(Yes… my Xerxes looks like the actor from the movie 300. He looks like a vampire even in that movie. So that is where the credits go to. Disclaimer ho hum.)

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
NEW MIAMI

“Dear sister.” Xerxes spoke, his voice deep and powerful even on the monitor. “You don’t sound happy to hear from me.”

Yuri snorted. “I’m never happy to hear from you Xerxes. Now what is it you want, I was involved in something very entertaining and you interrupted that.”


“Ah Yuri… are you playing with your food again?” Xerxes asked with a low chuckle that carried the distinct flavor of malice and distaste in it.


“Unlike you brother… I don’t have to brutalize my prey before I feed.” Yuri replied leaning back in her chair. “I find that it’s much sweeter when I take my time.” She traced a finger up between her large firm breasts teasing him, “And so much more pleasurable. Something you are infinitely unfamiliar with.”


Xerxes’s jaw twitched in the transmission. “Then you have finally turned someone I take it.”


Yuri smiled sweetly. “Oh yes… and he is wonderfully well equipped, much more so than even you brother. And he makes me scream to the heavens.” Her face changed in a heartbeat from that angelic pose to one of a stone cold killer. “Now what do you want?”

“There have been rumors sister.” Xerxes spoke evenly, “Rumors that have reached the ears of our father.”


“And were these rumors begun by your lap dogs dear brother?” Yuri asked. “Or did you have the courage to start them yourself?”


“The rumors say that the descendant of Leonidas has arrived Yuri.” Xerxes spoke.


“If you actually read the reports I send to father Xerxes, you would know that those are not rumors.” Yuri told him calmly. “They are quite true.”


“And you did not think to contact me?” Xerxes said. “Sister I am injured.”


“Father placed me in charge here Xerxes, not you!” Yuri snapped. “He prefers how I handle things discretely, unlike your attempts at control, which regularly include mass slaughter.”


“That dog of a werewolf gave me this!” Xerxes roared his hand coming up to the scar on is face.


“Father told you not to continue your campaign after the second day brother. Leonidas and his 300, not to mention their simple squires and servants, slaughtered over twenty thousand of your men those first five days, among them seven thousand of father’s precious Immortals.” Yuri spoke as she got to her feet. “And they nearly took your head as well if I recall. With nothing but a handful of Spartans and their squires they actually breached your tent and almost killed you. If Leonidas had not been so tired from killing your men, he would have thrown his spear straighter and impaled you through your pitiful throat. Be thankful so many died to save your hide.”

“Do not anger me sister!” Xerxes snapped.


“Or what Xerxes, you will rape my ass as you did in the past!” Yuri snapped right back, her snarl twisting her beautiful features into something feral, “Never again Xerxes! Never again! I guarantee you that. Now unless you have something of importance to tell me, I have business to take care of elsewhere!”


Xerxes’s face changed. “I’m finishing my campaign here Yuri and I thought I might stop in and say hello to my beloved sister.”


“You can’t be serious?” She barked, her features showing her shock. “Father would never allow that.”


“But he has allowed it Yuri.” Xerxes replied. “I’m to bring my forces there for rest and recuperation, as well as to pick up an additional shipment of elves for the mining pits. Don’t worry sister, you are still in charge, and he made it clear I am to take your orders.” 

Yuri glared at the screen. “Oh and you will Xerxes. You will.”


“And the descendant of Leonidas sister; what will you do about him?” Xerxes asked calmly.


“What I have always intended to do Xerxes.” Yuri replied.


“Fuck him you mean.” Xerxes said as he smiled cruelly. “That is what you did for two years isn’t it? You had him in your grasp, literally, and you did nothing. Does father know about that dear sister?”


Yuri smiled just as cruelly. “Perhaps if your reports were as thorough as mine brother, you would still be commanding the High Guard and not I. Unlike you, I tell father everything, no matter how miniscule or private. I don’t keep secrets from him, again unlike you. Perhaps it is why he put me in charge here after you failed so miserably. Father knows that in the end our goal will be achieved, and the descendant of Leonidas will be dead. And I won’t slaughter millions just to accomplish this.”


Xerxes jaw line twitched once more in annoyance and anger. “I will be finished here in four months sister. I will see you shortly after that.” Xerxes spoke. “Pray the descendant of Leonidas is dead before I get there.”

“I will do things my way Xerxes, remember that!” Yuri spat at him. “Not yours… and certainly not according to the fools you employ. You would do well to remember that.”


“Oh I will sister. I will. I look forward to seeing you soon Yuri.” Xerxes spoke with a mocking smile.


“Oh I can hardly wait.” Yuri snapped before stabbing the panel ending the transmission. She threw her glass across the room, shattering it against the wall and splattering blood. “Fuck!” She screamed.

Moran looked at Deval and motioned with his head for him to leave. He waited until the man had left and the door slid closed before going to the panel and locking it. He turned and looked back to Yuri who had moved to the large bay window, her arms crossed in front of her.


“Yuri?”

“Not now Robert.” She snapped. “I am not in the mood!”


He moved up behind her and stopped, not touching her, but providing his presence so that she could sense him. “So that is Xerxes uhu?”

“Yes.”

“Pleasant fellow,” Moran spoke sarcastically, “If a bit short on brains. And what’s with all the rings on his face? Is he a faggot or something?”

Yuri chuckled softly at his words and pressed back against him, feeling the tension begin to leave her slowly. “Robert… you do have a way of soothing me with your words.” She said.

“I don’t like to see you agitated.” He replied.

Yuri turned slowly and looked at him. “Robert do I detect warmth for me in your voice?”

Moran looked at her. He had always thought her to be stunning, even when he first saw her in the holding cell the day after her supposed defection. She had given him a hard on even then, and she still did to this day, even though he was technically considered undead. “Does he do this to you all the time?” He asked softly.


Yuri nodded slowly. “I… I may be a vampire… but I am still a woman. I do have some dignity, and Xerxes took that away from me many years ago. It has taken me many years to recover it. I have hated him ever since.”


“Does your father know?” Robert asked reaching up to touch her but stopping his fingers just shy of her skin.


Yuri shook her head. “I never told him for fear he would not believe me. Xerxes was… until Thermopylae Xerxes was always the favorite. He could do no wrong. The power he had acquired made him think he was truly god like. He thought he could take whatever he wanted, including his own sister. I prayed that day… I prayed that Leonidas would kill him. I wished for it. After the second time he raped me because of his looses, I laughed at him. As Leonidas and the Spartans slaughtered his men, I laughed at him. Leonidas may have been the child of slaves… but when he died that day he was more a King than my brother ever will be.”


“There was more than once?” Moran asked stunned.

Yuri nodded. “Seven times he raped me.” She answered, “Each time like a dog! He tied me to a horse rail like an animal in his rage!” She hissed the words. She felt more than saw him flinch and his hands lowered to his sides. Yuri turned to face him then, her dark eyes scouring his face. “What are you thinking Robert?”

Moran looked at her. “Then all the times we have… I have reminded you of him, of what he did to you?” He said. 

“No!” Yuri spoke quickly. “That is not true!”


Moran looked at her. “You made me a vampire Yuri. Now… now I have to know why? Why didn’t you just bite Leonidas, kill him and get it over with? You had plenty of chances. Or better yet… why didn’t you just kill me?”

“Martin was a task I was assigned by my father.” Yuri told him. “That’s all he ever was. I never had feelings for him… regardless of the bed we shared. And that will not keep me from killing him like the animal he is when the time comes. I still shudder at the times he held me, the vileness of having to sleep with him, knowing what he really was. And I couldn’t kill him because I wasn’t sure who he truly was back then. I suspected… but if I had killed him and he was Leonidas’s descendant then my entire purpose would have been for naught. I would have never gotten off that station alive.” Yuri turned around and walked to the balcony doors and swung them open, allowing the setting sun to come into view. It was low enough that only half the patio was bathed in the light. Moran stepped towards her as she stepped into the part that was now shadows. “You on the other hand Robert. You are different. When I first saw you that day, I knew I wanted to turn you. To make you like me so that you would stay with me.” Yuri looked at him. “I made a vow after Xerxes had his way with me the last time. I vowed no man would ever do that to me again, that no man would ever have me that way. And I kept that vow for almost three thousand years. Until I met you.”


“Yuri I don’t want to remind you of your fucking pervert brother raping you in your ass!” Moran nearly screamed.


“But you don’t!” Yuri spoke quickly stepping towards him, leaning into him. “You don’t Robert! In three thousand years you are the first man I have allowed to have me in that way, like an animal. Many have desired it… it is a curse from my mother that she had such perfection in that way, and I inherited it. It is no doubt why my father still stays with her. But you… I wanted you to take me in that way. I wanted to feel your power, your size filling me like that. I knew from the first moment I saw you that I wanted you to dominate me. It was and continues to be glorious in every respect.”

He looked at her as if she was crazy. “You’re joking right?”


Yuri smiled. “It does appear ridiculous doesn’t it?” She spoke softly. “You are the second largest man I have ever had inside me Robert. And I tell you now; no one makes me feel the pleasure you do.”


“Not even Martin?” He asked. “You slept with him for two years.”


Yuri nodded. “I did. But as you no doubt know, he wasn’t always there. I used that time to learn as much about EDEN as I could. Apparently not enough given the damage Wallace did, but I can count the number of times he had me on both hands Robert. He was larger than you in that regard, but he did not do to me what you do.”


“He’s sleeping with three different women at the same time.” Moran spoke defensively. “He must be doing something right.”


Yuri chuckled. “Robert I have been sleeping with men… vampires and humans for three thousand years… I think I have a tad bit more experience than the whores that occupy his time. Outside of the few times that you and your soldiers have had me… who is it that always remains at my side? You Robert.”


“I don’t want to do that anymore.” Moran spoke looking at her. “I may be a vampire and technically dead… but I don’t like sharing you. Not anymore.”


“There it is again.” Yuri spoke softly, reaching up to touch his face. “That tone of possessiveness when you speak of me.”


Moran met her eyes. “I guess I still retain enough of my human side to fucking hate having to share my woman.”

“So you consider me your woman?” Yuri spoke with a smile.


“I guess I do.” Moran said. “If that is going to be a problem…”


Yuri’s eyes glittered in the evening sunlight. “Bite me Robert.” She said softly.


He looked at her. “Excuse me.”


“Bite me.” Yuri told him. “Vampire’s do have wives and husbands Robert. Those we wish to spend eternity with. In order to seal such a pact we share blood, each other’s vampire blood.”


“Yuri… Yuri you have never let me bite you before.” He spoke.


Yuri smiled. “Yes I know. Nor has anyone else in my lifetime. Do you wish to spend eternity with me?”


“Does that mean exclusive like?” He spoke. “No one else gets to…”


“Only you Robert,” Yuri replied with a smile.


“And you are ok with that?” he asked.


“I find that arrangement quite to my liking yes.” Yuri spoke.


Yuri gasped when he pulled her to him, crushing her lithe body against his powerful one. She felt the pin pricks of pain as his teeth sank into the flesh of her neck in an instant and Yuri smiled in bliss as pleasure surged through her. His strong arms held her tightly, possessively, and Yuri realized this was what she wanted. As she smiled, her own vampire fangs extended and without a second’s pause she bit deeply into his neck and they began to feed off each other. This was what she wanted and as all thoughts or feelings of Martin Leonidas raced from her mind, Yuri felt the pleasure surge through her body and she groaned in delight.


Yes… this was what she wanted.

EDEN

ONE WEEK LATER

2ND WEEK OF MAY

“Leland is finishing his sweep through the lower portion of our new lands.” Tareif spoke, holding the data pad in one hand and the enormous mug of coffee in the other. The mug had become his constant companion after a Raptor flight with Leland and Cathy. She had introduced him to the dark liquid, the aroma powerful. When he first tasted it, his taste buds had screamed in delight, and since then he was never without a mug of the steaming brew.

His uniform was still dusty from the many miles he had traveled, the HK74 he had used for the last three weeks leaning up against the wall behind his chair, immaculate and ready to fire. The effects of the mind control drug fully gone from his system, he had returned to the famous and often times reckless War Master he was known to be. He had led his four battalions of Dragoons and another complete division of elf and human troops on a wild and destructive path through three states, cleaning out slaver and mercenary scum, freeing thousands and thousands of elves and hundreds of humans. Nearly twenty-five thousand strong, it was the largest force he had commanded in his almost three hundred years of life, and he was the happiest elf on the planet. 

He employed his Dragoons as scouts and Special Operations teams, sweeping ahead of his main force in small numbers to harass and send back intelligence. He had a combined force of forty-three Scorpion Battle tanks and four dozen heavy Hoppers for troop transport that his people had modified in such ways that it boggled the imagination. Some now sported heavy chain cannons, others carried abandoned mortars welded to the tops. The human engineers from Eden and those that had come from the base on EDEN were ecstatic about the field improvising his troops had conducted, and hundreds of them flew out to reinforce and even improve the make shift weapons platforms. 

Tareif commanded a full Battalion of MLRS IIIs that he used as his personal shotgun so to speak. Four times he was forced to employ these rocket launching monsters against mercenaries that would not surrender or release their slaves. Four times they left nothing but rubble in their wake. He had three batteries of the 200mm self propelled artillery pieces that were his main long ranged weapon, and they were devastating. Tareif had no knowledge of such weapons before this last month, and he spent hours with the human commanders of these units to learn what they could do.
Vengal sat beside Tareif, his dress much similar, though he had been able to change his uniform before coming to the meeting. He commanded an identical division of troops, his entire force of Wood Elf Rangers acting as his scouts and Special Operations troops. Like Tareif he was another happy elf, his wife complaining in an amused tone to Aihola at one point that she could not get husband back from having so much fun.
The two of them, High Elf and Wood Elf military leaders had also spent much time together. They had formed a bond when Vengal insured the safety of Tareif’s sons to him, and neither man was willing to let that bond slip away. Both men knew war, as both had fought for countless years against the Alliance and the mercenaries. They knew what they were doing was merely the lead up to a larger battle to come, a battle that could well see both of them killed. So they drilled their men and women like task masters, in tactics and redundancy, over and over, so that their tasks became like breathing to them. The bond was growing between them, and growing between their men and themselves. Whether human or elf, the troops of these two divisions were growing to love their commander in every regard. It was very basic for most of them, if they knew their officers cared for them, ate the same food, slept in the same conditions, those men and women would fight through the very pits of hell for that leader.

Tareif and Vengal were rapidly gaining that fame, and they were instilling it to the officers under them.

Military training had increased ten fold due to the number of volunteers. Admiral Wallace, already commanding great respect due to his actions on EDEN in saving so many lives, had been appointed by Tarifa and Aihola to oversee the training. With the remaining elves and humans that had survived the battle of EDEN, he set about to train warriors second only to Spartans. His senior instructor… a Drow female named Anari.
Factories were working almost twenty-four hours a day, schools were open, children played in parks, elves and humans worked side by side, day in and day out. As each day passed in Eden they came to love their new lives even more.

Tareif looked up from his pad and met his daughter’s eyes. “He will return to Eden at the end of the week.” He finished. “After that… we will have only small units out helping to establish new settlements for the thousands that have been freed.”

“And the routes to the High Elf cities; are they secure?” Aihola asked from her chair.

Tareif nodded. “As well as we can secure them.” He replied confidently. “No slaver or mercenary would dare enter our territory now.”

“Even so papa, ensure that any supply convoy or transport to the cities outside our ten state areas is heavily guarded.” Tarifa spoke. 
It was just seven of them in the room, as this was a meeting of the Council of The Defense Ministry and the six positions for that had not been filled completely. Minister Treblar and King Anotan were the only ones that had been chosen so far, and their seats were temporary. Tarifa and Aihola agreed that Martin should be the one to choose the members of this Council as he would deal with all matters in the defense of Eden. Selene Torcrum had been a godsend to all of them because of her wealth of knowledge about the Alliance and their practices. She had been the unanimous choice of the twenty-four full Council of Elder positions to hold the title of Chief Secretary of Eden.
Tarifa felt more than saw Dekton shift behind her. He had become a constant fixture in her and Aihola’s lives. No matter where they went, he was always in the shadows protecting them. Always alert, always waiting to defend his charges. Tarifa and Aihola had often spoken with each other in regards to him, and admitted only to each other that they both felt much safer with him always around. He never commented at meetings like this, always standing behind either Tarifa or Aihola, never moving around the room, always ready to pull them both to safety against some unknown threat. Aihola had told her what he had said to her, and over the last two weeks they did indeed discover that they now had a telepathic connection of sorts. She and Aihola had been practicing whenever they got the chance, Dekton helping them to understand their new abilities and the responsibility that came with it. They could swim freely within each other’s minds now, experience each other’s desires and fears, and it had brought Tarifa and Aihola closer together and more in love than either of them could believe. Yet even with their new found abilities, neither of them could penetrate the black wall that was Dekton’s mind. He was much more powerful then they were, yet he had never been put out or angered at what they attempted.
Dekton? You have something you want to add? Tarifa asked, reaching out with her mind, feeling Aihola mingled in the tendrils of her thoughts.

Tarifa felt the wall around his mind drop ever so slightly. It is unwise to discount the Alliance. The vampire High Priestess will no doubt test our readiness to the extreme without actually breaking the agreement she made with our King. The easiest place for her to turn others against you and Aihola is outside the realm of your control.

The High Elf cities not within Eden’s sphere of influence, Aihola spoke now. She and Tarifa kept no secrets from one another.

Yes. Perhaps it would be prudent to have your father’s troops within these cities begin monitoring known Alliance sympathizers.

Tarifa moved the data pads around on the table as if she was looking for something so as to disguise the conversation they were having. She heard Dekton chuckle within her head.

We do not want a Police State Dekton. Tarifa snapped more harshly than she intended.

That is not what I meant Milady. He replied, not showing if her outburst disturbed him or not. It was one of the more infuriating traits he had. He almost never showed any sort of emotion. Anger, hate, love. Nothing. Tarifa and Aihola knew practically nothing about him, and he never gave them a window into that part of him.

What did you mean then Dekton? Aihola asked as she sent a soft reprimand of her love through the bond they shared.

There are elves you trust in these cities yes?

Of course. Tarifa answered. They have been friends of my family for centuries. 

Everyone is a potential gathering point of information and they don’t even know it Milady. Invite them here to Eden. Talk with them, eat with them. Your discussions with them can provide intelligence boons that would otherwise be lost to us. And they won’t even be aware they are working for you.

That sounds an awful lot like spying. Tarifa spoke.

Do you wish to see this city succeed Milady? Protected at all costs against harm? Dekton asked.

Not at the cost of liberty.

And what liberty are you taking away by having family and friends to Eden for dinner and conversation? I am aware of none. Dekton said.
Are all Spartans as shrewd as you? Tarifa asked.

Only those that wish to see you and Aihola succeed in your duties Milady. At the moment that is limited to those in this room, the King and his Queens. Dekton replied. Others still have doubts about what you do, and the power the two of you wield. That frightens your enemies. And that is good. It makes them sloppy.

How do you know all this? Aihola asked quickly.

I see and hear things Little Drow. He replied in an almost affectionate tone. I walk the streets at night after you and Tarifa have retired. In the shadows.

If you are out skulking about at night, then who is protecting us? Aihola asked.

You are never alone. Dekton spoke softly. Ever.

You spy on people! Tarifa gasped.

I protect who my King ordered me to protect. And I will do that… regardless of what I have to do. Dekton answered. The others are becoming suspicious. We should continue this at another time.

And then the walls around his mind sprang up once more, impregnable and unreadable.

“Tarifa?” Selene spoke from her chair. “Are you alright?”
Tarifa looked at her and nodded. “Yes… I’m sorry. I was looking for the information on known Alliance sympathizers.”

Treblar held up that data pad. “It is on this intelligence brief Milady.” He replied. “I was comparing it to recent intelligence we have obtained from those we have freed in the last few weeks. There are hundreds more documents to pore over, but the intelligence is firming up.”

Tarifa looked at Aihola. “Nya Istel what do you think?”

Aihola nodded. “I believe it is something we must do, at least for the immediate future. And I believe Martin would do the same thing.”

Tarifa nodded. “So do I.” She said.

“Do what?” Vengal asked.

Tarifa looked at her father and Vengal. “We want all known Alliance elf sympathizers within the High Elf cities outside of Eden placed under surveillance.” She said. “It is to be discrete and they are only to watch.”

“Why not just arrest them now?” Selene asked. “We have enough evidence against many of them.”
“They could lead us to others.” Aihola replied. “We have the means to stop a full scale invasion by the Alliance,” Aihola saw their eyes go a little wider at this information. “However the Vampire witch will no doubt attempt to instill fear among our own people against us. If we can discover this information first… we can fight it.”

Tarifa felt relief wash over her as she saw the heads of everyone around the table slowly nod in agreement.

“I will see to it.” Vengal spoke up. “Tareif you still have to get your division fully situated and it will give my Rangers some additional work. I’ll send word to Cantel in Salem City.”

Tareif nodded. “Very well. We do need to discuss…”

Dekton stepped forward now, surprising everyone, “Tomorrow.” He spoke firmly.

Tarifa and Aihola, not to mention everyone in the room looked at him. “We have quite a bit to cover Dekton.” Aihola spoke.

Dekton nodded. “Perhaps. But it will do no good if all of you work yourselves into the ground. Everyone here has been fighting or in meetings for this or that for almost two weeks. Our King would not want the people he trusts most to work themselves to the point of exhaustion. He is doing that day after day as we speak because he needs to. No one else need do that. It is my duty to protect Tarifa and Aihola. This just happens to be another way of doing that.”
Treblar laughed and sat back in his chair. “I agree with the Spartan. I have been to more meetings in the last two weeks than in the last two decades. I suggest we each take two days to rest and recuperate. And I include our Generals in that as well. We have done quite a bit in two weeks, and we have much more to do, but not at the cost of our health.”

Two days alone with you Nya Istel. I’m not going to complain about that. Tarifa spoke to her.

Aihola smiled. Nor am I.
Tarifa nodded. “Then I will see everyone back here in two days at nine o’clock. General Vengal if you would issue those orders before you retire?”

Vengal nodded. “I’ll see to it right away.”

Tarifa got to her feet and looked at Dekton for a long moment. His dark eyes were like his mind, unreadable. “Thank you.”

Dekton bowed his head slightly. “It is my duty.” He spoke.


Lynwe squatted on top of the roof of the twelve story building, her amber eyes focused on the window on the apartment building across from her. These last two weeks, indeed these last two months had been life altering for her, all of it in a good way. The hate for the Alliance still burned within her, but now it was buried deep. Aihola and Tarifa had taught her how to feel again, how to love. Her time with them had been like applying a soothing balm to an open wound. They never denied her attention; indeed she had shared their bed almost every night with the exception of his last week. And each time she had learned new things about pleasure that she had never experienced before. While she still could not bring herself to taste them in the way they shared each other, they had taught her the pleasures of kissing, and Lynwe discovered she enjoyed that immensely. And both Tarifa and Aihola could kiss oh so well.

When they had asked her to conduct this task, she had thought it was their way of getting rid of her, but after reflection and the fact that they kept insisting she visit them at least for a few hours soon, Lynwe knew it was because they trusted her skills. This is what Lynwe lived for. She was a master of the shadows, always able to move without being seen, without being heard. Her half vampire genes increased her visual acuity even more than the normal elf’s enhanced vision. Her hearing was superior, her reflexes unmatched, and her strength far greater than nay human or elf, almost a match for any full blooded vampire with her training.


Selene appeared at first to be a normal elf female, though her father was human. For two weeks now Lynwe had watched her, monitored her movements. It was mostly mundane, meetings, going to her parent’s new home in the southern district of Eden, making her way back to her own small apartment and working, shopping and the many things a female elf would do. Until Lynwe had seen the men begin appearing in the early morning hours. 


There were three of them… two elves and a human. They would come on different nights, never more than one at a time and Selene obviously knew who they were, or at least knew they were coming. It was what took place when they arrived that shocked Lynwe. Selene would allow these men to use her in every way possible. They would fuck her for several hours, never showing her affection, no tender caresses, no kissing, nothing like the cuddling she had so grown to love with Tarifa and Aihola after a night of pleasure. They would use her like a whore and then leave her. Selene would lie in her bed for a time after the man had left, and then rise to take a shower before sleeping for a few more hours until she rose to begin another day. The human male was the most brutal, often times slapping her hard enough to draw blood, or biting her on her shoulders and neck. And Selene would endure it all stoically, never fighting back or crying out.


Lynwe found herself admiring this half elf female. That she was stunningly beautiful was beyond question, with rich auburn red hair, long and flowing past her shoulders. Her breasts were high and firm, standing out proudly. She had long legs and slim hips, with muscled ass cheeks that rivaled even Aihola’s in their firmness and curves. She was extremely intelligent as Lynwe had heard her speaking in the meetings she had attended, and the hatred for the Alliance was evident to even the most ignorant person. Her voice always was laced with anger and rage when she spoke of the Alliance and what they had done. Yet there was something else that vexed this beautiful woman, and Lynwe was determined to find out what it was.


As Lynwe watched the male elf leave Selene’s apartment she glanced once more at the still form of the half elf Selene before she rose to her full height of nearly six foot and moved to the edge of the building. Without a second’s pause she stepped off the edge and plummeted to the ground below.

SPARTA
1ST WEEK OF JUNE


“Excellent!” The female Spartan Centurion called out as she slowly circled her three female students, “Change to Style Nine and again!”

Her name was Lexi and she had been selected by Andreus in secrecy. Her instructions were simple and came by order of the King himself. She was to train the Queens in hand to hand combat with the traditional Spartan weapons that all the Centurions carried. The spears had no official name, but many of the younger Spartan warriors had taken to calling them Nehtes in the elfin language to honor the Elf Weapons Master that had been forging the blades of their spears and short swords for the last four hundred years. Nehtes meant spear in the language of the elves. The elf Weapons Master and the three he had trained to be his assistants had forged every spear and blade now carried by the Spartans to exacting proportions. Each weapon made from hand and balanced perfectly to the warrior it was given too.


The short swords were not really swords at all, but long bladed fighting knives called Kopis. They were razor sharp and in the hands of a trained Spartan, it was the deadliest weapon they carried behind their P190 and the Nehtes.

This morning Lexi watched with a trained eye as the three Queens practiced with their Nehtes, using elegant sweeping techniques, short stabbing maneuvers and overhead smashes. Lexi had regretted that Andreus had ordered her to do this at first. Her first thoughts were she was a Spartan warrior, not a nursemaid. Her attitude changed the first morning when she saw the Queens in motion.


They had arrived in the courtyard of the villa dressed in tight shorts and shirts with bare feet. Their long manes were tied tightly into pony tails, and they had looks of intense concentration on their faces. Lexi’s disappointment at this task drifted away in the first hour two weeks ago. 

Aricia and the she-elf were the better of the three with the Nehtes, while Anja was the more finely tuned to the Kopis. She knew that Dysea and Anja had fought before, and were skilled in an assortment of weapons, but her surprise came with the skills that Aricia was displaying. They were skills she should not have at such an age, and certainly not without training. They moved in a single fluid motion, exactly and precisely in unison in every movement. Their thrusts were powerful and their form was excellent, their sweeps exceptionally fast and accurate. They did this for two hours every morning and had for the last two weeks. It showed in their physical bodies as well as all of them had built and sustained muscle and dropped body fat quickly. They were lean and extremely muscular, but it did not detract from their feminine forms in the least. All of them were covered in a fine sheen of sweat; their faces tightly controlled and locked in concentration. 
“Thrust… spin… sweep… rest! Excellent! Excellent!” Lexi spoke as they came to a position of rest, the Nehtes vertical on the ground, blade pointed at the sky, “An excellent workout! Tomorrow we will use Style Eight and Style Nine with the Kopis, so have them prepared and sharp.” Lexi bowed her head as the three of them smiled and collapsed their Nehtes before moving out of the courtyard. Lexi turned as she saw Andreus and Thr’won walk slowly up to her.

Lexi looked at her Captain and shook her head. “I have never seen anyone grasp the Styles so quickly Captain.” She spoke. “They have never had training, yet they move with the confidence and skill of a Spartan in the Second Phase.”

“What is your opinion on their level of skill?” Andreus asked his voice soft and not carrying past their ears.
“Queen Dysea is a whirlwind combination of speed and power. Against an experienced opponent such as you or I, Anja would last the longest and would have the most chance of defeating a single fighter. Dysea is the most skilled but she is overconfident at times and takes unnecessary risks. I would not want to be on the receiving end of a Nehtes if she were wielding it however.” Lexi spoke. “Your sister…” Lexi shook her head slowly, “Given a years time and training your sister could best you Captain, and you are one of the finest I have ever seen wield a Nehtes. She fights viciously and without fear. Her strikes are powerful and exact. What she lacks in power she makes up for in speed.”

“The Queen Anja?” Andreus asked.

Lexi looked at him. “She is the most dangerous as I said. Her skills are not as refined as Dysea or Aricia’s, but she is an excellent warrior, methodical and precise. She reminds me most of the King, a true predator. Perhaps her skills as a surgeon bleed over to her fighting, but one blow from her will either cripple or kill, for she will not miss. Whoever she hits will not get back up that I guarantee. Against experienced opponents, full vampires trained in the arts for instance… they could hold their own if evenly matched. Without more training, numbers will become a problem, more so for Dysea and Aricia than for Anja. She is the one I would fear fighting the most, for she, like our King, has harnessed the feral nature of the wolf and can shape it to her will.”

Andreus looked at Thr’won and saw her smile. “Chief Mage?” he asked.

“They are drawing from him.” Thr’won answered with a smile. “He is teaching them at night telepathically. Everything he is learning he is passing to them and vice versa. They are mingling their minds with his on a subconscious level and drawing from his skill.”

“Can… can they do that?” Andreus asked amazed.

Thr’won nodded. “In my classes with them they have shown this ability. I don’t believe their power will increase more, but they have yet to tap all of what they have gained. All of them have now gone beyond what I can teach them as a Tier Six telepath. The exercises I have been giving them are the most advanced ways to calm and control ones thoughts; how to project and send images and messages, skills such as that. I have tried three times to break the psychic shields they have built individually and together. No Tier Six telepath within Sparta has the power or telepathic ability to breach the King and Anja’s psychic shields. They are the strongest. Dysea and your sister, it is possible, but it would take hours of painstaking work and it would be extremely deadly to any who attempted it. If their minds are linked in any way with the King or Anja at the time of an intrusion,” Thr’won shook her head, “Impossible to do and without question lethal to any who try.”

Andreus shook his head. “It is much the same with the ACT training.” He spoke. “Our Phalanx has turned into a sponge of information. We soak it up faster than Lander and his instructors can provide it. I have already been through the ACT training, but even I am learning things I did not catch the first time.”
Thr’won nodded. “They have read through a quarter of the Library of Scrolls in a month.” She spoke. “I’ve never seen anything like it. He reads something, the next day they know everything he read.”

Lexi looked at Andreus. “I should take them to see Nehtes Captain.” She spoke. “They need weapons that are forged for them Captain. It will make them much more deadly if they need to fight.”
Andreus nodded. “But be discrete Lexi. Use the back ways to his shop and insure he knows he is to make the weapons himself and no one else. I want perfection for them.”

Lexi nodded, “Understood.”

Andreus turned to Thr’won as Lexi walked away. “Word is spreading quicker than we expected.” He spoke softly. “Somehow… someone is spreading rumors of who he really is. It has not reached the main stream gossip channels, but it will. And sooner than we want it too.”

Thr’won nodded. “I have discussed this with Theron. He is pulling every string he knows to find out who is leaking the information.”

Andreus met her eyes. “He is with the Steward now?”

Thr’won nodded. “He and Dymas are reviewing The Central Hall and the Agoge First Phase facility.” She answered. “He is scheduled to meet Anja for lunch. Dysea has an appointment with the Education Minister and Aricia is going to the market with Helen.”
“Senior Instructor Lander has given our Phalanx the day off to rest.” Andreus spoke. “There are some things I would like to accomplish.”

“Andreus… I have a question first.” Thr’won spoke.

“Of course Chief Mage,” He said turning to face her completely.

“Do you believe Martin is who we all believe him to be?” Thr’won asked.

“You do not Chief Mage?” Andreus asked surprised.

“That was not my question Captain.” She replied firmly. “I asked if you believe.”

Andreus met her steady gaze. “Since that first moment when we first saw him battling in the Wood Elf city I have known. His entire Guard felt it as well. This is the man we will follow into the Gates of Hades and back if he asked it of us. Do I believe Chief Mage?” Andreus smiled. “With everything that I am I believe.”
Thr’won nodded. “Thank you Captain.” She spoke. “I will not keep you from your duties.”

Andreus bowed his head and turned to leave. Thr’won felt the barest of tingling against her mind and she smiled before turning to leave as well.


Anja walked down the corridor of the main hospital in Sparta heading for the front entrance. She wore simple shoes with Khaki pants and a tight fitting button down white shirt. Her Persian red hair had grown longer, and she had it tied in a pony tail, ringed with strips of light blue silk that Aricia had added just before she left. 


Almost a month Anja thought.


We’ve been here almost a month, and the longer she stayed, the more she grew to love it here. The villa was beautiful beyond measure, like some vacation resort site she had seen in brochures before the Comet. The people of Sparta were amazing and diverse, openly friendly and inviting, and aside from the initial confrontation with that pig Midlan, they had no trouble. She had spent much of her days here in the hospital, Walter introducing her to the Chief Surgeon. He knew who Martin was, and therefore who Anja was, but he was an older Shifter and he understood that information must be kept quiet for now. He introduced her as a visiting physician from North America who was here to learn as much as she could. 


And learn Anja did.


Anja was a doctor first and foremost, and the equipment she had here in this facility surpassed anything she had seen on EDEN, and that was the most advanced medical equipment she had ever seen anywhere in the world. She was like a child let loose in a candy store, learning how to use the advanced equipment, and taking to it like fish to water. It was as if she already knew how to use it, and the knowledge came to her naturally, stunning the doctors that were already on staff here with her skill, many of them far older than she was in terms of years and experience. The Chief Surgeon she had learned was almost two thousand years old, the youngest physician a mere seven hundred and eighty years old. 


Anja had to smile to herself at that. She now spoke of someone seven hundred years old as if it was the most common thing in the world, not to mention that she was now considered to be immortal, if one used that term. The Shifters could die if injured or killed, they didn’t grow back body parts and such, but it was not uncommon to see someone who looked seventy or eighty and come to find out they were actually two thousand years old or more. Shifters that were Walter or Theron’s age, three thousand or more years old were very rare, and she learned that many of those who reached that age simply walked off into the mountains when they chose the right time and they were never seen from again. Anja had been exposed to many new and unbelievable things in the last year, and for some reason that did not strike her as odd.


And then there was Martin, Dysea and Aricia.


They spent almost all their nights together, half naked and lounging about the villa sharing thoughts and what they had learned in the course of the day. She had lost almost ten pounds since being here, and her body was now packed with muscle even more so than before she became a werewolf. Dysea and Aricia were much the same way, their training toning them all to the point that Anja believed they had almost no body fat left to burn off. Their lovemaking had grown more intense and deeper as they spent more time here, all of them sharing of each other without a second thought. Martin’s training had toned his already sculpted body to that of god like perfection, and all of them had spent hours worshiping him, just as vigorously as he worshiped them in return. He left them all whimpering piles of sated female flesh when he made love to them, his stamina and power almost twice what he had before. The wolf blood pounded in all of them now, more fiercely than before, and it brought them closer and closer as the days passed. Their telepathic connection had grown stronger to the point where they had to teach themselves to subconsciously block others so that they did not intrude on them unintended. Thr’won’s lessons had greatly increased their control and how they manipulated their telepathy to the point where it was like second nature to them now. They…


“Anja!” The voice called out and she turned her head quickly to see Paul Taggert moving down the corridor towards her in hurried strides. Without thinking Anja lifted her hand a fraction, stopping the Spartan Centurion assigned to protect her from intercepting Paul. The large man in civilian clothes stepped back slowly, but remained alert.


“Paul… how are you?” Anja asked.


“I have something you need to see.” He spoke stopping in front of her.


“I’m late for an appointment Paul.” Anja spoke. “Can’t this wait?”


“In one word… no.” Taggert replied. “Please…”


Anja sighed. Martin?

I’m running late. I’ll be there in twenty minutes! His deep calm voice filled her thoughts in reply.


Anja smiled inwardly. Doctor Taggert snagged me on my way out the door Marty. He says there is something he wants to show me immediately.


I’ll get there before you then. You’ll owe me a kiss.


I’m beginning to think you like my tongue more than anything else. Anja joked with him, hearing his chuckle. After all the work I have put into my figure.

Well… it is a very unique tongue in its talents. And it tastes very good too. And your body is a wonderland that never ceases to inspire me.

I’m rather fond of yours as well. Anja told him with a smile. And what it can do to me, most especially what you did to me with your tongue night. Anja felt a rush of warmth and desire course through her belly as the memories of what he had done to her the previous night swept over her. She had come harder and longer than ever before last night, his tongue and fingers driving her up to the edge of the abyss and then sending her over in a kaleidoscope of colors and pleasure.  

Liked that did you? His thoughts were filled with love and desire for her, as they always were.


I just might have to convince Dysea to share you this evening. Anja spoke.


I don’t know… she’s a tough sell.


Anja chuckled. She loves my tongue even more than you Martin. I think I can convince her, though it might take some extra nibbling on my part. Something that doesn’t bother me in the least considering how good she tastes.

Martin’s laugh filled her completely. Thirty minutes then?


I’ll be there.

And don’t forget we are cooking for the others tonight. He reminded her.

I won’t! Little Wolf has already given me my instructions.


I’ll see you soon.

Anja looked at Paul. “Ok Paul you have thirty minutes.” She told him. “Lead on.”


Aricia walked alongside Helen as they moved through the market slowly, picking out items that Aricia wanted to help her cook the meal for tonight. She was going to prepare a recipe that her mother had perfected and passed on to her when she was younger.


Helen was content to let Aricia pick what she wanted from the choices of fruits and vegetables and spices. The meat was already in the villa soaking in a sauce she had mixed to Aricia’s exact proportions. There were many more steaks than Helen had first thought, enough to feed twenty people, but she wasn’t aware of anyone coming to visit them this evening. 

Helen was convinced that Martin was the descendant of Leonidas that the people of Sparta had been waiting for. Every day that went by only reinforced that perception for her. The first sign were the Spartan Guards that surrounded the villa, making themselves scarce, but always there, drifting in and out of view. He never went anywhere without a Spartan Centurion with him, usually the same one who she knew as Aricia’s brother Andreus. They were never openly in uniform, but always within distance to safeguard their charge. This by itself was very unusual for travelers to their city, as she had never seen random Alphas treated in such a way. Helen surmised that this must be the Spartan Royal Guard assigned to protect him. And if that was the case, then in stood to reason that Anja, Dysea and Aricia were his Queens, for they were never without their own protection, a Spartan Royal Guard always shadowing them. Even now, Helen could pick out the Centurion who shadowed Aricia, a giant of a man, dressed in simple clothes, but always within a distance to act if something happened.

The second sign was the training that the Queens had begun receiving two weeks ago; training in weapons that for the most part only Spartan Centurions carried. And the fact that they were getting better by leaps and bounds every day from what she could tell.


There were the almost daily visits by either the Steward of the Line or Dymas, the well known Guardian of the Line of Leonidas. The Chief Mage continued to make appearances on a regular basis, as well as that pudgy Senator Dilios. Each time they left material for Martin and the others to study and read. Something the four of them did with voracity. Helen had wandered back into the kitchen late one evening and found the four of them in the sunken sitting room. They had pushed aside all the furniture and laid out several soft skin rugs on the floor, tossing the large pillows from the couches onto the floor. All of them were in various states of undress, all of them with data pads or hand written scrolls they were studying intently. Helen had returned several nights in a row to witness this same thing. Martin was always in the center of the group, Aricia, Anja and Dysea leaning against him and each other, flesh to flesh, their hands absently stroking an arm or leg or shoulder while they sipped coffee or tea and read from whatever it was they had. There was nothing sexual in nature happening even though all of them were naked in some way; a bare thigh or breast, one of them always sitting between his legs hiding the enormous tool with their bodies that Helen had seen that first morning. They simply desired the touch of each other, and their naked skin touching one another was how they transmitted this to each other.

There were times when Helen would wake to the sounds of rapturous abandon from the main villa, the cries of immense pleasure and love. She had no doubts about what he did to them, or they to each other Helen had learned. Aricia, Anja and Dysea were not shy in the least about their feelings for each other as well as their King. It was not uncommon to see the three females sharing kisses and embraces with each other that only lovers shared. Kisses and embraces that they shared equally with Martin when he was with them. The depth of their love for each other was almost a palpable thing whenever they were together. There were many beautiful females within Sparta and the times she had seen Martin outside of the villa walking the streets, always with Andreus at his side, never once did she see an errant look of desire to another female, even though many of those were directed to him. It was no different with the three females, as none of them so much as acknowledged other young Alpha males that showed interest in them. They were devoted to one man and he to them.


Helen and Demetrius had been communicating back and forth since that confrontation with Midlan. Whenever the three of them were together within Sparta they always made an appearance at Demetrius’s café. They had become regular fixtures there, and it was amazing to see them interact with the men and women who also frequented the café. The laughter and jokes came easily to them, and the times when Martin had joined them were events of boisterous times with people staying much longer than they usually did just to be around them it appeared.


After the second week, Helen had instructed Layna to stop attempting to brush their thoughts. Their psychic connection had grown stronger than even she imagined, and she did not doubt they would be able to detect anyone attempting to peruse even their surface thoughts. The four of them quickly surpassed even Helen and Layna’s skill, and they were both Tier Six telepaths, though not restrained by Thr’won’s teachings, excellent though they were. Helen and Layna had received their training from someone else that did not place the restrictions on pupils that Thr’won did.   

They called themselves The Watchers.


They were a secret society of Spartiate men, women and children that had existed for two thousand years; a society that trained in telepathy and combat, waiting for the day when a King of the line of Leonidas would return to them. No one knew how many Watchers there were, as each individual knew of only a handful of others. They all knew that if the line of Eurypontids knew they existed, their lives would be in grave danger. The Watchers had no solid proof of what they suspected, but none among them had doubts that the line of Eurypontids was still treachorous and still worked with their hated enemies the vampires. Helen had no doubt that those few she knew of like Demetrius, had informed others of what they knew and suspected Martin was, and many of those who came to Demetrius’s cafe were there to see for themselves. Helen did not doubt they all felt as she now did.


The shadow passed next to her and she looked up quickly as the broad shouldered man stepped up beside Aricia.


“Daughter?” The voice spoke.

Aricia turned quickly and suddenly was staring into the weathered face of her father. Xenos was a former Spartan Centurion and Senate member. Dishonored by the horrible act of his oldest son, his family was stripped of all they had. Only the fact that his wife was the brother of the Guardian of the Line kept them from being exiled. He was a tall man, with gray just touching his black hair even though he was not far from two thousand years old himself.

Aricia looked at her father, surprise on her face, and as with Anja, her hand came up in an almost imperceptible motion. Helen saw the Spartan Royal Guard stop in his tracks from where he had begun to move towards them.


“Papa.” Aricia spoke softly, though her voice carried with it a hopeful tone and her face softened; a tone and look that quickly disappeared when her father spoke next.


“What do you think you are doing?” Her father hissed in a low voice. “Do you wish to embarrass your mother and I further?”


Aricia’s azure eyes narrowed slightly. “What do you mean?” She asked.


“You… you have allowed this Alpha who is not of Sparta to claim you! Mate with you! I can smell him all over you, and those harlots he travels with as well.” Xenos’s face had a look of incredulity spread on it as he looked at her. “I can not believe a daughter of mine would allow herself to participate with… with them!”


“It is nice to see you again Papa.” Aricia spoke. “How have you been? How is mother?”


“One month! I have heard the whispers among the people… the degrading looks that I and your mother have to endure when we go out for one month!” Xenos exclaimed. “We can barely scrape by on what the trade business brings in, and now you do this?”


“What exactly have I done Papa?” Aricia asked.


“Do not disrespect me!” Xenos growled. “You know full well what I am talking about! I still have to pay for the incident of your harlot she-elf and her actions!”


“I assume you are referring to Midlan’s thugs and their attempted assault.” Aricia spoke. “They got what they deserved… and they should be glad Dysea did not gut them where they stood. That they attempted to assault a mated female does not bother you. That they would have assaulted me as well? Why doesn’t that bother you Papa?”


“Midlan is the son of a Senator! A Pureblood!” Xenos gasped.


“And that gives him the right to assault us?” Aricia asked looking at her father.


“He was showing you attention Aricia!” Xenos spat. “Something you would do well to return if you wish to establish yourself and your future.”


Aricia laughed harshly. “You must be joking.” She replied. “I have never once desired Midlan’s attentions. And now that I am mated I certainly do not have to endure his unwelcome advances.”

“You are not mated to this rogue Alpha!” Xenos told her hotly. “Not in my eyes and not in the eyes of your mother!”


“I would prefer to hear that from mother.” Aricia told him.


“You will hear it from me!” Her father growled. “You will end this charade with this insolent and tainted Alpha and return to my home. You will beg Midlan for forgiveness, and return the attention he shows you.”


Aricia laughed harshly and shook her head. “I don’t think so.” She said.


“I am not asking you Aricia. I am telling you.” He demanded.


Aricia glared at her father. “I am well past the age of consent father.” She spat back at him. “You have no hold over me. I am free to choose who I mate with and when. I would not let Midlan touch me even if he were the last wolf on this planet. The very thought of that vile actions makes me sick.”


“You will do as I say!” Xenos almost shouted as he gripped her arm.


Aricia pulled away from him with greater strength than he remembered her having, several heads turning to look at them. “I will do no such thing!” Aricia snapped. “Unlike you… I do not care about your status. That is all this is about! It’s all it was ever about! You only wished me to mate with that pig Midlan as a perverse way for you to regain your status among our people. You allowed them to banish your son when you know in your heart he could never do something as heinous as what they say. Do not come to me now when I have found love and a life with someone who loves me for me. Do not demand from me!”


“If you do not do as I say, I will denounce you to all. You will no longer be welcome as my daughter! You will no longer be acknowledged as my daughter!” Xenos snapped.

“You do what you will Papa! You always have!”


Little Wolf are you ok? Aricia heard Martin’s soft, concerned voice fill her thoughts as his aura telepathically enveloped her in its embrace.


Xenos saw his daughter smile gently and nod as she took a deep breath. “I am fine my love.” She spoke out loud, turning to look at her father. “I’m speaking with my father at the moment. I will be finished quickly and I will see you for dinner.”


Are you sure?


“I have never been so sure of anything Martin my love. Give Anja a kiss for me and my love as well.” Aricia spoke warmly, smiling at the confusion on her father’s face.

I love you Little Wolf.


“I know… and I love you. All of you, with all that I am.” Aricia answered.


“Who are you talking too?” Xenos demanded, reaching out telepathically to touch his daughter’s mind. His eyes widened when he found a black wall guarding her mind. A black wall more powerful than anything he had ever felt.


Aricia smiled again as she felt her father attempt to probe her thoughts. She shook her head slowly. “That is something you will never be able to do father. I am no longer a child, and I am a far stronger telepath than you now Papa, even stronger than mother. I will do what it is I wish to do. Right now, I wish to finish shopping so that I can finish dinner for the man and the women who share my life and my love. Do what you wish father, denounce me and banish me from your family, whatever makes you feel strong. I no longer care.” Aricia turned on her heels and looked at Helen. “Shall we continue Helen? There are a few more things I wish to purchase before we return.”


Helen nodded with a smile as a swell of pride at what Aricia had just done filtered through her. She watched Aricia walk past her, her head high and in no way diminished. She looked at Xenos, who wore a stunned expression on his face. “You are without a doubt one of the biggest fools I have ever met.” Helen told him with a small smile. “Abandoning your children seems to be a habit for you Xenos. A pity.”

Helen spun around and followed Aricia.


“It will happen in three weeks time on this same day.” The hooded figure spoke from the shadows.


The second two figures stepped part way from the shadows of the alley in the seedier section of nighttime Sparta. Every city had darkness to it, and Sparta was no different, except that the same types of crime did not happen in Sparta. It was just not tolerated. Prostitution was legal here, and there was a fledging black market slave ring that had just been started, mainly very young Shifters who were homeless or runaways.

“Why so long?” The next voice asked.


“An operation of this magnitude takes planning.” The first hooded figure replied. “The contract has been accepted on these two human imposters. It will be carried out by the finest assassin on the planet.”


“Where?”


“The café where he meets them for lunch before going to his ACT training,” The figure replied. “How is not important, only that the Mistress has decreed it done.”


“Aricia is mine!” Midlan’s voice hissed.


“Quiet you tongue Midlan!” The second hooded figure snapped harshly.


“You can have the female whore shifter.” The first figure spoke. “And the female elf as well if you like. Though I doubt you’ll get them to submit to you. It appears you don’t have the balls for that.”


Midlan drew back his hood and stepped forward, “Take care vampire.” He growled. “You are in Sparta now. Many things could happen to you while you are here.”


Moran tossed back his own hood and stepped up to Midlan, baring his vampire fangs and revealing his dark obsidian vampire eyes. Midlan took a short gasp at the sight. “Do not threaten me young werewolf. I am far old and more powerful than you, and it would be simple to crush you where you stand.”


“And I am far older than both of you combined!” The third figure hissed as his cloak and hood remained in place. “This arguing is pointless. Aricia shall be yours Midlan… but only if you do as you are directed.”


“I shall.” Midlan spoke.


Moran turned to the third figure. “Since we are doing this for you, the Mistress has a request of her own.”


The third figure nodded, “Of course.”


“It concerns a certain type of nuclear reactor.” Moran told them, “And the whereabouts of this type?”

EDEN CITY

It happened quickly.

Almost too quickly, but the seven elves really had no idea who they were attacking.


Tarifa and Aihola were walking hand in hand up the short flight of stairs that would take them into Eden’s command center, Dekton just to the front of them, his eyes sweeping the area around them in the front. His wolf senses alerted him first, smelling the dump of adrenalin into the bloodstream, and even as he smelled this he was whirling around, his P190 coming up in a single fluid motion. He had loosed three rounds before Aihola’s vampire genes kicked in and she heard the elevated heartbeats closing on her from the side.


Tarifa! 

Her one word alarm resounded in Tarifa’s mind as loud as any siren, and without thinking, or hesitation Tarifa was dropping to the steps and rolling, her hand filling with the K12 from beneath her casual jacket. When Aihola’s matte black Drow throwing knife appeared in her hand, Dekton’s three rounds were impacting the closest elf to his charges. The three bullets struck like a hammer, all within a half inch diameter in the center of his chest. The elf’s back blew apart, spraying blood and internal organs all over the steps, and lifting his body into the air before slamming it down again. 

Aihola’s left hand snapped out even as her right reached for the K12 on her belt. The Drow throwing knife, six inches of razor thin and razor sharp blade had slid from its position on her forearm into her palm with barely a twitch. As Aihola brought it up to throw she saw the first elf hurled backwards by Dekton’s first burst. She instantly adjusted her aim and let fly with the blade. Her aim was deadly accurate. The six inch blade pierced the second elf between his eye ball and his nasal cavity with such force his head snapped back as if he’d struck a wall. The sound of his neck snapping was like a thunderclap in the slow motion of time their world had come into. The broken neck was secondary, as Aihola’s blade had sliced into his cerebral cortex severing all motor functions of his body instantly. He dropped like a limp noodle. She continued her turn, the K12 coming up as another throwing knife appeared in her palm like magic. The third elf was six feet from Aihola when his chest blossomed into red fountains of blood and gore, each bullet from Tarifa’s K12 slamming into him with unerring accuracy, causing his body to do a gruesome dance of death as he was thrown backwards into the fourth elf behind him, causing him to stumble and fall.
The fifth elf was able to lift his weapon and bring it to bear on Aihola before his head exploded like an overripe melon, showering the entire area with a fine red mist of blood and brain matter. This splatter caught both Aihola and Tarifa in the side and on their faces, but did not cause them to pause.

Aihola continued her spinning motion, the K12 coming up. She dismissed the sixth elf and flipped the throwing knife at the seventh elf, which was closer to Tarifa, a club brandished in his hand. As her blade entered his throat with a wet slapping sound, Tarifa’s K12 boomed once more and she sent four rounds into the elf’s chest and abdomen. Her face was twisted in rage as she pulled the trigger, any of the four rounds lethal wounds. Aihola twisted her head back, her K12 leveling now at the sixth elf, his eyes filled with fear as he backpedaled. Holding her K12 perpendicular to the ground, Aihola loosed three perfect rounds, within a second of each other. The three bullets punched into the elf’s throat and face, splattering his brains and gray matter over the now red stained concrete. 
Dekton had dropped his P190 the moment he loosed his second burst, the fourth elf far too close to continue shooting. His hand dropped by instinct to his Nehtes and he pulled it free, extending the eight foot spear in a quick snap of his wrist. The gleaming point of the blade shone in the sunlight as he stepped in front of the elf just as he brought the handgun up tracking Aihola. Dekton did not pause as the elf pulled the trigger and with a powerful thrust he drove the spear through the elf’s sternum. The rupturing of the sternum was signaled by the escaping air and the gasp of blood spittle that flew from the elf’s lips. His eyes bugged out of his head as his fingers released the weapon and he stared down at the black spear impaling him. He looked up into the cold eyes of a trained merciless killer as Delton wrenched his spear out with barely any effort, the elf’s lungs following the broad head in small bloody pieces. Dekton didn’t pause, didn’t think, he simply rammed the Nehtes forward again, spearing the elf completely through the abdomen and stepping into the blow. His Spartan matte black helm hid most of his features, with the exception of his eyes and his teeth and they were now extended in full mid change, his eyes blazing with red anger.

“Who!” Dekton screamed.

“Te… Telan.” 
“Where?”

“Wes… Western District.” The dying elf gasped out his last words. Dekton ripped out the spear again, more pieces of the elf coming with the spear head. He spun in an elegant three hundred sixty degree turn, his hand sliding down the spear as he whirled. When he struck the elf at the apex of the full turn the spear head was traveling so fast it sliced through flesh and bone as easily as a hot knife through butter and the elf’s head flipped into the air. 
Dekton completed the graceful spin the Nehtes extended over his right shoulder against his neck and he was facing Tarifa and Aihola. Their eyes were on him, both sets of gorgeous orbs wide in awe, fear and adrenalin rush.

“Inside! Now!” He commanded.

They didn’t argue with him as Elf and human soldiers began to pour into the area from the streets and out of the building. Dekton looked back on the steps the bodies of seven attackers down and dead. He saw dozens of people gazing at him in shock, fear and once more awe. He depressed the button on his Nehtes, collapsing the spear and he thrust it back into the sheath on his right thigh. He turned and bounded up the stairs after Aihola and Tarifa. Two elves opened the door as he came forward, and he saw that his two charges were now surrounded by a cadre of elf and human guards. He nodded to himself at their efficiency, telling himself to commend their commander for the quick reaction. He pushed past the circle and knelt in front of Aihola and Tarifa.

“Are you hurt?” He demanded.

“We’re fine!” Aihola snapped angrily, though it was not directed at him.

Tarifa was on one knee, still clutching the K12 in her fist. “I heard the last one say Telan!” She barked.

Dekton nodded. “You know this person?”

“Only too well,” Tarifa replied. “He’s Anlain’s son. The bastard who raped me for almost five months while he and his father held my brothers and plotted against me.”

Aihola saw a flash of killing anger in Dekton’s eyes before it was gone as quickly as it had come. He stood up and grabbed the nearest elf guard, spinning him around.

“Encircle the entire Western District. Shut down all roads in or out and place men at fifty meter intervals around the perimeter. I want a house by house search for this Telan! Broadcast on an open channel so our people will know why we do this. They will probably help us locate the bastard.” Dekton snapped. “Find him before he escapes.”

“And when we find him Spartan?” The elf asked.

“You bring the raping motherfucker to me!” Dekton growled with such ferocity it frightened the elf.
The elf nodded and sprinted off. Dekton took a deep breath as his adrenalin rush began to recede and the pain hit him then. He looked down at the front of his body armor and saw the five point blank bullet strikes that his armor had stopped and the two bullet wounds that had penetrated the edges of his armor, blood beginning to leak out.

Aihola and Tarifa looked at each other when they heard Dekton’s order, surprise in their eyes. He seemed enraged over what Telan had done to Tarifa. They both looked back at the same time to watch him look down and then they saw the blood drops hit the floor.

“Dekton!” Aihola exclaimed as she and Tarifa clamored to their feet. “You’ve been shot!”

“So it would appear!” Dekton spoke. “They are flesh wounds. Nothing more.”

“Sit here!” Tarifa ordered, sweeping her arm across the credenza against the wall, and knocking away the planters. “Get me a med kit!” She screamed.

“They are minor wounds.” Dekton told them again.

Aihola looked at him. “You serve us correct?”

“Yes.” 

“Then sit your ass down!” Aihola snapped. 

Dekton detected the command in her voice and turned to do as she ordered. He settled onto the credenza and held his arm up as Aihola began to unbuckle the armor he wore. Tarifa slammed the med kit down and opened it, before helping her remove the armor. The saw Dekton flinch as they pulled the front of the armor away. The left side of his abdomen was soaked in blood completely through the fatigue top her wore.
“Flesh wounds my ass!” Tarifa snapped a she took the scissors and began cutting away the front of his uniform.

When Aihola pulled it back, their eyes went wide. Five large bruises were forming on the left side of his chest, above the two bullet holes.

“The bullets are just below the surface.” He told Tarifa calmly. “Use the forceps and pull them out if you would. Or give them to me and I will do it.”

Tarifa looked at Aihola and then took the forceps from the kit. She leaned over in front of him, trying very hard to ignore the ripple of his abdominal muscles and the numerous scars dotting his chest. Gently she pried the forceps inside the first wound and quickly found the bullet which she worked out slowly. She dropped into onto the credenza and then did the same for the second bullet. This one was deeper and caused Dekton to inhale sharply and squeeze her shoulder tightly.

“I’m sorry!” She spoke quickly, as she dug the bullet out finally.

Dekton nodded and let out the breath he had been holding, “Much better.” He said.

It was then that Tarifa noticed his changed eyes and the tips of his fangs extending just below his lips. Her eyes went a little wider. “You’re a Genome.” She spoke.
Dekton looked at her, blinked quickly and his eyes returned to their normal dark brown color. Tarifa’s heart jumped ever so slightly as she looked into those eyes, feeling Aihola’s own pulse quicken beside her. She felt her blood begin to warm, and a strange sensation coursed through her. “I will heal in a few minutes. Your father and Vengal will see to your safety.” He looked at the nearest elf. “Escort them both to the Command Center Conference Room. They are not to leave your sight until there.”

The elf nodded and came up to them.

“Dekton…” Tarifa started to speak.

“The situation is secure and you have duties to perform.” Dekton spoke calmly. “I will handle this. You will not be alone. Go.”

Aihola took Tarifa’s hand and they started down the corridor, both of them looking back at the Spartan as he inspected his wounds.

Aihola? Tarifa reached out to her.

I felt it too my love. Aihola answered as they walked in silence.

What was that? Tarifa asked. I felt warm all of a sudden. I felt… Aihola I felt aroused.
Aihola nodded slowly gripping Tarifa’s hand tightly. Yes… I felt just as… just as aroused as you make me Tarifa. It is very… it was very strange.
Dekton watched them as they walked down the corridor, the sway of their perfect asses and the line of their thighs and legs. He blinked several times trying to shake the visions from his head. They had stood and fought with honor, looking death in the face and not blinking. That fact alone made his blood burn for them, and added to their beauty he had to struggle to keep his aura shielded. It had leaked for a brief moment until he clamped it back down, but they had tasted it and it had affected them, which was more a surprise to him than anything. Aihola was half vampire, and while she may be the most stunning half vampire Dekton had ever seen, she should not have been affected by his aura. Tarifa he understood due to the times with his King, but surely his aura was more powerful than his and would not affect her as it did.
Dekton shook his head and looked at his abdomen as the wounds began to heal, knitting themselves closed and repairing damaged skin. Rape! Dekton abhorred rapists in every shape or form. They were beneath murderers in his opinion and no more deserved to live than a man who slaughtered hundreds. Dekton looked down the corridor once more and saw the fleeting glance of his two charges entering the elevator. He blinked and the Drow warrior was in front of him.

“Dekton… I need to talk with you.” Lynwe spoke.

“Lynwe… there was just an attack on Aihola and Tarifa.” Dekton told her sliding off the credenza. “Can this not wait?”

“Aihola? Tarifa?” Lynwe gasped. “They…”

“They are fine.” Dekton spoke. “I ask again, can this not wait?”

Lynwe shook her head. “You will understand when I show you what I have. And it may tie together.”

Dekton sighed and nodded, “Very well.” He refastened his body armor and looked at the row of elf and human guards. “This building stays locked down until that pig Telan is caught. There will be no exceptions unless it is a Minister.” He yelled.
“Telan?” Lynwe spoke. “He was behind this?”

Dekton nodded. “One of the assassins called out his name before I tore open his guts. And he gave us a location. Telan is in the city hidden somewhere in the Western District.”

Lynwe’s face mirrored puzzlement. “That could explain a great many things.” She said softly. 

“What do you mean?”

Lynwe motioned him to follow her. “Come… you will be most interested in what I will show you knowing that Telan is behind this attack on Aihola and Tarifa. And it just might speed your revenge.”

“Revenge?” Dekton questioned.

Lynwe smiled. “I may have your type of equipment between my legs Dekton,” Lynwe spoke without a trace of embarrassment of shame. “But my mind and heart is still female. And I see the way you look at them.”

“You are mistaken.” Dekton spoke.

Lynwe smiled gently. “Ok… now come and look at what I have.”


They stood in the small room with the video surveillance cameras watching the small screen. There were male grunts coming from the screen, the elf operator blushing badly at what he was seeing.

Dekton turned to look at Lynwe. “Why exactly am I watching Minister Torcrum having sex?” He asked her.

“It’s been like this for three weeks Dekton.” Lynwe spoke. “And that is not sex! That is rape of a different kind.”


Dekton looked at her. “You’ve been spying on her for three weeks? Under whose order?”


“I was instructed too.” Lynwe replied. “Who ordered me too is not important.”


“Tarifa and Aihola did this didn’t they?” Dekton spoke.


“It doesn’t matter… watch!” Lynwe snapped.


Dekton turned back to the screen as now it showed a different man. A human. Lynwe stepped up to the elf. “Advance to time 0241.” She said.


The elf manipulated the controls and the camera zoomed ahead. Lynwe pointed to the screen as it stopped once more. “There!” She spoke.


Dekton leaned close to the screen, his eyes going wide. “Is that what I think it is?” He asked. “Can you clear that image up?”


The elf worked the controls again and what came into focus were the fangs of a vampire just before he sank them into Selene’s flesh. 


“Who is he?” Dekton demanded. “Do you know him?”


“I do!” The cold voice spoke from behind them. They turned and saw Tarifa standing there in the doorway.

“My Queen?” Lynwe asked. “You know this human?”


Tarifa nodded slowly. “Oh yes.” She answered. “He took great pleasure in taking from me what I did not offer him when I went to EDEN shortly after Martin returned to earth. That is Senator Richard Graham.” Tarifa stepped forward and touched the elf operator. “Contact Admiral Wallace. He is to drop whatever he is doing and join us here. Lynwe bring this video and come with me.”


“Fuck!” Wallace swore. “I shot him three times in the chest from less than ten feet!”


“He apparently survived long enough for Marcus to get on the station and change him.” Aihola spoke. “The better question is what is he doing here fucking Selene?”

“How did you get this?” Wallace asked looking at Lynwe. “It’s… it’s disturbingly…”


“Like what happen to her on EDEN.” Lynwe spoke softly.


“How did you…”


“I spoke at length with Anisa.” Lynwe replied. “I did not go into this with the intent of exposing her as a spy. Aihola and Tarifa asked that I watch over her. It was during this time that I discovered she would allow these men to come in and abuse her sexually. It was the same three until this Graham showed up. The others would beat her at times, one would even bite her, but when I first saw Graham bite her and she flinched so severely I knew something was not right. I brought a camera with me for the next few nights. This footage I got last night.”


“His features have changed somewhat.” Tarifa spoke.


Wallace nodded. “His cheeks are sunk in a little, he looks paler. Perhaps he didn’t think anyone would recognize him.”


Lynwe shook her head. “That does not explain how a woman as beautiful as Selene would accept him into her bed.”


Aihola and Tarifa both looked at Lynwe out of the corners of their eyes when she said this. “Marcus.” Aihola spoke.


“What?”


“If Marcus turned him, then Graham would have similar powers to Marcus.” Aihola spoke. “It is passed down through the gene when they bite someone. Whatever their skills may have been, whoever they turn absorbs a portion of those skills. Marcus was very good at mind control. He would simply stare at you and put commands into your mind. If Graham was turned by Marcus, then it stands to reason he has similar abilities.”


“I watched her for four more hours.” Lynwe spoke. “Everything else she did was normal for the routine she has established.”


“If Graham bit her, then I’m guessing he passed something onto her subconsciously.” Aihola spoke, “An order to report to him perhaps everything that we do.”

“We have to eliminate her influence!” Dekton spoke. All heads turn to him quickly. “If he has infected her with commands like these we can not allow her to attend meetings anymore. She must be cut out of the command structure because she has now become a threat to Aihola and Tarifa.”


Wallace nodded. “I agree.” He spoke. “She’s become a liability.”


Lynwe looked at them. “Listen to you! We’re talking about someone who sat in this very room with us as we started building here. She has been a part of everything we have done so far. And now you advocate just killing her. I won’t accept that! I won’t let you kill her!”


Wallace shook his head. “What alternative do we have?”


Aihola got to her feet and went over to Lynwe. “Selene has affected you so strongly Lynwe. Why?” She asked softly.


“I have discovered someone who is not so unlike I was not long ago.” Lynwe answered, looking down at her. “The rape on EDEN striped her of her dignity and these men are how she is keeping herself sane, by allowing them to do these things to her.”


Wallace sat back in his chair. “I do not pretend to understand what rape does emotionally to a woman. I can’t understand that. It’s a vile crime in any respect as far as I am concerned. Lynwe is right; the help she has given us allows us to be sitting here. If we can do anything… I suggest we try.”


“And if we can’t?” Tarifa asked. “Let me play devil’s advocate, and no one get angry with me for doing this. What do we do if we can not help her and find out what Graham is doing? What then?”


Lynwe took a deep breath. “Then I will eliminate her.” She spoke sadly. “I will take responsibility for her. I will not allow anyone else to touch her!”

Aihola looked at Tarifa. “My love… Tari would know!” She spoke quickly. “He was able to study much more then I at the school they sent us.”

Tarifa leaned forward her sapphire eyes going to Dekton. “Dekton the transmitter we have to maintain communications with Martin. Can it be detected by the Alliance?”


Dekton shook his head. “Doubtful.” He replied. “It is a very powerful low frequency band transmitter. It is something new we have come up with in the last year. This mission was the first we have deployed it on.”


“Can you contact Martin?” Tarifa asked.


Dekton nodded and reached for his belt. “Give me a moment.”

SPARTA


Hali set the mugs of coffee and tea down in front of her King and Tari. Martin, Tari, Julie and her parents were crowded into the small communications room in the basement of their home.



Hali placed her hand on Tari’s shoulder and squeezed. Having their daughter back among them had meant more to Hali and her husband then anything in the world. That first night back, no one had slept as they talked well into the night. It did not go unnoticed how their daughter kept returning to the dark skinned male elf, clutching his hand tightly. They could smell him all over her, and she on him and after the initial shock of discovering he was half vampire, they delved deeper into this elf who had claimed their daughter as his mate. Julie’s parents were not judgmental, priding themselves on seeing things from all sides. It came from her father who was born and raised on the Asian continent, and born a Lion Shifter. They were patient and thoughtful, and for the next ten hours they had questioned Tari about his life and his intentions. It did not take them long to determine that he loved their daughter more than his own life, and the final decision came easy to them when he asked them for their blessing to take Julie as his mate.


Over the next month he had proved that love and devotion in spades, and now even Julie’s most skeptical older brother considered Tari an equal.


“Did not want to have to disturb you My King…” Tarifa spoke. “But this is important.”


Martin sipped the coffee Hali had given him. “Tarifa… I’ve told you about that King crap.” He barked with an amused tone, surprising Julie’s parents. “Little Drow… help me out there.”

Aihola smiled. “I have tried to get her to change Martin. She is very stubborn as you know.”


“I’m sorry… I forgot.” Tarifa replied with her own smile. “Martin.”


“Better.” Martin answered. “How are things proceeding?”


“Better than we had hoped Martin,” Tarifa answered. “Six more settlements have been established and Eden’s population has swelled to nearly a million and a half. We are moving slowly to allow everyone to adjust, but so far we have had no major problems, at least not until today.”


Martin leaned forward. “Explain.”

“There was an attempt on Aihola and myself this morning by some thugs that Telan hired. We were not injured, and we may have found Telan. We are conducting a search now.” Tarifa told him. “The more troubling issue is this.” Tarifa motioned to the monitor behind her and everyone could see the video of Selene and Graham.


“Graham is in Eden?” Martin asked angrily.


“Continue watching Martin.” Aihola spoke calmly.


He didn’t need to watch long, the moment he saw Graham prepared to bite Selene he got to his feet shaking in barely controlled rage, “Dekton?”


“Sire?”

“Dekton… you find that blood sucking motherfucker and you gut that raping bastard until he has got no blood left in him!” Martin spoke his voice trembling with anger and hatred, surprising Tarifa with his reaction.

“Martin if we do that we will not know how deeply the Alliance has penetrated.” Aihola spoke now. “And it will not help Selene.”


“Help her? He’s turned her into a full blooded vampire!” Martin almost yelled. “She is now a threat!”

“No!” Lynwe shouted. “My King… he has not turned her! I watched her for four hours after he left her apartment. She did not turn.”


“Tari… we believe he is planting orders into her subconscious.” Aihola spoke quickly. “Marcus is the only one who could have turned him. Admiral Wallace left him for dead and we are sure it was Marcus who took control of EDEN.”


Tari nodded. “Then he would have inherited Marcus’s powers.” Tari spoke. “Go on sister.”


“We think they intend to use her to gather information on us here Tari. Nya Istel and I want to turn that to our advantage and in the process hopefully save Selene as well.” Tarifa said. 


“Ok… I’m lost here.” Martin spoke returning to his chair. “How can you do that?”


Tari looked at him. “Marcus’s strongest power was a form of mind control. Only very old vampires have this ability, so we surmised that it was the Priestess herself who turned Marcus. If Marcus did turn Graham, then he would have inherited this skill on a smaller scale, certainly enough to plant suggestions and orders into Selene’s subconscious mind.”

“So she would spy on us?” Martin spoke.


Tari nodded, “In essence yes.”


“He’s not exactly someone that Selene strikes me as picking off the street.” Martin said, “Especially now. He’s even uglier than before.”


“Selene is going… she is experiencing a rough time right now.” Tarifa replied. “But Lynwe believes she can help her, and turn her against Graham.”


“How?” Martin asked.


Tari looked at the screen. “Lynwe, you know what that entails?”


“I do Tari.” She answered quickly.


“Someone want to fill me in here?” Martin asked.


Tari turned to him. “Lynwe will have to take Selene’s blood.” He said. “In her blood will be the imprint of what Graham wanted her to do.”


Martin looked at Lynwe and shook his head. “No!” He spoke. “That is against everything you believe Lynwe! Why would you…”


“I have fallen in love with her.” Lynwe spoke quickly. “She is experiencing the exact same emotions that were running through me before Aihola and Tarifa showed me I could be different. I have watched her for three weeks now My King, flogging herself in this way. She is reaching out, but no one is there to help her.”


“And you… you are willing to do this?” Martin asked.


Lynwe nodded. “Yes.”


“What’s involved?”


“He comes every fourth day Tari.” Lynwe spoke, “To reinforce his control on her.” 

Tari nodded. “That is good for us. It means he is not as strong as he thinks. She can fight him Lynwe, you will have to teach her, but she can fight his control.”


“How does she find out what he is telling her?” Martin asked.


“She will have to bite Selene within a few minutes of Graham.” Tari spoke. “He’s obviously not taking a lot of blood, only enough to imprint himself on her. Lynwe will have to take enough of Selene’s blood to override his control. Once she does that, she’ll be able to read his imprint.”


“The pig leaves almost immediately after satisfying himself!” Lynwe spat. “I can be to her with five minutes after he leaves her apartment.”


Tari nodded. “That should be enough time if what I read is correct.” He said. “And there is no reason to think it isn’t. Lynwe she needs to know, for you will have to bite her somewhere that Graham will not detect.”


“Martin this could be an intelligence coup for us.” Tarifa spoke.


“And if he discovers what you are doing?” Martin asked.


“Then he will either turn her completely, or kill her.” Lynwe answered. “In which case I will intercede and remove his undead heart, and if need be… if need be I will kill Selene as well.”


“Fuck!” Martin swore leaning back in his chair. He looked back to the screen. “Tarifa? Aihola?”


Aihola nodded slowly, her amber eyes bright. “I believe it’s worth the risk.”


Tarifa nodded, “As do I?”


“Then I will not question your decision.” Martin said. “You have my approval… but the final decision will be yours.”

Tarifa nodded. “Then we will go with the plan we have and keep you apprised.”


“Let’s start weekly communications from now on.” Martin said, “Unless there’s an emergency.”


“Agreed.”


“Good luck my friends.” Martin told them, “Leonidas out.”
EDEN


“You’ve been spying on me?” Selene raged as she glared at Tarifa and Aihola. There were only five of them in the room now, Lynwe sitting next to Selene and Dekton in his usually place behind the two queens.

“Selene you know that we assigned a Drow to every Minister for their own protection.” Tarifa spoke calmly. “They are able to disappear because of their vampire genes and their abilities. Lynwe is the best. It was Lynwe that discovered Graham and what he was doing to you.”


Selene turned and looked at her. “Did it get you off watching me Drow?” Selene snarled viciously.

Lynwe kept her face impassive though she felt the sting of pain sweep through her heart. Watching this woman for the last three weeks, exposed to her beauty and her superior mind during the day at meetings like these, Lynwe had no doubts that what she felt was love. Watching those men take her like they did, demean her, beat her, it was all Lynwe could do to keep from ripping their faces off.


“Regardless of what you may think, it was not like that.” Lynwe spoke. “I wish to help you.”


Selene turned back to Tarifa and Aihola. “Why am I here? I’m a vampire now, and I should be dead. That is the unwritten law isn’t it!”


“You are not a vampire.” Aihola spoke calmly.


“He bit me!” Selene spoke looking at the video once more. “He’s disgusting! He… he doesn’t look anything like the man in the… in the restaurant.”


“He’s using a form of mind control.” Tarifa explained. “Apparently vampires have this ability, or at least very old ones do.” Tarifa shook her head. “I can’t believe we are actually talking about vampires. What is next… werewolves and ghouls?” Tarifa didn’t see the imperceptible look that Aihola and Dekton shared. “We suspect he will try to use you as either a source of information or something else, perhaps an assassin.”

“He… he is the one that…” Selene spoke.


“Yes we know.” Tarifa said softly. “Admiral Wallace informed us of what happen on EDEN Selene.”


“I never asked for any of this!” Selene screamed coming to her feet, holding her arms across her chest. “I have been used by Deval and the Alliance. I had to endure his foul touch for years. I was raped, tortured, and now this! I just want peace!” She went to the wall in the room, tears now pouring from her eyes, and leaned her head up against it.

Lynwe got to her feet and moved up behind her. Lynwe towered over Selene’s petite five foot two frame, and she looked down into the thick auburn red tresses. She felt a myriad of emotions sweeping through her, emotions that she had never felt before. And they were all directed at this half elf female. 

When she first came to Eden, Selene had sought out a surgeon to repair her ears. Because she was only half elf, her ears were not as curved or long, but there was no denying she was at least part elf, as they were elegantly rounded and rose to a point at the top. She had all the beauty of an elf, many of the physical attributes and the ability to heal quickly. She was not as strong as a full blooded elf, but more than a normal human. She had her father’s love of reading, and her mother’s love of cooking. And the natural instinct of every elf and that was to live free.
“I will help you Selene.” Lynwe spoke softly.

Selene laughed harshly but didn’t turn, her eyes clouded with tears. “Why would you help me?” She asked.

Lynwe reached up and with her fingers she gently pulled back the shirt Selene wore exposing the bruises from other men, and then the two small puncture wounds on the back of her neck, “Because I have been where you are now.” Lynwe answered softly. “And I was shown that the anger and self hate will eventually destroy you from the inside. I do not wish to see that happen to you.”
Selene looked up into the face of this large Drow female. She made her feel small in comparison, the Drow almost six foot in height, but her amber eyes held something in them that caused Selene’s heart to do a little flip. The Drow exuded strength and power, yet there was something tender about her, something that swept over her and made her feel safe. 

“Yes…we want to use you against the Alliance Selene.” Tarifa spoke softly. “The information we could gain is beyond measure. You are right however… you have been used by everyone around you in some way. It is your choice Selene. I will not force this on you, and neither will Aihola.” Selene turned to look at her now. “If you do not feel up to this in any way, then we will simply capture Graham the next time he comes to you, and we’ll figure something else out.”

Dekton stepped forward. “Tarifa you…”

“No!” Tarifa snapped vehemently, her sapphire colored eyes burning in anger as she glared at him. “I don’t care what you say Dekton. Your people may find it acceptable… but I do not! And Martin’s reaction troubled me, his hatred and anger. I will not force this woman to be a whore so that we can gather intelligence! I will not do it!”

Dekton’s eyes narrowed and he stepped back without another word.

“My love?” Aihola spoke softly.

Tarifa looked at her, her eyes softening considerably. I have been raped Nya Istel. As have you. More times then I care to remember. She is obviously not as strong as you and I and that is not her fault. I… I can not bring myself to tell her we need her to do this.

Nor can I. Aihola agreed.

“What… what would I have to do?” Selene asked moving back to the table, tearing her eyes from Lynwe’s amber orbs.
Tarifa looked at her. “Selene we were wrong to…”

“No!” Selene said taking a deep breath. She wiped her eyes. “I will not forsake all that we have started here. Tell me what I need to do. The Alliance needs to be stopped and if I can help I will.”
It took twenty minutes, but Tarifa explained to her exactly what would need to happen in detail. Selene returned to her chair when she was done and was silent. She looked up finally. “And Lynwe’s bite will allow her to see what it is Graham is planning?” Selene asked.

Aihola nodded slowly. “We lack the gene to actually turn someone with our bite. It is one of the reasons that the Priestess was so enraged when she discovered it. But… if we…”
Lynwe stepped forward. “It will allow me to see what imprint he is leaving on you Selene.” Lynwe spoke. “If we know… then we can use it against him.”

“Yes.” Aihola echoed.
“How… how can you stop him from turning me?” Selene asked. “I don’t want to be like them? I don’t want to be a vampire.”

“Lynwe would have to bite you before Graham sees you again.” Aihola spoke. “We have discovered that if… if she takes your blood it will allow the two of you to share a telepathic link of sorts. She will know what Graham is doing… and she will stop him if he attempts this.”

Selene looked at Lynwe. “I thought… I thought you… all of you had taken vows never to do that. To take blood.”

Lynwe nodded. “We have.” She said. “Some of us have done it to survive, to heal injuries.”
“Have you?” Selene asked.

Lynwe nodded slowly. “Once. It was… it was not a pleasant experience, and one I do not wish to relate.”

“And yet you would do this now?” Selene asked.

“To protect you,” Lynwe spoke after a moment. “Yes.”

“And you would not be far away?” Selene asked.

“I have already arranged to take the empty apartment on your floor.” Lynwe replied. “I will move my belongings there this afternoon if you agree.”

Selene gazed into her amber eyes for a long moment, searching them. She took in the soft dark ebony skin of Lynwe’s neck and cheeks, and the light pink of her lips. She nodded slowly and turned back to Tarifa, “Very well.” She spoke. “I will do this. For all of us.”

Tarifa nodded slowly. “We’ll set things in motion.” She said.

“The other… the other men…” Selene spoke looking at Aihola. “They…” Selene saw Aihola’s eyes go to where Lynwe stood and her blue eyes did as well.

“They will never touch you again. That I promise you.” Lynwe spoke, her voice chilling in its finality, her amber eyes glowing points of intensity.
“Selene… you should go with Lynwe and get a full medical check up before this begins.” Tarifa said. “We need to be able to react to anything that may come up.”

Selene nodded and got to her feet. She and Lynwe moved to the door and exited. The moment the door slid shut Tarifa whirled around and glared at Dekton.

“You will never suggest something like that again!” She snapped viciously.

“Tarifa…” Aihola started.

“No!” Tarifa spoke. “The casual disregard that you place on this is beyond me! Selene is a person, not an enemy. And Martin’s reaction disturbs me even more. He has changed since he has been in Sparta. His hatred and anger was something I have not seen from him. That he would even entertain the mention of killing her without all the facts is something I can not comprehend! Is this how all Spartans are?”

Dekton stared at her with his dark eyes saying nothing. “You do not know as much as you think you do Tarifa.” He spoke finally.

“Then enlighten me oh mighty Spartan!” Tarifa snapped sarcastically.

“Tarifa stop.” Aihola said getting to her feet. 

“I will not stop!” Tarifa snapped again. “I am tired of his refusal to answer simple questions. I’m tired of his brutal attitude towards others. He knows nothing about the Alliance and what they are capable of. He…” Tarifa turned back to look at him, only to find he was directly in front of her now, his dark eyes gone and in their place gleaming orbs of greenish/gold. Long fangs extended from beneath his lips and Tarifa gasped in surprise, backing up until she could not move against the table.

“I am over seven hundred years old Tarifa of the High Elves,” Dekton spoke softly, but his words carried a hardness in them that neither Tarifa nor Aihola had ever heard. “And I know far more of what the Alliance is capable of then you will ever know young she-elf. We have been fighting their kind for more than three thousand years, our people enduring their whips, their chains, their mindless slaughter and raping of our women.” Tarifa’s sapphire eyes grew wide at this. “We were slaves to them once… just as you were, just as many of your people still are. We hate them with every fiber of our existence. We built a city once… a great city called Sparta… the greatest city in Greece. And when it came time for the Alliance as you now call them to harvest our people for slavery our King refused. He took 300 of our finest warriors and their squires to do battle with others who wanted to be free. His name was Leonidas. Our people fought beside humans that day, and every day after. Always keeping our true identities secret, but always responding to the call of freedom from all peoples.” Dekton stepped closer to her now, his face only inches from her wide eyes.
“We have waited for the descendant of Leonidas to come for almost three thousand years. Martin is that descendant, and what you see coming out in him now is his Spartan blood; the blood that burns with a hatred of vampires that you can not begin to fathom. We have three crimes in Sparta that are considered the most heinous of acts; the rape of a woman is at the top of that list. We are hard… yes… and we are brutal… without a doubt. For only we know the true nature of the enemy we fight, and it is that hardness and brutality that has allowed us to survive for millennia. You think you have seen acts of brutality Tarifa… perhaps when my King returns he will show you what resides in his mind, in his thoughts, in the memories of Leonidas. He will discover them… for his blood burns with the line of Leonidas, and the moment he touches the scared ground of Thermopylae he will know. He thinks a great deal of the two of you, and perhaps he will show you the horrors that we have endured throughout time. I guarantee what you have seen up until now will pale in comparison.  
“My suggestion… before you so vehemently told me to be silent… I was going to say take Selene to where Dienekes trains the one hundred. It is remote and unknown and she would be safe there until after we have dealt with Graham.” Dekton took a deep breath and stepped back. “My King asked me to protect you and Aihola. This I will do… and I will do whatever I feel is necessary to keep you safe, no matter how brutal or savage you may think it to be, because he feels as I do… that you are important, and because he asked it of me. But do not stand there in judgment of me or my people and our ways. My twin daughters are older than you by several hundred years and I would not tolerate your insolence from them. I most certainly will not tolerate it from you. You know nothing of my people… of my King’s people, nothing of what we are… what drives us… and until you do I suggest you keep your opinions of them to yourself!”
Dekton stepped back his eyes returning to normal. Tarifa stood there wide eyed, and Aihola stepped up next to her taking her hand. He looked at them for a long moment. “I failed my wolf mate when I tried to protect her.” He said softly, looking at them intently. “And they took her from me. They raped her endlessly for two weeks before they cut her open like an animal. I will not allow them to take the two of you from me. And like my King… I will utterly destroy any who try.”
Dekton moved quickly to the door of the conference room and waited until it slid open before turning back. “Tarifa…?” He waited until she had turned to look at him. “I am not what you call a Genome. And neither is my King. We are something far more wondrous, and perhaps one day you will come to see that, when you stop fearing the unknown.”
Dekton turned and walked out of the room.

Tarifa turned to look at Aihola. “Nya Istel… what just happened?” She asked softly. “What did he mean? If he and Martin are not Genomes what are they?”

Aihola took her hands and brought them to her lips kissing her knuckles gently. “I should have told you before… Martin asked me not to. But you need to know now.”

“Martin asked you to not tell me what?” Tarifa spoke. “What do you mean?”

“Martin… Dekton… Danny… Julie… all those we thought were Genomes?” Aihola shook her head. “They aren’t.”

“Then what are they?”

Aihola met her sapphire eyes. “Tarifa they are Werewolves.”

SPARTA


Martin stood on the patio of the villa looking up into the sky, the mug of coffee in his hand. He wore only a loose fitting pair of black pants, the moon casting a white glow across the ground.


…fear that I am becoming too attached sire.

Martin sipped his coffee. How is that Dekton?


I… I am beginning to have feelings for them, both of them. There is not one without the other I have come to learn.


And you think that is a bad thing?


I do not wish to lose my edge in protecting them.


I would think that would make you more focused my friend. And you proved it today in the attack against them. Martin said turning to look at Aricia, Anja and Dysea in the sitting room. All of them were naked, the sheets doing little to cover their flawless skin. Dysea’s back was up against one of the couches, Aricia sitting between her legs as Dysea brushed out her hair with gentle strokes of the comb. Anja was stretched out on her back with her head resting on Aricia’s thigh. She and Aricia held data pads and were reading out items that all three of them were answering.


How do you do it sire? With the Queens?


You make sure they are as prepared as you can make them, and you trust in their skill and what you have taught them. Martin answered. And you have faith in the gods.


Sire…


I will not replace you Dekton. They have come to trust you, and the feelings that you have for them will make you stronger. I believe Aihola will tell Tarifa what we are now, after what you told them. She has always been headstrong and impudent according to her mother. That is part of why she is such a strong leader. Aihola as well, perhaps even more so. 

Do I fight the feelings Milord? Even with… even knowing that Aihola is half vampire… I still want to crush her in my embrace and possess her. I want to taste her. Taste them both. Does that make me weak?

You are far older than me Dekton. All I can tell you is to follow your heart. We may be Spartans, but we are also men. We fight battles with our heads first, our hearts second. In matters such as your feelings I believe it is better to fight with your heart first and your head second. Martin told him. It is rare that your heart will lead you astray.


You and Tarifa…


What Tarifa and I shared was brief and intense… but I believe part of both of us always knew we were not meant for each other. Martin spoke. The more time I spent with Dysea the more I realized that. Once Anja came into our lives I knew it… and when Aricia… well let’s just say it is not possible for me to feel for another the way I feel for my Queens. The four of us were destined to be together, and now that we are… nothing will sever that tie. Not even death.


You speak more and more like a true Spartan every day sire.

Martin chuckled. The more time I spend here, the more I grow to love it.


You will need to go to Thermopylae soon sire. Dekton said.

Yes I know. And to be honest… even knowing what I know happened there… I long to go. Martin replied.


Dienekes reports the training is coming along quite well. Dekton spoke. They will be ready when you return.


And the situation with Graham?


I believe the plan is a good one and will succeed. The Drow Lynwe… she is a powerful and skilled warrior, and she has developed feelings for Selene. I do not hesitate to believe that if she detects any danger to Selene she will step in and slaughter Graham in a second. Delton answered.


Graham’s appearance in Eden made me wonder and I will talk with Andreus about it further, but is it possible they have spies within Sparta as well?


Dekton paused for a long moment. As much as it galls me to say, militarily speaking I would have to say yes.


Which means that they would need help to remain hidden within Sparta? Martin spoke.


If they are Vampires, even ones that are equipped with this masking chip Aihola has, then yes they would need assistance. And that would mean that there are traitors among the citizens of Sparta.

Martin nodded to himself. I’ll speak with Andreus about it. I’m sending some messages via the transmitter in the morning. See to it that they are distributed to the people they are intended for. We’ll continue to communicate weekly via the transmitter, but tell no one I can touch your mind from this distance. That is not something that needs to be bandied about. The distance is too great for me to maintain the connection for long without one of the Queens included. Use this telepathic connection only for emergencies or if the communication needs to be compartmentalized. 

Understood sire. How did you…


I sensed your doubt and reached out. Martin answered his question. It’s not something I can normally do, but it was clear and strong and I was able to connect to it. Now that we have the address of the link so to speak, it will remain with both of us. I must go now my friend. Be strong.

And you sire.


Martin downed the remaining coffee in his mug in one gulp and headed for the kitchen to get more.


Andreus moved to the front gate of the villa at a slow trot, responding to the call from his fellow Royal Guard. He slowed to a walk as he approached, seeing the four Spartans standing by the gate, the shorter figure in front of them, wrapped in a full cloak and cowl. There were several leather bags on the ground at the figures feet.

“What is going on?” He demanded. 


“Captain this woman demands to speak with your sister.” The senior Spartan spoke. “We have told her that they are not to be disturbed, but she refuses to go. She finally demanded to speak with you.”


Andreus stepped closer to the woman, something about her familiar. His eyes narrowed and he stopped in front of her, his nose catching the faint, almost indiscernible smell of sandalwood being masked by the heavy scent of pine that had been applied to the cloak. He cocked his head to the side. “Show yourself mother.” He spoke softly.

The woman reached up slowly and drew back her cowl to reveal the older features he knew so well. She could not hide her scent from her children, even with the masking she attempted. Andreus’s mother Dasha had the same azure blue eyes as her daughter and raven black hair. Her skin was tanned and even at almost fourteen hundred years old she was still beautiful, appearing to be only in her mid forties.


“Why have you come here mother?” He asked quickly.


“I wish to see my daughter.” Dasha spoke.


“For what purpose? Father already denounces her to everyone who will listen, just as he denounced our brother.” Andreus spoke with some anger in his voice. “Do you wish to do more still?”

“I have left your father Andreus.” She spoke softly, drawing surprised looks from the four Spartans gathered around them. “I did not agree with your father then and I remained silent. I do not agree with him now. When he decided it was appropriate to barter away our daughter to that pig Midlan in the slim chance he could return the honor of our family through a child, I could not tolerate it anymore. I will not lose anymore of my children due to his sense of pride and honor.”


Andreus stared at his mother for a long moment before turning to the senior Spartan. “Take her bags to the guest villa. Put her in the room that connects to the main house.”

The Spartan nodded, “As you order Captain.” He replied reaching down to pick up the three pieces of luggage. 

Andreus turned to the Spartan Royal Guard that remained. “My mother is a Tier Five telepath. Have psychic deadeners placed around her quarters so that she is not detected from outside. Connect them to the main grid on the villa. Put scent masking pads at hundred meter intervals around the guest villa as well. The strongest we have. My father will come here looking for her eventually. And if anyone asks she did not come here. She has never been here.”


“Understood Captain,” The man answered.


Andreus looked at her. “Come… before you are seen.” He took her arm gently and began leading her to the main villa.

Dasha looked at her son, her eyes confused. “Andreus… I know those… I know those Centurions. Two of them are senior to you. How is it that they call you Captain?”

“It is a long story mother. Aricia can relate it to you when you see her.” Andreus said.


“So she is here?” Dasha spoke.


Andreus nodded. “Yes she is here.”


“And the rogue Alpha who has claimed her? He is here as well?”


Andreus stopped and looked at her, his eyes flint hard and unreadable. “He is no rogue as father would have you believe!” Andreus hissed. “And if you refer to him in such a way again mother I will escort you off this property and you will never see us again.”


“Andreus… you…” Dasha spoke worry and pain clearly on her face.


Dasha remained silent as they approached the villa. Her eyes took in the giant psychic deadeners that surrounded the building every twenty meters. They were meant to keep psychic intrusion out, and the number set up and active told her that whoever was inside this villa with her daughter liked their privacy.


Andreus went to the front door and keyed in a seven digit number onto the pad. Dasha heard a loud click and panel slid out further to expose a single button which Andreus pushed. The door slid open within ten seconds and Helen stood there.

“Helen are they awake?” He asked.


Helen nodded wiping her hands on the thick towel she held. “Of course, they are in the sitting room. Martin is in the kitchen with me waiting for the sweet cakes to come out of the oven so he can take them some. Who is this?”


“Helen this is my mother.” Andreus spoke.


Dasha saw the women’s eyes narrow slightly as she bowed her head in greeting. “Good evening to you Lady.” She spoke.


Helen looked at Andreus quickly, “Breakfast?” She asked.


Andreus nodded. “At least for tomorrow.” He replied. “Anything further will have to be decided by Martin and the others.” He smiled. “The stew was superb Helen, thank you.”


Helen smiled. “Don’t thank me, Martin and Dysea made it. They brought it to the workers villa with them and we had wine and bread with everyone there. You should have come.”


“Perhaps next time,” Andreus told her.


Helen nodded. “Go in… they are finished with their studies and are just lounging around now.”

Andreus nodded and gently urged his mother forward down the long corridor. Dasha had never been inside the villa and was amazed at the simple comfort that adorned the interior. She thought it would be filled with lavish furniture at every turn. Andreus saw her look and smiled. “They redecorated when they arrived.” He spoke seeing her question. “The furniture that was here they donated to the orphanage in Athens.”


Dasha heard female laughter and then she saw them as Andreus led her into what appeared to be a sitting room. There was no furniture in the center of the room, just half a dozen soft thick animal rugs. There were two couches on either side of the rugs, end table by each. The center of the large open space on the rugs was filled by at least a dozen pillows of varying size. She saw her daughter sitting on the floor wrapped in a sheet with two other women. One was a she elf with long shimmering platinum blond hair tucked neatly behind her elegantly curved elf ears. The other was a human female with stunning Persian red hair and incredible jade green eyes. She inhaled sharply and the female elf turned and Dasha saw the amazing emerald green eyes focus on her. Aricia had turned her head, her azure blue eyes going wide at the sight of her mother.


“Mother!” Aricia exclaimed as she got to her feet. She glanced at her brother quickly. “Explain yourself brother!” She snapped, surprising Dasha with the tone of command in her daughter’s voice.

“She came to the front gate Aricia.” Andreus replied. “I could not send her away.”


Aricia pulled the sheet tighter around her body securing it by tucking one corner tightly inside the portion that wrapped around her breasts. She moved closer to where her mother stood, “Mother why have you come here?” Aricia asked, “To plead with me to return home? Did father send you? I’m not leaving mother. Tell father he can…”


“I have left your father Aricia.” Dasha spoke tears starting to come to her eyes. “I could not bear to lose another of my children to his pride.” The walls of her control came tumbling down now and Dasha sank to her knees, the tears flowing freely.


Aricia reached her first, Anja second and they took her arms and pulled her back up. Dysea looked at Andreus and smiled. “Thank you Andreus, I think we’ll handle it from here.”


Andreus nodded relief on his face. Kmyla continued to tell him lovingly that he was lost when it came to females, and she would improve that in him or die trying. He didn’t know if he was improving his understanding of females, but his mate seemed to think so in their bed.


Aricia and Anja moved Dasha to one of the couches where Dysea poured her a glass of wine. She returned to the couch while Aricia knelt in front of her. Dysea sat on Dasha’s opposite side and held it out. Dasha shook her head slowly and Dysea smiled. “I have found that a glass of Spartan wine tends to relax more than intoxicate.” She spoke, her voice soothing in its embrace.


Dasha looked at her smiling emerald eyes and then took the glass, sipping from it gratefully. She looked at her daughter kneeling in front of her. “I couldn’t take it anymore.” She spoke softly. “He was always ranting about you. How you betrayed us when you allowed another Alpha to claim you. Midlan was infuriated… he came to our home tonight threatening to pass the word among the city that you were nothing but a common street woman if your father did not force you to renounce this Alpha and return to him. He offered to your father that he would allow you to beg him for forgiveness and that perhaps he might take you as his mate if you pleased him. I couldn’t stand anymore when your father did nothing but agree and say he would see to it. I lost… I lost your brother because I did nothing. I don’t want to lose you child.”

Aricia reached up and took her hands, small tears rolling down her cheeks. “What you did was very brave mother.” She said softly.


“I did not know where to come.” Dasha spoke. “I did not want to involve Dymas and…”


“You can stay here.” Anja spoke without hesitating. “Andreus has already brought your bags to the guest villa. You can remain here as long as you want.”

Dasha looked at her, and then shifted her eyes to Dysea. She felt Aricia squeeze her hands and she looked back to her daughter.


“Mother… this is Anja and Dysea.” Aricia spoke softly. “They are my friends and my lovers.”


“So it is true?” Dasha asked. “Word has spread that this Alpha had three mates, and you were among them; that you… that you shared more than just his attentions.”


Aricia smiled. “Yes we do.” She said confidently and without a hint of shame. “And outside of Martin’s arms it is the most glorious thing I can describe to you.”


Dasha reached out with her mind to try and touch her daughter and her eyes furrowed when she encounter a seamless black wall more powerful than any shield she had ever encountered. Her eyes grew a little wider at this and she looked at a smiling Aricia. “I… I…”

She stammered.


“No mother.” Aricia said. “We do not invade the minds of others without permission. I am not your little girl anymore, and I will no longer allow that to occur. I have my own life now, with Anja and Dysea and a man who loves all three of us intensely.”

“You… you have never been able to block me Aricia.” Dasha gasped. “You are too young for your telepathic powers to have advanced to such a degree.”


Aricia looked at Dysea and saw her nod. “The deadeners are at full power.” She said. “We can show her if you wish Little Wolf.”


Aricia nodded. “I want her to see the depth of our love Dysea.” She said softly, “Anja?”


Anja nodded. “She is your mother, and she has a right to know regardless of what Theron says.”


Aricia looked at her mother. “Lower your shields mother.” She told her. “All of them. Our auras are quite overwhelming and I don’t want to overload your senses.”


“Child… I am a Tier Five telepath.” Dasha said. “You can not…”


Aricia, Anja and Dysea lowered their psychic shields at the same time. The affect was instantaneous and predictable. Dasha flinched as if she had been slapped hard, and her hands tightened around Aricia’s fingers almost painfully as she was swept up in the flow of their auras. They pulsed with a power Dasha had never tasted before, thousands of colors and sounds sweeping her along the current. The scents of honey, wildflowers and lavender blended with the overpowering scent of mint. Three separate auras mingled as one with a fourth, in a way Dasha had never heard described before. The three auras were vibrant and glowing, all of them laced with that single fourth aura; an aura that beat with the contained power of a dormant volcano waiting to erupt. They intertwined as one, always swirling around each other, always touching, caressing each other.

Dasha looked at her daughter wide eyed now, her hands quivering as Aricia held them. “By… by the gods!” She gasped.


“You see mother.” Aricia spoke softly. “Why would I want to go back when I have this?”


“The… this male…”


Anja smiled gently. “Martin is still shielding.” She spoke.


Dasha looked at her shocked. “Still… still shielding? How… how is that possible?”


Aricia turned her head slightly as she felt the vibration of the door to the kitchen open. She smiled brightly. “This is… this is my mother Martin.” She spoke. “It is safe to come out my love. She won’t hurt you.” Her voice held an amused tone to it.


Dasha looked up as Martin came out of the kitchen and moved around the corner. He carried a small bowel in his hand filled with warm sweetcakes. Dasha’s eyes grew even wider as she saw him. Easily over six feet tall and two hundred pounds, with rippled muscles that appeared sculpted by a god. Shoulder length black hair and pulsing dark brown eyes. She watched as he came over to the couch, and gasped when he leaned close to inhale her scent. His presence was intimidating and reeked of barely controlled power. He leaned back slowly and squatted down next to Aricia in front of her.


“Nauta Melme… lower your shields.” Dysea spoke softly. “Little Wolf’s mother has a right to know who you are.”

Martin set the bowl on the floor and looked at Dasha for a long moment saying nothing. Aricia took his hand in hers and Dasha watched his head turn to look at her. “Please my love.” Aricia spoke. “I want her to see who you are.”


Martin turned back to look at Dasha and allowed his psychic shields to drop completely. Dasha’s hands went to her mouth in astonishment as she felt the wave of his aura course through her. Dasha was well aware of the duties of her brother Dymas, and also the connection that her family had to the Line of King Leonidas. She had wondered why her father and mother would throw a celebration feast for her deceased brother three days after his body was returned to Sparta. Her anger with them had made her not go to the gathering, though she had heard about it through others. His aura pulsed not with the power of a dormant volcano, his aura was a volcano, an erupting volcano, and at the moment he was projecting curious interest in her, and a shameless love for her daughter and the two other women in the room.

“Mother… this is Martin.” Aricia said softly. “He is… he is the direct descendant of King Leonidas. He is… he is the King of Sparta mother.”


Dasha’s eyes filled with tears, unbelieving, yet feeling it right in front of her. She reached out tentatively, her fingers stretching to touch his face. His skin was warm to her touch, and Martin reached up to pull her hand closer, stretching her palm across his cheek. Dasha gasped softly once more, “My… my King.” She choked out the words.


Martin pulled her hand down and kissed the back of her knuckles softly. “I have to thank you.” He spoke, his words gentle and warm.


“Thank… thank me?” Dasha asked confused.


Martin nodded and turned to look at Aricia. “Thank you for giving life to this incredibly beautiful woman who has claimed my heart. Our hearts.”


Aricia blushed deeply as he leaned over and nuzzled her neck. Martin tempered his aura as he did this, allowing just his love and devotion to her to flow while blocking the desire and want that was always there. Aricia eyes closed in joy as he did this and she leaned into him with a contented sigh.

Dasha saw Aricia’s reaction to him; she could smell his mint scent all over her daughter, and her lavender scent pulsing through him, as well as the honey and wildflower scents of the women next to her on the couch. His aura engulfed them as well as her daughter, and she saw the flush of their skin and the smiles of love in their eyes as they looked at him. She had heard Dymas speak many times of the aura of Leonidas, how it could sweep you away and carry you with it to places untold. How its power could make you tremble or weep, yet embrace you with compassion and love. Looking at this young man as Aricia rested her head on his broad shoulder and Dasha realized she found herself in limited company at the moment. The company that knew this young man would be a King.

And much sooner than any of them expected.


Martin smiled and lifted the bowl of sweetcakes as he clamped his shields back in place, followed by Aricia and the other two women. “Would you like a sweetcake?” He asked taking one in his hand and biting into it. “Helen makes the most incredible sweetcakes.”


“I do!” Anja spoke as she reached for the bowel.


“You will not hog them this time Nauta Melme!” Dysea exclaimed, dropping from the couch and taking a sweetcake in each hand, as Aricia did the same.

“I didn’t hog them last time.” He spoke leaning over to nuzzle Dysea.

“We had to chase you around the villa to get you to give them up Martin.” Aricia spoke knowingly as she bit into one.


“I…”


Anja leaned over his shoulder and kissed him, silencing his words. She pulled back still chewing the sweetcake in her mouth. “Don’t try to defend your actions simply because we have guests.” She told him. 


Dasha couldn’t help but laugh at their antics, all her doubts and fears vanishing in those few minutes. She had done the right thing, leaving Xenos. Now… seeing her daughter so happy, so in love, and seeing that love returned ten fold, Dasha knew she had done the right thing.

