panos?” Lander asked.


“Train him as a Spartan, but do not recognize him. He will be furious if he is granted less than nay other. I understand he is already a warrior unequaled, but now he must learn the ways of the Spartan.” Panos spoke softly. “Those he gathers around himself… they are his armor. Include Andreus and those Spartans he indicates to you, for they are his Royal Guard. He has laid the groundwork for you my friend. Now it is you who must shape them into the Phalanx for Sparta. They will be our spear head. And a mighty one it will be.”


Lander nodded slowly. “I will do as you ask me old friend.” He spoke.


“War looms on the horizon Lander, the others as old as I can sense it. Be prepared old friend.” Panos spoke. “And train our King like you have trained no other.”

NEW MIAMI
TWO DAYS LATER

“…appears he is now in Sparta.” Moran reported dropping the data pad on Yuri’s desk and settling into the chair next to Deval, his eyes looking across the desk at Yuri.


Yuri scooped up the pad her eyes going wide. “What?”


Moran nodded. “We caught wind of it from our people in Eden and I just got the confirmation from our sources within Sparta.” He spoke. “He arrived at the beginning of the week with his women and around twenty of his people. He is staying at the villa in the mountains overlooking the western edge of the city.”

Yuri read the pad quickly. “This says they don’t know who he is.” She said looking at him.


Moran nodded. “Our source says they are keeping his identity secret for the time being.” He said. “They are saying he is an Alpha from North America for the time being. They’ve had to accelerate their plans, but so far they are still in motion.”


Deval looked at them. “Why would they do that?” He asked. “What plans? I didn’t know we had assets inside Eden.”


Yuri took a deep breath and nodded leaning back in her chair. “We have several inside Eden,” She told him. “Only one is in a position to give us this kind of intelligence. They must have kept it secret from even many of those close to him.”


Moran nodded. “It appears that way. Wallace did not return with him. He is still in Eden acting with Tarifa and the Drow witch.”

“Do I detect anger Robert?” Yuri asked.


“If you had let me kill the Drow when I wanted too, Marcus wouldn’t have let them escape and we would not have half the problem we do now.” Moran spoke.


“We did not know that the experiments hadn’t worked.” Yuri spoke. “Killing them would have been a waste at the time.”


“The experiments didn’t work!” Moran spoke. “And now we have three hundred half vampire Drow elves out there that will follow their new Queen without question. A new Queen I might add that has more reason to hate our kind more than anyone. Even Leonidas.”


“I wouldn’t discount Martin’s hatred for us,” Yuri spoke rising and going to the bar. She poured a glass of blood from the bottle and looked at Moran, offering it to him. He settled back into his chair holding the glass as she poured another for herself, not offering one to Deval. “Once he learns the full history of our two people’s I do not doubt that his dislike for us will increase ten fold.”


“But he has the Drow fighting for him.” Deval spoke. “They are half vampire and he has accepted them.”


Yuri returned to her chair. “They are not completely half vampire either.” She said. “They can not turn someone with their bite, and blood will heal their wounds, but they have none of our weaknesses. I should have had their minds wiped when I began the process. Their damned Drow honor kept them from becoming like Marcus.”

“Tari went with him, and that he has survived this long tells me they appear to feel as Martin does.” Moran spoke. “He’s not dead… so they must know his history.”


“Can we trust this Spartan? Why would he help us?” Deval asked.


“He has helped us for many years.” Yuri answered. “I will not reveal his identity because he is in a position to effect what happens there.”


“How?” Moran asked.


“The Eurypontids line is pushing to have their laws changed so that they can install their own King. Many people it seems are tired of waiting for the descendnat of Leonidas.” Yuri replied. “If a King of the Eurypontids line rises to power, our conquest of Sparta will be much easier.”


“A Spartan will help us bring down his people?” Deval gasped.


Yuri smiled. “With what he has been promised, he’ll help us bring down the planet if we asked.” She looked at Moran. “Send word to our source. If it is possible without endangering himself try to have Martin or that bitch Anja assassinated.”

“Why not all of them?” Moran asked.


“Because then those that do know who Martin really is will know there is a traitor among them.” Yuri said. “And they will act accordingly. If that happens the Eurypontids line will never have a King come to power.”


“He’s taken a Spartan female as his third mate.” Moran told her, seeing her eyes grow a little wider.


Yuri smiled. “All the better if we can kill Anja.”


“Why not the she –elf. Her combat skills and expereince are surperior to this Anja’s. And the Spartan girl he’s taken is only a few years past the age she can take a mate. She…”


“Her name is Aricia.” Yuri said.


Moran nodded slowly. “How do you know that?”


“We are the ones who helped set up her brother.” Yuri spoke. “Her family has no honor in Sparta now. She is little more than an afterthought, and her voice will carry no weight. And her death even less. No… the she-elf can fight and organize, but Anja can fight and she is a healer. If we kill her before she realizes her full potential… let’s just say it will be a devastating blow to Martin.”


“He can always find another doctor that can fight.” Moran spoke.


Yuri shook her head. “You don’t understand. She is the daughter I told you about before. If she realizes her full potential, she will become almost as powerful as Martin himself. If she realizes her full potential, then all of her people that we have chased into hiding will come out. That is not a front that we wish to open Robert. The Spartans on one side and her people on the other… that would be more than even we could handle with our allies.”


“Her people.” Moran said. “You’ve said that before Yuri. What are you talking about?”


Yuri looked at him. “A discussion perhaps for another time.”


“If Leonidas is gone from Eden we should attack immediately.” Deval spoke. 



Moran laughed. “That would be one of the stupidest things we ever did.” He spoke. “He may be gone, but do not doubt who controls Eden. He has left Tarifa and the Drow witch in charge of the administration of Eden, but the elves still consider him their High King. Tarifa is no child and the Drow witch wouldn’t hesitate to hit us. Do not think for a minute he hasn’t left them the means to launch those missiles he has. And they will use them if they have too.”


“Have we been able to get any assets into Eden besides who we have?” Yuri asked.


“I’ve dispatched a dozen over the last week. Separate cover stories, separate ways in, no knowledge of others.” Moran spoke. “They’ll establish themselves and make nice nice until we say it’s time to do bad things.”


Yuri laughed. “Oh Robert I do so love your way with words.” She spoke. “What of our search teams?”


“Nothing yet, but we have thirty of them out there.” Moran replied. “Deval?”


“We can bring the second oil platform on line in two weeks.” He spoke. “I’ve ordered additional workers and equipment sent there and they can finish the work ahead of schedule.”


“Excellent!” Yuri said. “That is good news.”


“I’ve also dispatched five teams to Siberia in a dual role.” Deval spoke. “They will search for additional minierals and oil, but also Colonel Moran has given me the locations of several sites that may have a Class Five Nuclear Reactor still in working order.”


Yuri leaned forward. “Truly?”


Moran nodded. “As I was putting the list together I remembered that the Russians had abandoned several old Nuke plants in that area in the early 21st century. They wouldn’t have been on our initial list, and since Deval’s people we already going to be in the area, I’m sending teams with each of his groups.”


“That is good news.” Yuri said. “Perhaps things are not as bad as we first thought.”


“Graham has been squealing to see you since his first visit with you.” Robert said. He saw the look of disgust flash across her face and he chuckled. “I thought you said he would be a useful tool.”


Yuri looked at him. “That does not mean I like the way he looks at me. I may be a very old Vampire, but I am also a woman and he looks at me like a piece of meat. His conversion to being undead did not temper his sadistic tendencies.”


“Should I have him killed.” Moran asked casually. “Cause if he touches you I’ll rip open his throat myself.”


Yuri looked at him surprised. “Robert… you are possessive of me?” She spoke softly with a smile.


“Let’s just say I don’t like to share.” Moran spoke.


Yuri apprised him with an almost affectate look before turning to Deval. “The breeding?” She asked.


“It proceeds on schedule.” He replied. “We’ll have half a million before the end of the year.”


Yuri nodded. “Excellent. We should…”


The panel on her desk buzzed and she touched it. “I asked not to be disturbed.”


“Mistress… there is a priority transmission for you from…” The voice said.


“From who!” Yuri snapped.


“He says he is your brother Mistress. He says he is your brother Xerxes.” The voice replied.


Yuri’s face hardened. “Wonderful. Just what I needed today. Patch it through to my office on narrow beam.”


“Yes Mistress!”


Yuri turned in her chair and faced the monitor on the wall. It came to life, fuzzy at first and then the face began to take shape. Dark skinned burned by the sun, a gleaming bald head, what appeared to be at least a dozen ring piercings all over his face, and a long, five inch long scar that extended from the right corner of his mouth back to his ear. The face held no emotion, and the dark eyes were small orbs of black that could chill you to the bone.


Yuri smiled, but her smile held no affection in it. Her eyes had also become black orbs, yet these orbs burn with hatred.


“Xerxes my dear brother.” Yuri spoke coldly. “To what do I owe this honor?”

