CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
EDEN

The physician came back into the small examining room, the solid door closing behind her. She held the small data pad in her hand and looked at Selene with a gentle smile.

“Minister Torcrum… you are the picture of health.” She spoke with confidence. “All your vitals are well within normal, no remarkable chemical imbalances though I do recommend not drinking as much caffeine. Your red blood cell count is a little low, but not alarmingly so. Surprisingly… your elf genes and not your human genes seem to be the most dominant of the pair. May I ask how you got the bruises and the bite marks?”


Lynwe was standing next to the bed and looked at the doctor. Selene opened her mouth to answer honestly but Lynwe reached out and squeezed her hand. “I am a Drow doctor; there are… sometimes I become overly excited during moments of passion.” Lynwe replied.


The doctor looked at her for a moment and smiled. “Oh… I see. Well I would give her a few days to rest then. You do realize that I will have to put that in her official medical file, as well as yours Lynwe. It might… it might raise some eyebrows later, with the protocols that Anja put in place.”


Lynwe nodded. “Yes… I’m aware of that.” She replied confidently. “I’m not concerned.”


Selene looked at Lynwe in surprise, feeling her clutch her hand, but she looked at the doctor. “Neither am I.” She spoke firmly. “Our… our sex life is our business and I believe Tarifa and Anja will agree.”


The doctor nodded. “I doubt you’ll get any arguments, but I just needed to let you know.” She slid the data pad back into the dark blue lab coat she wore. “You can get dressed. I’ve already processed your discharge. Stay healthy Minister.”

Selene waited until the doctor had left and she sat up completely. “Why did you do that?” She asked.


Lynwe looked at her, meeting her soft blue eyes. “You would have told her the truth, and that is not something that anyone needs to know, ever.”


Selene slipped the hospital gown off her shoulders, exposing her full breasts to Lynwe’s gaze, only to see her turn away quickly, “Lynwe… why are you doing this?” Selene asked as she pulled on her shirt and then stepped onto the cold floor to pull on her pants.


Lynwe turned back as Selene pulled the khaki pants up over her slender but very curvy hips. She looked into her steel blue eyes, swimming with color and questions. “I told you.” She spoke softly. “I have been where you are now Selene. Only I was the one inflicting the pain upon another. Not physical pain, emotional pain, which is even worse. I do not wish to see you experience that.”

“Why?” Selene asked.


Lynwe shook her head. “We should go. You need to go home, eat a decent meal and then rest.” She said. “We can meet with Tarifa and Aihola tomorrow before the normal meetings.” She went to the door as Selene finished pulling on her boots.


It was an unusual day for Selene to say the least. She watched Lynwe in the hover car as the driver cut through the streets with skill. She was easily six feet tall, and perhaps a hundred and forty to a hundred and fifty pounds, but there was not an ounce of fat on her. Though she was incredibly muscular, this in no way detracted from the femininity that washed from her. Her white hair was well past her shoulders, and silky soft as it shimmered in the sunlight. Her dark skin, almost obsidian in color, was smooth and flawless. Her lips were pinkish in color, but full and shiny. It was her amber colored eyes that fascinated Selene the most. They were more reddish amber than orange with flecks of even darker red in the centers, as were all Drow elves. They were deep unreadable eyes, but eyes that caused Selene’s stomach to tighten whenever they fell upon her, even for the briefest of moments. 

Lynwe escorted her into her apartment, and without any words immediately went to the small refrigerator, pulling out the meager items within, which consisted of several fresh pieces of pineapple fruit, a smallish venison steak and leftover roasted potatoes. Within minutes her apartment smelled wonderful due to some spices and the smell of steak cooking. The smell alone got Selene’s stomach to growling. Lynwe set down in front of her a steak that was marinated in the juices of the pineapples, and the potatoes reheated and fried with additional spices. It was delicious, and her hunger now claimed all of her attention as Selene began to eat. Lynwe left her alone to quench her hunger, going to the bathroom and running a steaming hot bath, adding a mixture of scents from the collection Selene kept in the small cabinet. 

When she had finished eating Lynwe simply took her hand and led her into the bathroom, where she slowly undressed her and had her get into the bath. It took her several minutes to fully settle into the water as she was not used to such a hot tub, but Lynwe was patient and simply waited until she had adjusted to the water temperature. As she leaned back against the edge of the tub Lynwe began washing her long auburn red hair, her powerful fingers massaging her scalp, and stroking her neck and shoulders with gentle caresses combined with applying pressure to her muscles. It was the most relaxing and erotic thing Selene had ever experienced before, and realizing it was a woman doing these things to her made it all the more tantalizing. 


When the water became cooler, Lynwe helped her out of the tub, dried her off completely with efficient and non-sexual brushes of the towel and led her into the bedroom. The sheets and quilt were drawn back already and Lynwe ushered her into the bed, pulling the sheets and quilt over her and tucking her in protectively. Lynwe stroked her forehead as she squatted next to the bed, gazing into her sleepy eyes.


“You will sleep as long as you like.” Lynwe spoke softly. “I will wake you early enough to eat breakfast and bathe before we leave for your first meeting in the morning.”


“Lynwe… one… one of the…” Selene started to speak.


Lynwe shook her head and placed a finger to her lips. “You will sleep Selene. You will no longer endure those men, on that you have my word.”


“And… and Graham?”


“We have three days before he comes here again. I will support you regardless if you decide between now and then you can not go through with this.” Lynwe spoke. “Now sleep. Rest is what you need most of all. I’ll worry about the other things.”

The delicious meal and the bath had been like a soothing balm to her and Selene only nodded her head slowly as sleep took her into its embrace.


“Rest my love.” Lynwe whispered softly so that only the wind heard her words.


Tedonis walked up to Selene’s door looking forward to abusing his whore half elf. He looked forward to these nights, being able to fuck a Minister of the new government. She was such a slut too, allowing him to do what he wished to her. Her tight body was amazing if a little on the thin side. The only thing that would have made it better was if she responded to him or made some noise like she was enjoying it, as she usually just laid there in silence. It didn’t matter to him either way as long as he got off the usual three or four times.

He lifted his hand to ring the chime and looked up in surprise when the door slid open. His eyes grew even wider when he realized it was not Selene in the doorway as usual, but a Drow female with murder in her amber colored eyes.


Tedonis opened his mouth to speak but Lynwe didn’t give him the chance. Her strong hand clamped around his throat like an iron vise and she stepped into the hallway, slamming him none to kindly against the opposite wall of the corridor while he clutched at her hand in a vain attempt to dislodge her grip.


“What… what the fuck!” He managed to gasp out the words. 


Lynwe pinned him to the wall and stepped close to him, looking down at his five foot eight height. “Do not speak!” Lynwe hissed at him, her eyes alive in anger.


“Where’s Selene? Put me down! I…” Tedonis’s eyes went wide when the High Elf R4 Hybrid knife appeared in Lynwe’s other hand.


“You will listen to me carefully.” Lynwe growled. “You will not come here again you pathetic little man. You will not see Selene again. As of this moment she is untouchable to you! I know who you are Tedonis, and I know who the other two pigs are that abuse her. I also know you meet with the other two scum sucking cocks every morning. Do you compare notes Tedonis? Do you tell each other what you have done to her, you vile excuse for a male.” Lynwe pressed one razor’s edge of the double bladed R4 to Tedonis’s throat ceasing his struggles. “Hear me well Tedonis. She is mine now, and no one else will have her. If I so much as see you within a half mile of her person I will find you, and you will regret it. Tell your friends Tedonis. Word of this will not be spoken of again. You and they will not attempt to besmirch her reputation in public with your lies and untruths. She is like a blossoming flower to me, and we Drow love our flowers. I have ears everywhere, and if this occurs Tedonis, I will find you and I will serve you your tiny little cock in pieces, layered in the shit from a Grizz beast. And then I will find your friends and do the same to them.” Lynwe leaned close to him, her amber eyes glittering in the light. “And do not think our King will care, for I know him far better than you, and he has less use for your kind than I do, and he is far less forgiving. And if you think Tarifa or Aihola will care that I threaten you, I urge you to go to them. I shared their bed for months, and who do you think they will believe? Mark my words little man, and tell your friends, Selene is mine now and no man’s touch will ever taint her flesh again while I live.”


Lynwe released her grip on his throat and stepped back, watching him drop to the floor of the corridor. “Be gone Tedonis, before I lose what little control I have on my temper, and gut you where you stand. And remember well my words to you this night.”

Lynwe watched him scramble to his feet and race for the elevator, banging on the button until the door opened and he stepped into it. Lynwe smiled at him as the door slid closed. Her head snapped around at the sound of clapping, and Lynwe saw that almost a dozen men and women, human and elf stood in the corridor in various states of dress, clapping their hands at what she had just done. Lynwe looked at the nearest human female, an older woman who appeared to be in her sixties, as she stepped up to her. Her nightdress was old and her robe tattered, but she walked right up to Lynwe with no fear.

“That was the best bloody show I’ve seen in decades dear! All of us adore Selene, and we were becoming worried about her.” She exclaimed touching Lynwe’s face with a brilliant smile. “If you and Selene need anything, anything at all, you come to me.”


Lynwe fidgeted in embarrassment. “I… I have taken the vacant apartment on this floor.” She said softly. “Perhaps… perhaps I could meet everyone at a later time.”

The older woman smiled. “It is late, though I have to say, getting woken up for this was the best time I’ve had in years. Go… go back to her Lynwe of the Drow. I am Naomi and we can speak more another time.”


Lynwe nodded, unaccustomed to the almost casual acceptance she now garnered from everyone. Her eyes focused on the woman. “How… how do you know my name?”


The old woman smiled gently. “There are few who do not know the name of one of our new King’s Generals.” Naomi said.


Lynwe let out a small laugh. “General?” She gasped. “I am no General.”


“No? Perhaps you should read the Eden Courier child. That information has been public knowledge for weeks now. Two Drow hold the rank of General in Eden’s military, and only one is in this building at this moment protecting what she loves.” Naomi said.


Lynwe’s eyes were wide as she stepped back into the door of Selene’s apartment. She looked at her once more. “Thank you.”


The old woman smiled and moved back into her apartment as Selene’s door closed. Lynwe moved quickly to the door into the bedroom and saw that Selene had not moved from the bed. She nodded and closed the door, moving into the living room and settling onto the couch once more.

Lynwe didn’t see Selene’s eyes open after she had left, and she didn’t see the small smile that split Selene’s face before sleep claimed her again.


“Why Nya Istel?” Tarifa asked as Aihola placed the tea in front of her. They had left the Command Center and returned to their home, Tarifa still in stunned shock over what Dekton and Aihola had told her. “Why would he not tell me?”

Aihola sat down next to her on the couch. “In his defense my love, he did not fully grasp who and what he was until just before the attacks on Mountain City.”


“Yet he told you.” Tarifa spoke looking at her.


She shook her head. “He discovered I was half vampire Tarifa.” Aihola spoke softly remembering that day vividly. “I was at his mercy, kneeling before him. He was in wolf form my love, half my height at his shoulders. He could have shredded me with his teeth in seconds and I would have been helpless to stop him. I remembered that much from the vampire schools. He is a Pureblood Spartan, the direct descendant of the Spartan King Leonidas. Every vampire, no matter their age is taught he is the most powerful and the most feared. No vampire less than a thousand years of age could hope to stand against him alone. Who was I?”


“You knew?” Tarifa asked.


“I suspected. The moment the Holy One mentioned where the DNA for the Elf High King came from I suspected. I noticed little things after that, but it wasn’t until I kneeled before him, at his mercy that I knew who he truly was.”


“But… the stories as children… Werewolves were evil… monsters… blood thirsty creatures.” Tarifa spoke.

Aihola looked at her. “Was he a blood thirsty monster when you were in his arms my love?” Aihola asked. “I think not. The stories and myths of our childhood are wrong Tarifa, they have always been wrong.”


“This… this is so much to take in Nya Istel.” Tarifa spoke, “So unbelievable.”


“Do you love me Tarifa?” Aihola asked.


Tarifa met her gaze. “What kind of question is that Nya Istel? Of course I love you… with all that I am.”


“I fed on your blood my love. It healed wounds that would have killed a normal elf, but I still live and breathe because of your blood.” Aihola told her. “You saw it yourself, yet you didn’t question it. You have known for months what I was, yet you didn’t question it. Why is this so hard to believe?”


“I don’t know.” Tarifa said softly.


“Do you still love him?” Aihola asked.


Tarifa looked at her. “Aihola… please. The moment you came into my life I think Martin and I both knew what we shared was not destined to be. I had you… and Dysea filled his days. When Anja came into their circle, they both loved her. That was so obvious a child could see it. I have never needed more than you Aihola. Our times with Lynwe were very pleasurable, but she knew coming between us was impossible. And now I think she has found what she has always sought in Selene.”


Aihola nodded. “Time will tell… but on that I think you are correct.” She leaned back onto the couch pulling Tarifa into her arms. Tarifa laid her head on Aihola’s breasts and smiled as her arms pulled her tight.


“Dekton is just such an insufferable ass.” Tarifa snapped. “He teaches us about our telepathic link, guides us in its use, but he won’t share anything of himself with us. He blindly follows Martin’s orders to protect us… and that bothers me.”


“Why?” Aihola asked softly as she stroked Tarifa’s raven colored mane of hair.


“Nya Istel… I feel like such a fool for saying that to him today.” Tarifa spoke. “He is twice our age… he has daughters! He has been fighting these… these vampires longer than we have even existed. He was sent here to protect Martin, and then he is left here to protect us. He must hate us for that.”

Aihola nodded slowly, “Perhaps.” She said softly. “I was able to discover some writings on the Spartans, who they are, who they were. Admiral Wallace gave them to me, for he is a Spartan as well.”


Tarifa looked at her. “I would like to read them.” She said quickly. “If nothing else, to try and better understand what Dekton does. How he thinks.”


“They are on the table in the sitting room.” She spoke. “But I have a question for you.”


“What?”


“Do you feel these things, anger and confusion at Martin; at Dekton… do you feel this because you are developing feelings for him?” Aihola asked, “For Dekton?”


Tarifa did not answer right away, knowing that Aihola and she were connected in a way that made lying to each other near impossible. As she stared into Aihola’s amber eyes she saw her smile gently.


“You do as well?” She gasped.


Aihola smiled and nodded her head. “We are connected you and I my love. In a way no one can take from us. I feel your emotions, you feel mine. You know what I say is true. You find him just as delicious as I do. He is the finest specimen of a man I have ever seen, outside of our King. To be honest… he is the first man I have looked at in such a way in more years than I can remember. Tell me… what does he smell like?”

Tarifa smiled wistfully. “Like warm leather.” She replied. “Today… at that moment it was very pungent too.”


“Will you share that with me the next time?” Aihola asked.

“Nya Istel I will share anything with you.” She spoke rising up from Aihola’s chest just enough to lean forward and kiss her softly. She nuzzled her nose. “You know that.”


“We are children to him when it comes to telepathy.” Aihola spoke.


“What we felt today from him,” Tarifa spoke. “He is using his superior telepathic skill to block his emotions from us. What he feels about us.”


Aihola nodded. “That is what I suspect as well.” She said. “Though I hardly think we did anything today but make him question whatever he may have felt for us. You angered him, and I’m half of what he despises the most.”


Tarifa met her eyes for a long moment. “Nya Istel… when you… when you took my blood. What did it taste like?”


Aihola looked at her, her brow furrowing slightly. “Why?”


“I felt the most incredible pleasure surge through me.” Tarifa said. “It was like a fire racing through my veins, but it was blissful feeling not painful. If… if not for the moment… I would have…”


“I tasted the sweetest nectar that has ever passed my lips, excluding your passion.” Aihola replied stopping her words as she felt a slow burning ignite within her center. She shook her head. “It was not like I remembered it… the other times it tasted foul, like burnt copper and dead flesh. Your blood though, it was warm and sweet beyond measure.”


“Would you bite me again?” Tarifa asked.

Aihola looked at her wide eyed, “Tarifa why?”


“Don’t be angry Mistress.” Tarifa said slipping into her slave mode to Aihola. “It was very pleasurable, and I would let you do it again if you wished. If it was… if it was pleasurable for you as well.”


Aihola smiled seductively. “I think you need to reaffirm your place slave.” She spoke, her fingers entwining in Tarifa’s black mane. She pulled her head up and covered Tarifa’s lips with her own, kissing her hard, plunging her tongue into between Tarifa’s lips, demanding and dominating. Tarifa moaned against the kiss and felt her body ignite with familiar sensations.

After a moment Aihola pulled her head back. “Strip for me slave.” She ordered.


Tarifa smiled brightly and got slowly to her feet, her movements seductive. Her hands danced across her chest as she unbuttoned the shirt, slowly drawing the folds apart exposing her firm breasts and now rock hard nipples. She had long since stopped wearing undergarments, for her Mistress found them cumbersome and wore none herself. She turned away slightly and bent over alluringly as she slid the pants over her hips slowly, exposing first the perfect cheeks of her ass and then her satiny thighs. The lips of her labia were by now full and pouty with arousal and excitement, the gap between her thighs moist with juices.

Aihola stood up and pulled Tarifa to her fiercely, her strong hands grasping those beautiful cheeks as she once more kissed Tarifa, plundering and taking what she so wanted. She pulled away after a moment, her lips just brushing Tarifa’s ear.


“Undress me slave.” She gasped softly.


Tarifa needed no further encouragement and set about her task quickly and efficiently, practically tearing off Aihola’s shirt, her lips descending to one of her dark nipples while her hands yanked at her tight pants. Aihola gasped in pleasure, holding Tarifa’s head while she felt her push her pants to her ankles and grip her dark caramel colored ass in her hands. Tarifa’s lips and tongue trailed across her eraser hard nipple, to lick sensuously the deep cleft between her breasts and up her throat and neck. Aihola felt her knees buckle slightly. It had been some time since they had been as aroused as they were, the duties of their offices having consumed most of their days and even some of their nights. They were content to simply fall into each others arms and let sleep claim them as tired as they had been the last few weeks. Now however, Aihola could feel the need burning through both of them like a tidal wave. Perhaps it was their brush with death, perhaps it was the shared knowledge that they both found Dekton to be extremely desirable, or perhaps it was Tarifa asking about the pleasure they had received when Aihola suckled her blood. Whatever the reasons may have been Aihola was not going to waste this time with her lover now for anything. It had been too long for them and she was barely able to contain herself as it was. Tarifa she could feel quivering in her hands in desire and need.


“Queelas ussta ssinssrigg, usstan ssrig'luin dos! Inbau pholor l' couch!” Aihola gasped. (Quickly my love I need you. Get on the couch!)

Tarifa reacted instantly, the fire in her burning just as intently. She moved quickly to the couch and stretched out on her back, her bald pussy glistening in the light of their sitting room. In their bed, Aihola was her Mistress and was always on top. At the moment, her need burning so brightly, Aihola wouldn’t have cared if Tarifa had thrown her to the floor and been the dominant one. In a flash she was on top of Tarifa, her engorged and dripping sex descending over Tarifa’s expectant lips. Aihola’s head dipped to the beautiful bald and pierced slit of her lover and without any warning she engulfed Tarifa’s clit within her lips as she lowered her own pulsing pussy on her lover’s lapping tongue.


Tarifa’s eyes flew wide when Aihola’s warm mouth encased her clit and she began to mercilessly flick her tongue back and forth over the unhooded and ever ready bud. The piercing pressed against the most sensitive area of her clit, and as was usually the case when Aihola took her, Tarifa came quickly and came hard. Her hands clasped Aihola’s ass cheeks, her nose driving against her puckered anus as she pulled her down tighter, driving her tongue into Aihola’s tight tunnel as far as she possibly could. She felt Aihola shiver, her thighs clenched and then Aihola’s sweet juices were pouring into her mouth. She felt Aihola’s lips leave her clit in the middle of her orgasm, and she hunched her hips up to have her reclaim what she had left. Her eyes flew open when she felt two pin pricks of pain along the side of her bursting clit and then a fire raced through her belly. An all consuming fire of pleasure as every nerve ending exploded at once, sending her immediately into a soul robbing orgasm unlike anything she had yet experienced. Her thighs clenched together like a vise, securing Aihola’s head within their embrace as her entire body arched off the couch.

Aihola had extended her vampire teeth and in a moment of passion she had never felt, she bit down gently on the side of Tarifa’s spasming pussy. Her teeth sank in a quarter inch and Tarifa’s incredibly sweet blood rushed into her mouth. The moment the blood touched her tongue, Aihola’s body went rigid and her body spasmed. She felt Tarifa’s gorgeous body lift off the couch and the fire ripped through her veins as well, spreading across her belly to her limbs, every sensation tripled in its intensity. As Tarifa screamed out her pleasure into Aihola’s pussy, her tongue lapped at Aihola’s clit and she erupted like a volcano once more, spewing her sweet fluids down Tarifa’s throat with a force neither of them had expected. The convulsion she experienced in this orgasm caused Aihola to drink deeply of Tarifa’s blood, almost gulping the warm delicious nectar down, sending electric jolts of supremely agonizing pleasure ripping through both of them. Their minds mingled telepathically and became one as never before and they swam in the kaleidoscope of colors and forbidden pleasure.


It seemed like forever before Tarifa stopped drinking Aihola’s juices like a parched desert flower, her lips placing soft fluttering kisses over the dark beautiful pussy nestled on her face. The thin white strip of Aihola’s hair above her clit was drenched in her juices and salvia as Tarifa continued to use her tongue to clean every drop she could find. Aihola withdrew her vampire teeth, extending her tongue lovingly and softly licking the two small puncture wounds until they sealed. Her soft pink lips descended to expertly lap up Tarifa’s sweet nectar from the insides of her thighs and her bald pussy. Her eyes opened wide as she regained her senses and realized what she had just done. She sprang from the top of Tarifa’s body and spun around, laying her still heated flesh on top of her lover. Tarifa’s cheeks were saturated with her juices, her sapphire eyes bright and wide, and the smile of wondrous satisfaction evident on her face.


“Ussta ssinssrigg evagna uns'aa, Usstan noamuth usstan!” Aihola gasped, her hands taking Tarifa’s face. (My love forgive me, I lost myself)

Tarifa’s sapphire eyes looked at her with brilliance, her lips breaking into a wide smile, “Oh Mistress… that… that was divine.” Tarifa spoke in a husky voice.

“Ussta Ssinssrigg, I did not intend to bite you. I don’t know what came over me?” Aihola pleaded, worry on her face.


Tarifa lifted her head and kissed her deeply, her hands coming up to wrap around Aihola’s back and pull her tightly to her own flesh. Aihola responded to the kiss, never one to deny herself the taste of Tarifa’s sweet soft lips. The kiss went on for half a minute before they finally parted, out of breath and their lips moist.


“Tarifa I…” Aihola started.


Tarifa placed a finger to her lips. “Please don’t tell me you will never do that again.” She spoke quickly, but with a seductive playfulness. “I will be very angry Mistress.”


“I could have… I could have hurt you my love!” Aihola spoke.


“You did not take enough blood to hurt me Nya Istel. Only enough to give me the most exquisite pleasure I have ever felt in all my life. Did you not feel it.?” Tarifa asked.

Aihola reached up to caress her cheek. “It felt like my very essence was pouring into you.” She said softly. “It was wondrous.”


“Again Mistress… I beg you.” Tarifa pleaded.


Aihola snuggled her face into Tarifa’s throat with a contented smile, hearing her coo in delight. “You need rest slave, or you will not be able to return the pleasure to me.” Aihola rolled to her side, pulling Tarifa’s body tightly to her own. “You must sleep first, then we will discuss this new pleasure we have discovered.”


“Promise?” Tarifa asked like a small child as she pressed her head to Aihola’s breasts.


“I wish to explore it more as well my love, so yes, I promise you.” Aihola told her closing her eyes as she held Tarifa’s head tightly to her chest. “I promise you.”

SPARTA
NEXT MORNING


Martin stepped up next to Andreus on the main patio and handed him the mug of coffee. “She is your mother Andreus.” Martin spoke. “You should talk to her.”


“I will sire.” Andreus replied. “It takes a lot to forget what has happened however. She knows what she did is wrong, but it is hard for me to forgive.”


“It is better to give forgiveness then hold on to anger my friend.” Martin spoke. “Do not wait long, she loves you. She also loves your father and she was torn between those loves. Your father is a good man as well, do not discount that. I’ve read the transcripts from the hearing. What the Senate did to him was wrong, he should not have been punished, and nor should your family have to bear that shame.”


“Sire we don’t believe Acropolis did as they say he did.” Andreus spoke. “Aricia, myself, our brothers and sisters, none of us believe it.”


“He confessed Andreus.” Martin spoke.


Andreus nodded. “Yes… but personally I think he was given a choice and he took the path of shame.”


“Why?”


Andreus shrugged. “We will never know.”


“Where does he live?” Martin asked. “I understand he remains in the area.”


Andreus nodded and looked toward the southern mountains. “He has a small home on the edge of the southern mountain range. He goes to Athens if he needs supplies. He is not welcome in Sparta, but we have gone to visit him on holidays and such. He is still our blood.”


Martin nodded. “Yes he is. What you do is admirable Andreus.”
 


“Thank you sire.” Andreus said.


Martin nodded. “I will speak no more of it then. I spoke with Dekton last night. There was an attempt on Tarifa and Aihola. He stopped it, with a little help from them, but there is reason to believe that there are vampire agents within Sparta itself.”


“Are you sure Milord?” This got Andreus’s attention immediately and he perked up.

Martin nodded, “Reasonably sure. Yuri is no fool. She will not openly break the agreement we have, but that does not mean she will remain stagnant. There are mercenaries she could hire to kill anyone of us. And she is smart enough to make sure no ties lead directly back to her. She knows I won’t launch our missiles without overwhelming proof she or the Alliance were involved.” Martin leaned against the railing and sipped his coffee. “I may be many things, most of them true, but I will not butcher thousands of innocents unless I am sure she is involved.”

Andreus looked at him. “Would you do it then sire?”


Martin nodded his head slowly, “To protect Eden, to protect Sparta and our people?” Martin met his gaze. “I would not hesitate.”


“I can make discrete inquires sire. I know many of our Internal Security Centurions. We went through our Agoge together.” Andreus spoke.


Martin nodded. “Tell no one. Let’s keep this between us.”


“You do not wish to inform Theron sire?” Andreus said.


Martin shook his head slowly. “I have learned over the years Andreus that trust is hard won and never given freely. I do not trust easily, I never have. There are six I trust completely here in Sparta Andreus, six that I would trust my life to. They are my Queens, Danny, Dymas and you.”

“You… you honor me sire.” Andreus spoke.


Martin chuckled softly. “Be careful my friend… my trust usually brings trouble with it.”


Andreus smiled. “It is trouble I look forward to sire.” He downed his coffee in two gulps, and looked back to Martin. “Sire, may I ask why you don’t hold Theron among those you trust?”

“Oh I trust him.” Martin answered. “Just not on the same level as you and the others. Walter… Dymas… he raised me for the better half of my life, and he is like a father to me. Danny and you have fought beside me, bled with me, and as you know, that bond is stronger than most. Anja, Dysea, Aricia, they know me sometimes better than I know myself. And they love me completely, as I love them. Those things are different levels of trust, none of which Theron has achieved, at least not to me. That doesn’t mean I don’t trust him, I’m just wary around him. He is after all a politician.”

Andreus laughed and nodded his head. “I see that politicians do not elicit much trust from anyone, not just Spartans.”

Martin grinned. “Ah… I suppose so.”

Andreus nodded. “I will go and talk to those at Internal Security that I know. I will report to you whatever they may have.”


Martin nodded. “I’ll see you this afternoon.” He spoke. He watched Andreus move off around the outer patio area and then walked back into the eat-in kitchen when Dasha sat next to her daughter; Anja and Dysea perched on a single chair together. “I must leave your lovely ladies to your own devices for I must allow Dilios to bore me further with the intricacies of Spartan politics.” 


Dasha watched as he leaned his head over between Anja and Dysea and nuzzled both their necks. Their eyes closed in adoration and he shared a soft lingering kiss with both of them before moving to where Aricia sat next to her. He did the same, lowering his head to her neck and nuzzling her skin before kissing her softly and with great feeling. Dasha sat there still in shock at who this young man was. She was a strong enough telepath to sense how his aura radiated only for the three women in this room. It was clear and focused with no fuzzy edges. And the way her daughter and the other two women radiated their auras back to him was amazing. The power the four of them wielded was incredible.


Dasha looked up and found him staring at her. She got to her feet slowly and bowed her head to him. “I thank you for…”


Martin shook his head. “No Milady.” He said with a gentle smile. “You have nothing to thank me for. You are welcome to remain here as long as you like. Perhaps we’ll get things straightened out and then your husband will join us as well.”


Dasha smiled but shook her head. “I… I doubt that sire. He has become very bitter.”


“We’ll see. For now… enjoy your time with us. I believe they would much rather it is your company than mine anyway.” Martin spoke. 

Anja lifted the apple and threw it at him with a gentle toss. “Get out of here!” She snapped with a playful smile.


Dasha watched him leave the room and she turned back to her daughter. “And where did you say this young King has been hiding all these years?” She asked.

Anja and Dysea burst out laughing and Aricia pulled on her mother’s hand. “Mother… you are terrible!”

EDEN

NEXT DAY


Selene entered her apartment feeling refreshed and invigorated even after a full day of meetings and decisions. Lynwe had escorted her to the Command building and left her in the care of two senior Dragoon Guards. They went with her everywhere, always out of sight so as not to give Selene the impression she was being watched, but always within reach to respond to something. Selene did not see Lynwe the entire day, and she found that saddened her. She had made her eat a delicious breakfast that she had prepared, and then waited while Selene showered and got dressed. There was not much discussion between them when the hover car picked her up, and Lynwe only gave her a smile and a goodbye before disappearing into the crowds of humans and elves who now worked in the Command Center. It was home to the offices of all the Elders and Admiral Wallace. They were close to the bunkered command and control room five levels down, yet still able to interact with the hundreds of people who came and went each day.

Selene made sure her door was locked before moving down the short hallway into the main living room of her apartment. She came to an abrupt stop at what she saw. Potted red tulips and roses now adorned her tables, as well as new curtains that allowed the sun to stream into her windows, but would block all sight from the outside at night. The apartment smelled of the aroma of flowers and she moved into the kitchen to see that it was immaculately cleaned, the counters wiped down and every dish put away. She opened her refrigerator to find it fully stocked with fruits and meats and vegetables, as well as plenty of water and two bottles of wine. Her cupboards were also full now, stocked with canned goods and an assortment of healthy snacks, and the occasional non healthy candy bar.
As Selene moved back into the main room she realized that all of her pictures that had been occupying several boxes in her closets were now dusted and ready for hanging on her walls. The linen on her bed had been changed and the bathroom spotless, with a rack now sitting by the edge with an assortment of new water scents and oils for her body and skin.

Selene moved for her door and waited anxiously while it unlocked and opened. As she stepped into the hallway she saw Naomi the older woman who lived next door, just entering her apartment.

“Excuse me!” Selene spoke quickly as she moved closer.

Naomi turned and saw her, her face lighting up with a smile. “Hello Selene!” She said cheerfully. “How are you feeling today?”

“I’m sorry… I don’t…”

“We met only briefly, but I’m Naomi Silver.” The older women spoke.

“I’m curious… has anyone been inside my apartment today?” Selene asked.

“Of course dear… Lynwe paid me to help her clean and restock your cupboards.” Naomi spoke. “You need to eat more Selene, even if you are a half elf.”

“She… she cleaned my apartment?” Selene asked stunned.

Naomi smiled. “That she did. She bought all of the supplies too. I believe it took all of her monthly pay. I tried to tell her not to pay me, but she was adamant.” Naomi smiled. “She cares for you deeply child. Don’t let her slip away.”
“Where… do you know where she is?”

Naomi smiled. “She finished moving into the apartment at the end of the hall about an hour ago.”

“Thank you.” Selene said before heading down the hall to the last apartment on the end. As she reached the entrance the door slid aside and beeped. 

<Bio-signature recognized. Good evening Elder Torcrum.> The voice of the computer spoke softly.

Selene stopped looking at the small panel. This was obviously new, as her apartment did not have such security measures. “You recognize me?” She asked the panel.

<Your bio-signature has been programmed into the database Elder Torcrum.>

“Along with who else?” Selene asked on a whim.

<General Lynwe.> The mechanical voice replied. <No other individuals have been authorized at this time.>

Selene walked slowly past the doorway into the apartment, hearing the door slide shut and lock behind her, “Lynwe?” She called out softly
Lynwe’s apartment was still in disarray, boxes and bags all around, but the furniture appeared comfortable and plush with two couches and an armchair, as well as a low metal and glass coffee table.
What caught Selene’s eyes almost immediately were the numerous weapons and equipment laid out on the large table on top of soft white towels. There were two K12 pistols, one with a silencer the other without. There was a cut down version of the normal HK74 that had become the standard weapon for Eden forces. There were an assortment of thin razor like blades and two R4 Hybrid knives. As she stepped up to the table she heard the sounds of the shower running and looked over to the door that led into the bedroom. This apartment was laid out in a similar fashion as hers only slightly larger due to the fact it was a corner apartment. Selene walked softly to the bedroom and poked her head in. The door to the bathroom was open and like her apartment, the shower was directly in front of the door. Selene’s eyes grew wide when she saw Lynwe in the shower, leaning against the wall with her shoulder facing at an angle away from the door. Her physical proportions were even more impressive without clothes on. Her skin was not as dark as Selene first thought; more of a light chocolate color, her breasts were enormous firm mounds, topped by dark half dollar sized areolas with erect nipples that were easily a quarter inch in size. She had long svelte legs that were muscular and feminine at the same time. Her ass was perfectly round and exceptionally firm.
Selene’s steel blue eyes grew wide when she realized that Lynwe was masturbating, her hand working furiously between her dark thighs. She felt a wave of heat pass over her watching this powerful Drow pleasuring herself, and Selene became suddenly very damp between her own legs. Lynwe groaned loudly and turned slightly, Selene barely able to contain the gasp that threatened to escape her lips at what she saw. Lynwe was stroking what was the largest and most impressive male organ Selene had ever seen. It was easily over twelve inches in length, and extremely thick. The head was bulbous and throbbing with passion as long streams of come erupted from the head, splashing against the wall of the shower.

Selene stepped back quickly into the living room, her hand going to her chest as she felt her blood begin to pound in her head. Lynwe was one of the Drow tortured and experimented on by the Alliance scientists. By men and women like her. Selene rushed for the door, seeing it open as she approached and she exited Lynwe’s apartment quickly. Her whole body was flush in desire, just seeing Lynwe causing her own needs to come forth. She entered her apartment and took deep breaths. Was Lynwe thinking of her as she stroked that monster? How could she have feelings for her when she was once a member of the very group of men and women that had experimented on her? While Selene had never participated in such things, she knew they were happening and did nothing to stop them.
She cares deeply for you child. Don’t let her slip away. The old woman Naomi’s words came back to her.
How could she care for her? Selene questioned. The Alliance turned her into… Selene stopped thinking like that as she moved to the sink in her kitchen and drew a glass of water. Lynwe had watched her for three weeks, knew her every move, her most private moments. Lynwe had told her she wanted to help her; that she knew what she was going through. How could she know that unless she had been raped as well? Yet she was so powerful, so strong, who could have raped her? Selene thought for a brief moment that Lynwe may want to kill her, but that thought quickly fled her mind as she remembered what she had heard Lynwe say in the hallway last night, the commotion waking her out of a sound sleep.

She is like a blossoming flower to me. And we Drow love our flowers. 
No man’s touch will ever taint her flesh again. 
She is mine now.
Selene shook her head slowly. This female Drow warrior had the largest male equipment she had ever seen, yet in all her life no one, man or women, had ever treated her with the kindness that Lynwe had shown her the last two days. And not once in all that time had she detected anything in those amber eyes except caring and concern. Was it possible for her to feel what she was feeling for her? She was still a woman, and a Drow; half vampire, with strength and skills far superior to any man. How could she be causing these feelings sweeping through her?
“Selene?” Lynwe’s voice came from behind her and she whirled around to see her standing there, in black pants that hugged her legs and hips wonderfully, a loose white blouse that was still damp from the shower and straining against her breasts. Her white hair was still wet and clinging to her face and the shirt. In her hand she held the K12, her amber eyes flitting about the apartment alertly.

“Lyn… Lynwe.” Selene spoke.

“Are you alright?” Lynwe asked moving closer to her, amber eyes checking every corner, every shadow. “The computer said you had come into my apartment.”

“Yes… yes I’m fine.” Selene replied looking at her. “I was coming to… I was coming to thank you for what you have done here. You were in the shower… so I left right away.”

Lynwe began to relax then and she tucked the K12 into the lining of her pants at the small of her back. “You have not been well recently and I took it upon myself to do some needed chores. I purchased some supplies for you as well. You need to eat more, to keep your strength up.”
“Lynwe you did not have to do that.” Selene spoke.

“No… I wanted too. It is alright.” Lynwe replied quickly. “The items I chose are easy to cook, and will provide you much needed nutrition. You really need to…”

“Take better care of myself?” Selene asked.

“You… you are a beautiful woman Selene.” Lynwe said looking away shyly. “I… I only wish to see you healthy and happy.”

“I understand… I understand I will no longer have those men visiting me at night.” Selene spoke.

Lynwe looked at her surprised. “How did you…”

“Naomi told me.” Selene replied stepping closer to Lynwe, her presence warm and inviting and not in the least bit frightening. Though Selene doubted the Lynwe before her was like this when she was angry.

Lynwe nodded. “They will no longer trouble you.” Lynwe spoke confidently. “No longer abuse you. You have my word on that.”

“Graham will.” Selene said.

Lynwe looked at her. “No.” She said. “You need only tell Tarifa and Aihola you can not go through with this plan, and you will be taken somewhere safe until we have dealt with his vile vampire deeds! You do not have to do this my… Selene.”

Selene caught the interruption of Lynwe’s words, knowing she was going to say the same thing as she had last night. 

My love.
It was those two words that made Selene’s decision easy. She stepped up to Lynwe, smelling the fresh honey scented soap on her skin, and took her hand. “Stay and have dinner with me.” She said softly.

The look in Lynwe’s eyes made Selene’s heart dance. “I would like that.” Lynwe said instantly. “I can cook a Drow dish for you. Aihola’s brother Tari taught it to me while we were children.”

Selene smiled at Lynwe’s excitement and she felt a rush of warmth course through her again. “I’d like that very much.” 


Dekton unlocked the door to his quarters and watched it slid open, his hand griping the Nehtes out of sight behind his thigh. His fingers relaxed when he saw it was Tarifa, and he breathed in her rich peach scent. His dark eyes moved back and forth but he did not see Aihola and he turned them back to Tarifa, reaching out with his sense of smell. Her cherry blossom scent was nearby in the next room. No more than ten meters away.


Tarifa suppressed the gasp as she looked at Dekton. He was shirtless, his upper body sculpted muscle. He was not as heavily ripped as she remembered Martin to be, but he was not as muscular. His chest was dotted with half a dozen scars that appeared to be from bladed weapons, the veins in both arms thick and visible. Tarifa had to admit, he looked delicious, just as Nya Istel had said.

“Milady,” He spoke, his voice jarring her from her inspection of his body. “Is there something I can do for you?”


“We need to talk.” Tarifa spoke finally meeting his eyes.


“We need to talk in regards to what Milady?” Dekton asked calmly.


“What happen between us yesterday?” Tarifa replied.


“It is forgotten.” Dekton replied. “What is there to discuss?”


“What is there to discuss?” Tarifa spoke stunned. “You have not spoken to Aihola or I all day! You won’t lower your telepathic shields either, and we have been knocking all day. You’ve ignored us at every opportunity. That’s what there is to discuss.” Tarifa pushed past him and walked into his apartment. Dekton watched her then turned back to the corridor.


“Are you going to push your way into my quarters as well?” He spoke to the air.


He heard a shuffling of feet and then Aihola appeared in front of him, a small smile of embarrassment on her face. “I tried to tell her this wasn’t a good idea.” Aihola spoke. “As you can see… I was unsuccessful.”

Dekton stepped aside and motioned with his arm. “Yes… I’m sure you tried quite hard.” He said.


Aihola looked impish as she moved past him into her quarters. Dekton looked up and down the corridor, but since they had the entire top floor, and the elevator was secured with only the three of them having keys, he wasn’t concerned. He took a deep breath and walked into his quarters.


Aihola and Tarifa stood side by side staring at the main room of Dekton’s quarters. It was immaculate, not a single item out of place. The walls were decorated with a combination of holo images and ancient weapons. There were several pictures of two very attractive young women, the resemblance to Dekton uncanny. There was a soft music playing in the background, the lights dimmed low. The room smelled heavily of Dekton’s warm leather scent and it made Tarifa light headed for a moment. They had expected a bare and Spartan like quarters, and this room provided more of an insight to the man than anything they had talked of with him in the last month.


Dekton smiled as he set the Nehtes on the rack by his door. “Would you care for some tea since you are here?” He asked.


Tarifa looked at him. “Where… when did you do all this?” She asked softly.


“My Captain sent some items that I had I requested from my home in Sparta on the regular transport that we have been exchanging for the last three weeks.” Dekton answered as he walked to the counter. “My daughters sent more than I requested.” 

They watched him pour three mugs of tea and carry them around the counter. He motioned for them to sit on the comfortable couch and he placed the tea in front of them on the table. “It is a sweet blend of three teas that my daughter Nessia makes.”

Tarifa and Aihola took the mugs and each of them sipped the hot tea, feeling the warm liquid spread through their bodies. It was lightly sweetened and they could detect the flavors of strawberries, orange and apples. “This is delicious!” Tarifa said as she took another sip allowing the tea to chase away the butterflies in her stomach. Aihola was drinking the tea deeply, her eyes closed in delight at the flavor and texture of the tea.


Dekton nodded. “I believe the King and Queen Dysea have developed a liking to it as well.” He spoke softly as he moved to the chair opposite them. 


“Dekton… I want… I want to apologize to you for what I said.” Tarifa spoke softly. “I didn’t mean to imply that you were…”


Dekton smiled. “Yes you did.” He spoke cutting her off as he leaned forward in his chair. “You meant exactly what you said.”

Tarifa’s sapphire eyes flared for a brief moment in anger. “You have been protecting us for a month now. Always with us except in our bed chamber, always within reach, and yet we know nothing about you!”


“Why should you?” Dekton told her.


“I think… I think we have a right to know about you.” Tarifa said.


“Why?” Dekton asked.


Aihola looked at him. “You are with us every waking moment of the day.” She replied. “You… you saved our lives not two days ago. And you were seriously wounded doing it.”


Dekton chuckled. “The wounds I suffered were minor compared to some I have received. They were inconveniences and nothing more. And both of you responded within seconds of detecting the danger to yourselves and you performed quite well.” He said. “I merely aided you.”


 “With the exception of when you taught us about our telepathic link and gave us that little bit of instruction you have been nothing but a big fucking tree stump!” Tarifa snapped. “You haven’t said one word to us all day, even through dinner, and you have blocked all attempts by us to communicate with you telepathically.”

Dekton nodded. “This is true.” He answered. “Why does this matter? You are both Queens, both experienced in combat and politics. Why would you need my council?”


“Why are you being so evasive to us Dekton?” Tarifa asked even as she knew she would dread the answer. “Did my words hurt that much?” Tarifa asked.


Dekton met her eyes, his pulse racing at having the both of them so close. He had not felt like this in many years towards any female. Not since the death of his beloved mate, and it was unfamiliar to him, especially since it was directed to both of them. Aihola and Tarifa had become synonymous with each other. There was not one without the other. They had become so close, as lovers and friends that nothing could come between them. When one spoke or gave instructions it was if they were both speaking. “Your words did not hurt so much as with the vitriol that they were spoken with.” He answered honestly. “You pride yourself on being fair and thoughtful, yet your first reaction before you even let me speak was to denounce me. Denounce my King, who you know far better than I. Both of you seem to think that you as elves have the market on Alliance atrocities committed against you. Even now Tarifa, as intelligent as beautiful as you are part of you still does not believe that vampires exist. You do not believe this even though the woman you love has taken your blood twice now.”

Aihola and Tarifa looked at him stunned. “It was only…” Aihola began speaking.


Dekton smiled and shook his head. “Did you think I would not smell her blood within you Little Drow. It was only a matter of time before you rediscovered the swell of pleasure that courses through both of you when you taste her blood. I knew that from the moment I saw the reaction on both your faces the day Tarifa saved your life.”


“How do… how do you know that?” Aihola demanded. “We only… we only just discovered what…”


“Her blood is sweet isn’t it, deliciously warm and sweet?” Dekton asked her, his dark gaze boring into Aihola’s, “So unlike the times in the past when you have had to resort to such action to save your life. Then it was foul and disgusting. Am I right?”


“How do you know that Dekton?” Tarifa snapped now.


“You forget that you are telepathic now. I have taught you how to channel your minds between each other, to keep others from reading your thoughts, but there are always surface thoughts, images… feelings. Those are easily picked up even by the untrained telepath.” Dekton got to his feet as he finished his mug of tea and went to the counter to pour himself another mug. “My people… Martin’s people… you call us Werewolves… but we prefer the term Shifter. All of us are telepathic. There are levels of skill that one can acquire, the two of you would be considered Tier One telepaths as you have just discovered this skill. I am considered a Tier Four telepath, as most Centurions are. I am easily able to detect your surface thoughts, and I have been shielding them from others all day because you do not know how. Graham would certainly be able to pick them up, and if there are other telepaths within Eden, they would as well.”


“Why didn’t… why didn’t you tell us this before?” Tarifa asked.


Dekton returned to the chair. “It was not an issue before.” He replied. “Now it is.”


“Why?” Aihola asked.


Dekton smiled, “Because now that you have discovered this new pleasure… you will explore it more. The more you do, the stronger the link between the two of you will become.” He told them. “I suggest however that you wait a few days before trying it again. As much as Tarifa likes to think she was fine after it happened, it will take at least two days before her body replaces completely what you took Aihola.”

Aihola’s hand went to her mouth in horror. “No!” She gasped.


“You have no need to worry Aihola.” Dekton spoke to her quickly. “You will never take enough from her to do her harm Little Drow. Once… once your passion peaks… it will be instinct for you to stop. And you should not be horrified about this. You are half vampire Milady, and what you experience is natural for vampires when they discover the one they wish to spend eternity with. It is not something you should be ashamed of. You should revel in that fact, for it is the ultimate sign of commitment to vampires.”


“How… how do you know all this?” Tarifa asked him, her sapphire eyes a mixture of awe and suspicion.


Dekton smiled. “Now you are wondering if I am a vampire in disguise yes?” He asked.


“Stop doing that!” Tarifa snapped. “Stop touching my thoughts!”

“Then start shielding them better.” Dekton retorted quickly. “You must practice what I taught you every night. No matter what else…” He smiled gently. “No matter what else happens between you.”


“That does not answer her question!” Aihola spoke.


“No it doesn’t.” He answered. “How I know what I do is my business. It…”


“No way,” Tarifa leaned forward. “You will not do that to us again! You will not shut us out! You have become a fixture in our lives, and we know nothing about you! Nothing! You owe us something besides riddles and half answers to our questions.” She snapped. “You are worse than the Holy One when it comes to that.”


Dekton chuckled. “Being compared to the Guardian of the Line is a great compliment Milady. Thank you.”

“And stop calling me that!” Tarifa exclaimed. “You know more about me… about Aihola… our thoughts and desires. You know more about us than even my mother. I want you to start using my name. All of the time.”


Aihola nodded, “As do I.”


Dekton looked at them across the table and nodded his head slowly, “Very well.” He spoke.


“We want to know how it is that you have all this knowledge about vampires.” Tarifa spoke. “The way you have spoken in the past, one would think you despise them. The way Martin reacted… his hatred was almost alive.”


“I do.” Dekton replied evenly. “And so does my… our King. Any Spartan feels this way.”


Tarifa shook her head. “That doesn’t make any sense.” She said. “You just told Aihola… you just told us to continue… to not be afraid to explore this new experience we have shared. It’s a contradiction.”


“Is it?” Dekton spoke, holding up his hand before she could spit out another word. “As I told you… my people have been at war with the vampires for the better part of three millennia. There are scrolls that indicate the war between our kinds has gone on much longer than that. Is it not a wise tactical decision to learn as much about your enemy as you can?”


Aihola nodded. “Yes… but what you know, it doesn’t seem to have relevance in military terms. The way you speak… it’s almost as if you have personal knowledge.”


“Regardless of the ideas you have formed of my people… that we are exceptionally brutal… that we are cruel… that we are immoveable…” He started to say.


“Dekton that isn’t…” Aihola began to interrupt him.


“Yes it is.” Dekton spoke with a smile. “It is exactly what you both think of my people.” He said. “And it is all true. We are brutal and cruel, but it is because we have to be. As I told you we were slaves to the vampires at one point. Even before King Leonidas. The earliest verifiable records we have are from around 950 B.C., but there are scrolls that suggest our history goes much further back. Shifters…” He motioned with his hand to them. “Or you may use Werewolves if you prefer, we built Sparta. Our methods were brutal and cruel, for we alone knew the threat we faced. Sparta was the most powerful city state in that time; because we trained our warrior’s to fight vampires which are considerably harder to kill than normal humans. When we detected vampire influence in the area around Sparta, usually in another city state such as Athens, we used our superior training to attempt to annex that state. We succeeded most of the time, there were times we did not. Every two hundred years the vampires came to cull our people, taking men, women and even children as slaves. It was something we endured, accepted… until the time King Leonidas was born. It was he that put an end to these culling. We slaughtered the vampire scum that came to take our people, leaving only one alive so that he would return from wherever they came from and tell his masters that our people would no longer bow to them.”

Dekton leaned back deeply in his chair now, the tea in his hand all but forgotten. Tarifa and Aihola were enraptured with this story and their tea was cold on the table now.


“Well… Leonidas’s proclamation did not go over well with Xerxes, the son of the Vampire High Lord. He had dominion over most of the lower African and Asian continents. He amassed a huge army, enslaving millions, all with the purpose to crush our rebellion. I will give you some data pads that you can study more intently if that is your wish, but to make a long story short, Sparta was always ruled by two Kings. Up until the time of Leonidas the two Kings had always worked together. It wasn’t discovered until later, after the death of Leonidas that the second King had betrayed his own people, and that there were certain politicians within Sparta herself that conspired against its people to gain riches beyond measure. Riches promised to them by Xerxes. The vilest of these traitors was killed by Leonidas’s own wife and Queen before the eyes of the Spartan Senate. The night before he had raped her viciously, and that is why Spartans view rape as we do.


“This politician… Theron was his name… he conspired against Leonidas with the help of the Ephors, our Holy Priests, and they denied Leonidas the permission to take the entire Spartan army to Thermopylae and face Xerxes. The rest of the story you already know I believe. The 300 Spartans and their squires, with the help of human soldiers who did not want to be enslaved did battle with the whole of Xerxes army. In the three to five days of the battle, they butchered thousands of Xerxes’s army. Dymas… you know him as the Holy One… he fought with Leonidas that day, as did Theron, the Steward of the Throne that you both met briefly. Since that day, Spartans have been involved in every major conflict that this planet has had. Most of them were begun by vampires or their minions, and we have stood next to humans to fight them. Sometimes on the open battlefield, sometimes in the shadows, but we have always stood for freedom.”


“You said you are over seven hundred years old…” Tarifa began to speak.


“I am seven hundred and nineteen years old.” Dekton told her.


“Ok… but that still does not account for the knowledge that you have.” Tarifa spoke, “The details of… of vampire mating rites? We are not fools Dekton, and if what you said about Spartan history is true, I doubt it was something your people studied.” 

“No you are not.” Dekton said. “In fact you are two of the most intelligent women I have ever known.”


“Then please start treating us like it.” Aihola snapped now.


“There are only two ways I could know what I do about Vampires.” Dekton spoke softly. “I would know these things if I was a vampire, or I had personal knowledge of these things.”


“Well… I think it’s safe to say you aren’t a vampire and…” Tarifa stopped and looked at Aihola, her eyes wide. They both turned to look at him.


“My… my mate was a human female that was captured and turned into a Dhampire, a hybrid vampire.” Dekton spoke. “I was only thirty-six, and it was my first major battle as a full Spartan. I discovered her grievously wounded on a battlefield in England. She had been drafted into their service to provide medical services to the wounded and as a pleasure slave. She had all the skills of a vampire, but was able to move in the sunlight and protect them while they slept. When my Spartan phalanx hit them, we butchered everyone regardless of sex. She tried to run when the attack began but was brought down by a Nehtes through the chest, my Nehtes. When I approached her sometime later to recover my weapon I found she was still alive, fighting death as hard as I had ever seen anyone fight death. My Captain at the time came up next to me and saw her as well. Even in her struggle to stay alive, her eye burned with defiance. Eyes much like yours Tarifa. We saw the slave markings on her skin, knew that she had not chosen the life she was living. I decided to save her, I told her to bite me and take whatever blood she needed to heal her wounds. She refused me, told me it was a vile thing. Exactly the same thing you did Aihola, when Tarifa offered you her blood.”


“What… what did you do?” Tarifa asked softly.


Dekton got to his feet, and they both could see telling the story was having an effect on him. “I told her she no longer had to be a slave, and that we would allow her to live any life she wished.” He finished his tea and turned back to look at them. “She took my blood that day. It healed her wounds, and she returned to Sparta with us. She was nursed back to health, and willingly gave us any information she could about the vampires she had served for sixty years. Two years later I claimed her as my mate. She was beautiful beyond measure, flowing black hair like yours Tarifa, and silky soft skin like yours Aihola. She was my angel. And we shared blood many times once we discovered what the two of you have only recently found. The people of Sparta accepted her after a few more years, they welcomed her, and she became fast friends with hundreds of people. She was very well liked and even became a teacher in one of our schools. She gave me beautiful twin daughters, Nessia and Narcissa. Four hundred years after she became my wife she was captured during a vampire raid into the mountains around Sparta. I went after her in a rage and was captured myself. They forced me to watch while they raped and brutalized her for three days and then they butchered her in front of me. It was not quick or painless either. There are times when I can still hear her screams in my dreams. I was near dead before my daughters led a unit of Spartans to my location and saved me.”


Dekton retuned to his chair and looked at them across the table. “Now you understand why I am what I am. I see my wife in both of you… the fire in your eyes… in your beauty. It has been two hundred and eighty-four years since she died… and in all that time I have never felt for another woman what I felt for her, until… until I met the two of you. You are separate individuals, but your love for each other bonds you into one person. I can not feel for one of you and not feel the same for the other. So now you know…” He got back to his feet. “I was not able to protect her… but I will utterly destroy any threat I perceived to the two of you. And I will do it with all the cruelness and brutality at my command, without even a second’s thought of hesitation.” Dekton took a deep breath then. “I believe that is all I wish to share right now. I’m sure you can find your way out. I will see you in the morning for breakfast and I will instruct you in more advanced techniques to guard your thoughts.”


Tarifa and Aihola watched him as he turned and walked to the door of his bedroom, and then watched it close behind him. Of all they had hoped to garner from him, what he had just told them was not even something that had crossed their minds. Essentially he had just professed his love to them, and it stuck them right down to their toes. 

Dekton would find them in the morning stretched out on his couch, wrapped in each others arms, covered in the blanket he used when he slept on his couch. He gazed at them for several moments, taking in their beauty as they slept peacefully.


Perhaps his King had been right.


“I have established myself in the apartment on Selene’s floor.” Lynwe spoke as they sat around the table later the next day. The meetings for the morning were over, and now just the five of them remained in the Command Center, having moved to the much smaller office that Tarifa had taken over. Aihola’s office is on the other side of the building for security reasons, but they were almost never apart it seemed.

Lynwe and Selene occupied the two chairs across from the desk where Tarifa sat. Aihola was seated in the chair next to the edge of the desk and Dekton stood in the corner of the room.


“And the surveillance devices are in place?” Aihola asked.


Lynwe nodded. “They are fully in place and working. I finished installing the TAP cameras this morning and routed all the feeds to the video display in the main security grid. You will be able to view everything that might take place my Queen.”


Selene fidgeted in her chair at this information, a movement that did not go unnoticed by the others. Tarifa looked at her. “Selene… we do not have to go through with this.” She spoke. 


Selene met her gaze. “And if I don’t, we miss out on perhaps more intelligence then we could gather by any other means.” She said.


“We are not willing to throw you away for that.” Aihola told her. “You are now second only to Tarifa and I in the influence you wield Selene. Your experience and insight is not something we wish to part with.”


Selene nodded. “Neither am I.” She said half jokingly.


Tarifa and Aihola both noticed that she had improved the last two days. She had gained weight; if only a few pounds and her steel blue eyes were brighter and more alert then they had been for the last few weeks. 

“Dekton has told us you will need to make a decision before tonight. He will need a full day to teach you and Lynwe how to communicate and control the telepathic link once it is established, enough that Graham does not detect it anyway.” Tarifa said.


Selene looked at Dekton. “You can do this?” She asked him.


Dekton nodded, “Easily.” He answered. “Understand though that once the telepathic link is established, it will always be there. I can teach you how to block it, how to shield your thoughts, but once you have done this, the link will forever be a part of who you are. Only one of the more skilled telepaths among my people would be able to teach you to fully close the link to the point where it is nothing but background thoughts. I suggest however we attempt to get what we can from Graham in no more than four attempts.”


“Why only four?” Lynwe asked.


“After you take her blood four times Lynwe, the link will be permanent. And nothing that even our senior telepaths do will close it forever.” Dekton replied. “My people are born telepathic, so it is something that comes naturally to us. We are trained from a very young age to be able to block all that we don’t find relevant. Our King and those with him have been using it since they were small children, though now Martin and his Queens have surpassed even our most skilled Tier Six telepaths in their skills. The two of you will not have that luxury.”


Tarifa looked at him, “How do you know that Dekton?” She asked.

“My Captain keeps me informed of events in Sparta in his weekly transmissions as you know.” Dekton replied looking at her. “He has reported that the telepathic skill of Martin and the Queens has reached a point that is not even measurable by our standards. I received his latest report only this morning and you may view it if you wish.”

Tarifa hid her surprise at this. He had never let them view one of his transmissions before and now he was offering it to them. 


She and Aihola had remained in his quarters after he had gone into his bedroom. The warmth of his room, not to mention the smell of him put them more at ease then they had ever been. When they lay on the couch and wrapped themselves in the blanket, even Aihola could smell his warm leather scent, and it had quickly lulled them to sleep. When they had awaken this morning he had tea and a hearty breakfast waiting for them, not even mentioning the fact they had slept in his quarters after he had asked them to leave. Over breakfast he had instructed them in more advanced techniques on how to block and shield their thoughts from others, and how to detect subtle probes of even their surface thoughts. They had left his quarters three hours after waking to shower and get ready for the new day, but the one thing that they noticed was that he had left the connection to them open. They both wanted to desperately explore his mind and thoughts, but they restrained themselves. They also noticed during the morning that having their connection open with him filled them both with soothing warmth and what they could only describe as love. The two times they had closed the link to him to discuss this, that feeling vanished, and both of them felt empty.

“Was there anything that might help us in this endeavor?” Tarifa asked, wanting to show trust after what he had shared with them last night.


Dekton shook his head. “It was mostly of the progress the King and Queens are making and of the possibility that there might be spies in Sparta as well as here. Perhaps this evening you and Aihola should view it so you are aware of what is going on in the larger picture.”


Tarifa and Aihola both nodded before she turned back to Selene. “I’m sorry Selene.” Tarifa spoke.


Selene shook her head. “No… I already made my decision last night.” She spoke firmly. “I will not let Graham control me, and turn me against what I am helping to build.”


Lynwe had cooked her a marvelous dinner the previous night, oblivious to the fact that Selene had seen her in the shower. Selene had watched Lynwe intently all evening, noting how she always attempted to avoid touching her. Half way through the evening Selene realized it was because Lynwe did not want her to sense that she was attracted to her immensely. She could see it in her amber eyes, and how she looked away embarrassed when Selene caught her staring at her. They had talked for a long time, about what they had hoped for in the future, deliberately avoiding both their pasts. Reliving horrors and events from their pasts would do them no good going into the future, and they both knew that. Lynwe had left her with a simple squeeze of her hand, and Selene had gone to bed wondering what it would be like to fall asleep in Lynwe’s arms, their bodies entwined.


“Have you determined where Lynwe can bite you that will not be detected by Graham?” Dekton asked casually. “If her bite is not hidden well, his vampire senses will pick up the puncture marks.”

“Knowledge of that is not something you need.” Lynwe spoke quickly her voice possessive. “It is something for Selene and I alone.”


Dekton nodded, not put off by her nature in the least, “As you wish.”


Aihola nodded. “We have twenty minutes before the Appropriations meeting, and Tarifa and I have not had lunch.” She spoke. “Lynwe… we trust you to do what you must and then notify Dekton.”


Lynwe nodded. “I will.” She replied getting to her feet.


Selene stood as well. “I’m going to my office and go over the figures for the expansion of the six new settlements.” She said. “We will need to determine what is needed and if we are even able to do it yet.” She turned to Lynwe. “Lynwe I could use your assistance.”


Lynwe nodded, “Of course.”


Tarifa, Aihola and Dekton watched as they left the office, and Aihola smiled. “She truly loves her.” She spoke softly.


Tarifa nodded. “I’m very happy about that. Hopefully Selene can return the feelings.”


Dekton remained silent, but knew that from Selene’s smell alone that she very much could and wanted to return the feelings. He looked at his two charges. “Since you saw fit to extend this meeting longer than necessary, I had lunch sent up from the café across the street. Queens you may be, but you still need to eat.”


Tarifa and Aihola looked at him with smiles. “I think perhaps you should take your own advice.” Aihola spoke. “That is why we added food for you to the order you made.” They all turned as the elf aide pushed the cart into the room with three plates of food on it.


Dekton looked at them and couldn’t help the grin that crossed his face.


Selene turned to Lynwe as the door to her office closed and locked. She looked up into the amber eyes of the much taller Drow female. “So where did you determine to bite me Lynwe. There is not a whole lot that the pig Graham doesn’t slobber all over.”


“There is one place.” Lynwe said shyly. “He… both times I viewed the tapes he avoided close scrutiny of one part of your body altogether.” 


“And where is that?”


Lynwe met her eyes, embarrassment evident on her face. “It is the only other place on your body where you have hair.”


Selene didn’t flinch at this to her credit, and it was only another sign to her of just how badly she wanted this Drow warrior to have her. She was also very right. Her naturally dark auburn hair, even the small patch above her center would hide any bite mark that Lynwe made.


“I’m… I’m sorry Selene.” Lynwe spoke softly. “The only other place would be the back of your neck, under your hair, but he had grabbed you by the hair several times, and pulled it up far enough to see any teeth marks. I would need a good deal of flesh in order to penetrate far enough to get enough of your blood.”

Selene nodded. “I know.” She spoke in reply, stepping up to her. She reached up to touch her face. “In the last two days you have shown me more kindness than anyone I have ever known. I… I do not wish to lose that.” She saw the bright happiness in Lynwe’s amber eyes and she took a deep breath. “Ok… let’s do this.”


Lynwe looked surprised. “Here?” She asked.


Selene’s steel blue eyes were clear and focused. “Yes. I want to get this over with so I can enjoy tonight.”


“Tonight?” Lynwe asked. “I don’t understand.”


Selene took her hands. “I heard what you told that man Lynwe.” She said softly. “And yesterday… when I came into your apartment… I didn’t… I didn’t mean to invade on your privacy please believe me. I saw you… I saw you in the shower.”


Lynwe’s body tensed and Selene thought she was going to pull away from her. “Then… then you saw…”


Selene nodded slowly. “Please don’t be angry with me Lynwe. I… I was only coming to thank you for all you had done. I…”


“You do not care?” Lynwe asked disbelief in her voice. “You do not care that I am…”


Selene looked at her. “Would I be standing here if I did?” She asked. “I thought perhaps… I thought perhaps you wanted revenge on me for what those monsters did to you, and that is why you were helping me.”


Lynwe shook her head quickly. “No. I told you I was filled with hatred and anger for the Alliance because of what they did to me. Aihola and Tarifa showed me that I could feel again, they showed me that I could let the hate go and try to build a new life. When… when I saw you… I knew that you were who I wanted that life to begin with.”


“I… I will do whatever you want from me.” Selene said softly in a submissive voice.


“No Selene.” Lynwe answered. “I may be Drow… but someone once told me that we were now the future, and we could not cling to old traditions and laws.” She reached up and placed her palm on Selene’s cheek. “I don’t want a submissive lover Selene. I want a… I want a partner who I can love and who will love me in return.”


“I… I don’t know if I can love again Lynwe.” Selene said.


“You can…” Lynwe told her, stepping closer and towering over her. “Let me show you that you can love again.” Lynwe took her face in her hands and lowered her pink lips to Selene’s. She pressed them to her full soft ruby lips and kissed her deeply, probing tentatively with the tip of her tongue. Selene tensed in her embrace, her hands going to her arms and squeezing tightly. Yet as Lynwe continue to tease her lips and teeth, Selene began to relax and ever so slowly she began to feel the unique and new sensations coursing through her. She leaned in closer to Lynwe, pressing herself against Lynwe’s firm breasts and her lips parted to allow Lynwe’s tongue entry. The moment Lynwe’s tongue slipped between her lips, Selene felt her walls come crumbling down.

Lynwe’s heart leaped in joy as Selene’s lips parted, and instead of plunging her tongue into Selene’s mouth to take what she wanted so badly, Lynwe used what Tarifa had taught her in their nights together, and that was the slow sensual seduction kiss. She teased Selene’s tongue with her own, dancing the tip across the insides of her luscious mouth, exploring and tasting. She felt Selene lean into her, and deepened her kiss, her hands dropping slowly down her shoulders to caress the curve of Selene’s spine. When Selene groaned softly within their kiss, Lynwe dropped her hands lower, gripping her firm ass cheeks and pulling her tighter, now using her tongue to take what she so desired. And Selene responded, wrapping her arms around Lynwe’s waist and clutching the taller woman’s own ass, crushing herself against Lynwe’s hard body with all her strength.


It was another long moment before Lynwe finally pulled away, the taste of Selene’s lips on her own sending shivers through her body. She gazed into Selene’s beautiful face, watching as her steel blue eyes opened slowly and looked at her.


“Lyn… Lynwe… that… that was… wow,” Selene managed to gasp out. Her whole body was alive with new feelings and electricity and she gazed into Lynwe’s beautiful amber eyes wantonly.


“Take… take your panties off Selene.” Lynwe spoke softly. 


Selene did this much quicker than she realized, pushing the white thong panties past her knees in seconds, kicking them to the side with the toe of her foot. She wore a soft blue summer dress, and she felt the cool air fan her exposed pussy, feeling the energy racing through her. She returned her gaze to Lynwe. “Lynwe… I…”


“Do not worry Selene. It will only hurt for a second.” Lynwe told her.


“What… what about after?”


“After?” Lynwe smiled. “After… you will rest until your next meeting. Then I intend to take you back to my apartment and make you mine completely.”


“Not… not here?” Selene questioned as Lynwe gently backed her up to the desk, her firm ass pressing against the cold slab of wood and steel. Lynwe lifted her until she sat on the desk.


“No… Titta Lote, I intend to have you on soft sheets and completely naked so that I can explore every portion of your flesh, and no one will hear you call my name in passion.” Lynwe spoke. (Tiny Flower)

Selene smiled in spite of herself and she wiggled her butt on the desk. “I like the sound of that.” She said softly.


Lynwe smiled and dropped to her knees in front of Selene. Slowly, she pushed the dress up, exposing her taut thighs and the smell of her arousal hit Lynwe, making her eyes moist in happiness. Selene desired her, wanted her, the moistness of her engorged labia testament to that. Lynwe pushed Selene back onto the desk with one hand, making her relax on her back trying to make her as comfortable as possible. The thin strip of auburn red hair above her juicy center was indeed thick enough to hide her bite, the hair soft and curly. Lynwe lowered her lips to Selene’s abdomen, spreading fluttering kisses across her skin, causing her belly to tighten. She had never been so close to another woman’s pussy, never having the courage to go that far with Aihola or Tarifa. Now though she wanted it more than anything and the musky aroma of sweet strawberries filled her head and senses. She brushed her lips across the soft pubic hair Selene had and took a deep breath as she extended her vampire fangs and bit deeply into the flesh just above Selene’s pussy.

Two things happened almost immediately. 

Selene cried out softly in a mixture of pain and agonizing pleasure, reaching down to clutch Selene’s hand on her chest. Her already aroused clit was hit with an enormous wave of pleasure unlike anything she had ever experienced as Lynwe’s lower lip covered it and her warm tongue brushed against her erect bud. Selene’s body arched off the desk as a thunderous orgasm smashed though her, causing her eyes to explode open and white stars to fill her vision.

Lynwe bit down into her flesh, her eyes closed. The instant Selene’s blood touched her tongue; Lynwe’s eyes burst open as the sweetest tasting strawberry nectar poured into her mouth. A rush of images flashed through her mind, Selene’s time in the Alliance, flashes of Marcus and several strange men, her in bed with an older man, the rape on EDEN, all of these flash and spun through her head as she drank. Selene’s blood rushed into her belly, sending searing jolts of pleasure ripping through every nerve ending of her body. She lost herself for a split second and her tongue and bottom lip came into contact with Selene’s hard throbbing clit. The moment that happened, Selene’s body arched off the desk and an even sweeter tasting liquid erupted from her spasming pussy, flooding Lynwe’s throat. This caused Lynwe’s rock hard cock to twitch madly within her fatigue pants and Lynwe nearly cried out at the blistering power of the orgasm that rocketed from her, her come soaking the front of her fatigue pants. With deliberate intent, Lynwe latched her lips tightly to Selene’s pussy as she drank down Selene’s essence in two forms. 

Lynwe vowed to herself to drink more of her new lover as often as possible. Her blood was beyond delicious, like the finest wine that could exist. As Selene shivered in the final throes of her own orgasm, Lynwe regained enough presence of mind to quickly withdraw her fangs from Selene’s flesh, lovingly lapping at the two puncture wounds until they sealed over and were healed. She did not however pull her lips from Selene’s still moist pussy, lavishing her pussy lips with long strokes of her tongue as Selene shuddered in the aftermath of her orgasm. Selene’s juices were even sweeter on her tongue than her blood and Lynwe was determined to get every drop. Realizing what she was doing, Lynwe knew she had finally cast aside her old self and had been reborn. Slowly she released her lips from their place on Selene’s sweet pussy and lifted her face. She placed fluttering kisses along Selene’s abdomen until she reached her bellybutton, and then she pulled her up quickly into a sitting position, seeing her disheveled but completely satisfied face break into a slow gentle smile.

“Oh… Lynwe.” She gasped. “Can… can we do that again?” She asked.

Lynwe smiled and stood up, covering Selene’s lips with her own and rejoicing when Selene did not hesitate and kissed her back with vigor. When they parted both of them were out of breath and their chests were heaving in effort.

Lynwe stroked her cheek. “It… it appears that we were both unprepared for what would happen.” Lynwe spoke softly, glancing down at the front of her fatigue pants. Selene followed her eyes and her eyes grew wider.

“You mean…”

Lynwe chuckled. “That has never happened to me before.” She said with a small amount of embarrassment.

“Take me now Lynwe, please!” Selene pleaded drawing her closer.

Lynwe fought down the resurgence of passion, feeling her cock thicken once more and took Selene’s face in her hands. “Nothing would please me more Titta Lote.” She spoke gently. “But I think I took too much of your blood, and you need to regain your strength. You… you must rest and eat.”

Selene lowered her head to Lynwe’s chest, wrapping her arms around her waist. “Stay with me.” She said softly.

Lynwe smiled as she pulled her close, “That I will do Selene; that I will do.”

SPARTA


“That was not the smartest of moves Milord.” Theron spoke as they walked through the corridor of the Senate building.

Martin looked at him with a smile. “Which one is that? I make a lot of those.”


“Allowing Aricia’s mother to remain at the villa,” Theron replied. “If what she says is true, and Midlan demanded that of her husband, then he will undoubtedly show up at the villa, demanding you surrender Aricia.”


Martin nodded, “Probably. That won’t happen. So?”


“The rumors from the city are growing. Rumors that you are not who we have said you are.” Theron spoke. “It’s not wise to flame them with your actions.”


“I’ve never been very good at lying to people.” Martin said.


“Milord… once we reveal your true identity, the Senate will not allow Aricia to hold the position of Queen. You must know this.” Theron spoke. “Her family is dishonored. Even those that support me will not allow it, no matter who you are. The King is not above the law.”

“Then we’ll change the law.” Martin spoke.


Theron stopped quickly and looked at him. “That is not something that you can do.” He said. “Our laws have been in place for thousands of years! You can’t simply dismiss them at your whim, especially not over some child!”


Martin looked at him, his dark eyes warning. “Aricia and her family should not have to bear the shame for something her brother did.” He snapped, “If he did it at all.”

Theron looked at him wide eyed. “Sire… the evidence was irrefutable, and Atropos confessed. He made the statement in his own hand.”


“Yes I’m aware of that.” Martin spoke. “I also am aware the confession is not in the records with the rest of the proceedings of the hearing. Why is that?”


Theron shrugged. “It should be sire; everything was entered into the records and archived as we do with everything.”


Martin nodded. “It wasn’t.” He said again.


Theron chuckled. “You speak like it was a conspiracy sire. That perhaps Atropos was forced to sign a confession in regards to his actions.” Martin’s head turned towards him. “That is not possible. He was courageous to act as he did.”


“I read something from the scrolls just recently.” Martin told him. “From King Agesilaus of the Eurypontid line no less. It was he who led Sparta through much of their expansion isn’t he?”


“He was an exception to the rule sire.” Theron spoke.


“Was he?” Martin said. “One of his quotes as described by a squire who wrote his history goes like this. ‘Courage has no value if justice is not in evidence too; but if everyone were to be just, then no one would need courage.’” Martin looked at Theron. “Interesting quote don’t you think?”

“Milord… you will be King soon. You must not have anything that the members of the Eurypontid line can use against you and your claim to the throne.” Theron spoke.


“So you keep telling me.” Martin said.


“You have to do things carefully in this regard sire.” Theron told him. “If you wish to keep Aricia as a concubine, so be it. But you must choose a female of honorable Pureblood status to sit with you as Queen beside Anja and Dysea. That is the only way to solidify your hold on the throne.”


“We’ll see.” Martin said softly.


“Sire… this is not…”


Martin stopped and his gaze was fixed on the strange device in the corner of the Senate hall as they entered. It extended from floor to ceiling, and gave off a soft light blue glow. There was a gap between the two pieces of what appeared to be metal that stretched form the ceiling and the floor. This gap was bathed in the soft blue light. The exterior was smooth and unbroken, strange symbols engraved into the shiny metal.

“What is that?” Martin asked. “I’ve never seen that before.”


Theron moved to a panel near the object and pressed a button. Four solid steel panels descended from the ceiling sealing the strange object behind it, cutting off the light that emanated from it. “That is your test sire.” He spoke. 


“Excuse me?”


“When the time comes for you to take the throne, you will have to be branded as King with your own Shi Viska. This is identical to the Centurion’s brander at Thermopylae. You are not ready yet.” Theron answered.


“That’s some pretty advanced looking machinery.” Martin spoke. “Who built that?”


“It was not built Milord.” Theron answered. “It was placed here twenty-three centuries ago by the ghosts of dead Kings.”


Martin looked at him, “Ghosts? Theron… I’m no fool.”


“I speak the truth!” Theron snapped. “It was not here one day, the next it was here! Four members of the Line of Leonidas have been tested, mostly distant blood relatives.”


“And what happened?” Martin asked.


“They failed.” Theron spoke matter of factly. “They were among the descendants that Dymas protected.”


“So where are they?” Martin asked as Theron took his arm gently and led him away from the now hidden device.


“They did not survive the test.” Theron spoke.


Theron did not speak again and Martin turned to look back at the sections of wall that now covered the strange device. He had never seen anything like it, and now he didn’t know if he wanted too.

EDEN


Tarifa lay on the couch in their apartment, her head resting on Aihola’s thigh. She sat against the arm of the couch, her opposite leg pulled up to her chest. They were both reading data pads Dekton had given them on Spartan history. Alone in their quarters neither of them wore much in the way of clothing. They were wearing identical white robes that stretched to the floor in length, the fabric thick enough not to be transparent, but not leaving much else to the imagination. Neither of them wore undergarments. Aihola’s left hand held the data pad, a mug of Dekton’s tea perched on the arm of the couch, while her right hand casually stroked the skin of Tarifa’s shoulder and down between her full breasts. It was the caress of a lover with no sexual overtones to it, who was confident in the completeness of her feelings and the feelings of her partner.


“He did not lie to us Nya Istel.” Tarifa spoke, letting the data pad she read rest on top of her stomach. “They were a brutal people.”


“What are you reading?” Aihola asked.


“The musings of an ancient Greek Historian…” Tarifa looked at the pad, “A Hecataeus. He lived in the time of Martin’s ancestor… this King Leonidas. He states several times that the Spartans were well known for their cruelty and even brutality, but in one passage he states that it was as if the Spartans knew something everyone else did not, as they fought with a fierceness never before seen.” Tarifa turned her head a little to the side. “That would explain why they did what they did. If they were all Werewolves and they knew they were fighting vampires, of course they would fight harder.”


Aihola glanced at her quickly. “I have been reading about Leonidas my love.” She spoke. “It is fascinating.”


Tarifa rolled over onto her stomach and looked at Aihola. “Tell me.”


“There are two histories really, and if you hold them together, one is the Spartan’s own account of events, the other is the account of other historians, and the more well known in the history of the world.” Aihola spoke. 


“Tell me something.” Tarifa asked.


“This is of the Spartan account when describing Leonidas.” Aihola spoke, “A Spartan of perfect physique and perfect mind. A brilliant tactician who would give the enemy only one option and that was death. Hatred flowed through his veins for our ancient enemy, as palpable as the rising sun. A King loved by his men, and who loved them in return. Never shirking duty or combat, always standing with his men in the thick of battle.” Aihola looked at her. “It goes on to say that he was one of the first to fall in that last attack at this Battle of Thermopylae. The remaining Spartans and their squires fought for three hours defending his corpse such was the love they had for their King.”


“They died… they died to protect his body?” Tarifa asked in awe.


Aihola nodded. “That was the devotion he received from his men.” She spoke softly. “Dekton says it was Leonidas who refused the vampires when they came to take their people. It was he who started the rebellion that continues to this day.”


“I have seen this devotion to Martin from Danny and the others.” Tarifa spoke softly. “His dry humor usually subdued it… but you could see in their eyes their love for him. What does he look like… as a wolf Nya Istel?”


Aihola met her gaze. “His… his fur is as black as the night, yet even though I didn’t touch it, I could see the softness of it in the sunlight. He stood half as tall as me at the shoulders. Three times the size of the largest wild wolf I have ever seen. And his eyes, yellow gold orbs that could seize your heart with their glare.”

“What do you think Dekton looks like?” She asked.


Aihola grinned, “With or without clothes?” She asked. 


Tarifa laughed. “He is not as muscular as Martin, but his body is like… like it was cut from granite.”


“Cut from granite and chiseled to perfection.” Aihola added. “My love… he said that… he said that we are as one. That there is not you without me, or me without you.”


Tarifa nodded. “Yes.”


“Do you desire him as strongly as I do Tarifa?” Aihola asked her.


“Does his presence make your whole body tingle?” Tarifa asked. “Does his voice make your knees weak? Does the gaze of his eyes send electric jolts of pleasure through you?” Tarifa nodded. “If that is what you mean, then yes. I desire him just as badly as you.”


“What do we do?” Aihola asked. “I have… I have never desired a man so completely my love.”


“I thought after Martin that I would feel the same but… Dekton is different.” Tarifa spoke. “It is a different sensation altogether than what I felt for Martin.”


“Do you… do you think he is as large as Lynwe?” Aihola asked, her voice sounding hopeful.


“I don’t think anyone could be as large as Lynwe.” Tarifa said with a smile. “I don’t know how large he could be… but I know when I look into his eyes and I see him wanting to possess me, to take me, it is a feeling I wish to be lost in. It is no different than how he looks at you Nya Istel.”

Aihola nodded slowly. “Yes… and I find that affect thrilling to say the least, just as you do. Do you think he… do you think he wants us as badly as we want him?”


Tarifa smiled in agreement. “You’ll get no disagreement from me on the affect he has on us.” She replied looking at her. “And I hope with all my heart as you do, that he wants us as badly as we desire him.”

“We should…” Aihola started.


Tarifa! Little Drow! Dekton’s thoughts and voice filled their minds.

Tarifa and Aihola both sat up straight. He had sworn to them he would never block them from his surface thoughts again. His mind was his own, and all they need do is knock on his shields and he would answer, no matter what he was doing. They agreed to do the same, but now his voice cut through the shields he had helped them erect, and while it did not sound frightened or hurried, it did sound urgent.


Dekton what is it? Tarifa asked.


Your heart races Dekton! What is wrong? Aihola echoed.


Arm yourselves with some clothing and join me outside if you would. He told them. I have something to show you.


We can come down right now. Tarifa said rising slowly from the couch.

While I’m sure that many others would enjoy the show, I would prefer not to have either of you flashing the Guard Force, and allowing others to see what I wish to claim for my own. Dekton replied softly but confidently. 


Tarifa and Aihola looked at each other in their apartment, and Aihola squeezed her hand as a smile spread across her face.


You presume much Spartan. Tarifa tried to sound Queen like and knew she failed miserably when Aihola made a bored face at her and rolled her eyes.


I am an Alpha wolf Tarifa, like my King… and no one has ever accused me of being shy when I want something. I am on the hunt… for the two of you. And I won’t be denied. Dekton answered.


What is so important Dekton? Aihola asked.


We have found Telan.


Lynwe’s heart was pounding, the blood pulsing through her veins unlike any other time in her life, and the cause of that was withering beneath her. Selene had practically ran out of the Command Center after her last meeting with Dekton to help her and Lynwe establish and begin to learn to control the telepathic link that was now open between them. It was an incredible experience to say the least as they could speak to one another within their minds now, feel what the other was feeling and to Selene it was the ultimate sign of trust and love. She had grabbed Lynwe’s hand as they climbed into the hover car, squeezing it the entire way to her apartment. Even then, Lynwe could sense the desire and need wafting from Selene’s blood. They had made it into her apartment and Selene was in her arms before the door was even closed. 

That was two hours ago, and now Lynwe was stroking deeply into Selene’s velvet warmth, her teeth clenched, holding back the desire to simply pound herself into Selene’s tight body. As Aihola and Tarifa had taught her, she was using long slow strokes of her throbbing cock to drive Selene mad with pleasure. Already she had erupted in four orgasms, the second more powerful than the first and the last more powerful than the previous. Lynwe had already filled her twice with her own passion, exploding deep in Selene’s belly and womb, her come filling her so completely that it leaked from around her thick shaft, coating their lower bodies with their combined juices. And Selene had clutched at her powerful shoulders and howled in delight each and every time, lavishing her face and lips with kisses and small nibbles on her skin. Lynwe was rapidly building to another orgasm, more powerful than any others. Selene’s pussy was the tightest embrace she had ever experienced, and her petite five foot two frame fit perfectly against her body. Her huge breasts were crushed against Selene’s back as Lynwe moved only her hips to thrust all fourteen inches of her thick ebony Drow cock as deeply into Selene as she could. She was gentle and caring now, her hands stroking Selene’s flesh, pinching her super hard nipples, and her fingers dancing across Selene’s rock hard clit.


Selene was in a world she had never been in before. A world of pleasure that she never in her wildest dreams imagined could exist. All the times with Deval’s vile hands on her, the rape on EDEN, all of that was washed away the first time Lynwe exploded into her belly filling her with scorching hot come. At that moment Selene became Lynwe’s, just as she predicted. The pleasure hadn’t stopped even after Selene had come harder than ever before. Lynwe’s huge cock, almost obsidian in color and larger than anything Selene had ever seen remained hard as iron buried within her belly. She had expected the Drow to dominate her, take her quickly and powerfully, claiming her as her property. Instead Lynwe had fucked her senseless with long slow strokes that utterly filled her in a way nothing ever had. Each downward plunge and Lynwe banged against her womb, each backward movement leaving her feeling empty and abandoned. She could feel every delicious pulse of Lynwe’s huge Drow cock inside her, stretching her tight pussy as the veins pressed against the walls of her dripping center. Selene hadn’t stopped coming since Lynwe had stolen her soul with the first plunge and she felt her heated balls press against her ass cheeks. Lynwe’s strong hands were everywhere, caressing her flesh, pinching her burning hot nipples, her long powerful fingers lightly pinching her unhooded and painfully erect clit sending molten lava through her veins at the pleasure. Selene swore to herself that she was going to kiss whoever taught Lynwe how to make love with such skill.

She turned her face sideways against the sheets, her eyes heavy with passion, her tongue running across her lips to moisten them as Lynwe plunged deep once more. Selene reached back with her hands and grabbed her powerful hips, holding her in place, relishing the feel of such a huge cock filling her belly with this agonizing pleasure.


“Your… your lips!” Selene gasped. “Kiss… kiss me Lynwe! I beg you!” Selene shuddered as a miniature orgasm flooded through her, causing her skin to heat even further.


This time Lynwe did not pause. While remaining buried completely in her lover, Lynwe lifted Selene’s left leg and slowly began to turn her. Selene’s mouth opened in a silent gasp as the pleasure of this movement caused stars to erupt in her vision. Lynwe had learned the pleasures of kissing from Tarifa and Aihola, and Selene’s lips tasted of sweet strawberries. Once she had her turned completely, Lynwe leaned back drawing Selene up with her until their breasts crushed against each other and Selene’s arms wrapped around her shoulders and she cried out as she sank even deeper on Lynwe’s dominating shaft. She wrapped her legs around Lynwe’s waist as she settled back onto the bed and brought her lips to Selene’s.

Their kiss was a rapturous tango of love and feeling, Lynwe’s tongue plunging between Selene’s lips plundering and taking once more. Selene grunted with unabashed delight each time Lynwe thrust upward with her hips spearing her completely. She could feel Lynwe’s huge balls pressed tightly to her ass cheeks, overflowing and begging for release. Selene wanted her to fill her with her essence; she wanted to feel Lynwe’s come blasting even more deeply into her body than ever before. She clenched her stomach muscles, and squeezed her pussy around Lynwe’s shaft as hard as she could.


Lynwe’s lips tore away from hers, her head flying back as the pleasure surged from her like a tidal wave. Her cock grew impossibly huge, her balls tightening in preparation of her release. 


Selene’s steel blue eyes watched with half lidded pleasure, Lynwe’s beautiful face contorted in bliss. She looked at the line of her beautiful neck, leading down to her shoulders, the curve of her elfin ears, the vein pulsing along the side of her neck in exertion. Selene felt a warm sensation sweep her as she watched that vein under Lynwe’s delicious skin. The warmth spread, growing hotter and hotter, spreading away from her belly, and quickly reaching every one of her limbs sending enchanting jolts of pleasure throughout her body. Selene felt a splash of warm liquid in her mouth, a sharp pain in her gums and two long fangs appeared from beneath her lips. Her steel blue eyes quickly changed to cobalt blue outlined in a thin black ring. These eyes watched the vein in Lynwe’s neck with hunger. Her cobalt blue eyes grew wide as she lowered her lips to Lynwe’s delectable neck and with barely any hesitation she sank her fangs into the pulsing vein.


Lynwe’s amber eyes flew open at the flash of pain in her neck and then the most impossible surge of pleasure roared through her, pounding in her veins and behind her eyes. She screamed as her huge cock swelled almost painfully and she erupted into Selene’s milking pussy as her lover fed on her warm blood.

Selene’s cobalt blue eyes were open equally as wide as she drank Lynwe’s mouth-watering coconut tasting blood, the pleasure ripping through her like a runaway freight train as she too came, her come squirting out around Lynwe’s erupting shaft, soaking both of them as well as the bed sheets. She felt Lynwe’s arms crush her close and Selene reciprocated, her cobalt blue eyes closing in bliss as she fed.


Tarifa and Aihola had quickly changed into gray fatigues and the Spartan body armor that Dekton had provided to them the day before. The armor conformed to their figures like gloves, protecting them fully, but leaving no doubt of their feminine appeal. They had seen Dekton’s dark eyes gaze upon them with approval and hunger as they exited the building, and the hunger they saw made both of them gasp as he hit them with his full radiating aura. His desire for them was like a living thing, swarming around them, turning the air thick with want and passion. He pulled it back in quickly so as not to overwhelm them, and when they looked at him again, he saw in their eyes the same desire for him that he bore for them.

They stepped up to him quickly, their hands reaching out to take his arms as they looked up into his eyes.


“Dekton?” Aihola spoke softly.

He looked down quickly. “Forgive me… I should not have done that.”


Tarifa let her hand slip into his as she stepped close to him, Aihola doing the same. “I think Aihola and I would very much like to explore this Dekton. If… if that is what you wish.” She spoke softly.


Dekton looked at her for a long moment and then his eyes turned to Aihola. He saw the same want in her amber eyes that he saw in Tarifa’s. “I believe I would like that very much.” He spoke finally a small smile breaking across his face for a brief moment before that mask came back down. “Shall we go visit Telan?” He asked.

They rode in silence to the Western District, all of them admiring all that had been accomplished in so short a time, and fighting the new feelings sweeping through them. Eden was continuing to build, spreading out further and further, the mountains surrounding the city on all sides in the distance. Dekton was surprised at how much it reminded him of Sparta.


The Hopper took only minutes to reach the row of new one story apartments, and Tarifa and Aihola could see the four Hoppers already parked outside, a dozen of Eden’s troops guarding the perimeter. Their driver pulled up to the row of apartments and Dekton opened the door first, getting out slowly, his eyes sweeping the area even though he knew it was securely locked down. He finally motioned Aihola and Tarifa out, and they exited the Hopper and followed Dekton to the apartment currently being guarded by three soldiers.

“These buildings are new, built within the last two months.” Tarifa commented, looking at Dekton. “How is it he came here?”

“This apartment is owned by a single mother.” Dekton spoke. “She and her two children are next door. Telan was holding her children hostage, forcing her to be his courier and message taker. She is the one who arranged for the attack on you and Aihola.”


“Her… her children?” Aihola asked quickly.


“They are fine.” Dekton told them as they reached the door. “It appears someone besides us was also looking for Telan. They found him first.”


Tarifa and Aihola looked at him as they entered the apartment. They smell of piss and shit hit them first, and they turned their heads as their eyes adjusted to the dim light in the room and they saw Telan. His naked body was stretched out on the floor; his eyes open wide in death, his throat slit open. The slice reached form one side of his neck to the other, a large pool of blood on the floor beneath him.


Tarifa and Aihola had both seen death before many times, but it appeared as if Telan had taken a long time to die. His left arm and right leg were twisted at odd angles, the bones surely shattered, small bulges under his pants and shirt indicating they had burst through his skin. Aihola moved close to the body, squatting next to him, her amber eyes inspecting the scene, while Tarifa looked carefully around the room. Dekton merely watched them with approval. His King had been right about them; they were extremely intelligent and moved with a single purpose as if their minds were merged into a single entity. Tarifa was using her acute elf vision, enhanced by the wolf DNA in her body, to search the darkness, while Aihola used her elf and vampire senses to inspect the area around Telan’s body.

“No human did this.” Aihola spoke softly. “The strength it would take to shatter his bones like this only an elf, vampire or Werewolf possesses.”


“There does not appear to be any signs of forced entry.” Tarifa spoke turning to Dekton. “Who found the body?”


“The woman he had been using.” Dekton replied. “Her children were unharmed, locked into a closet.”


“Locked inside?” Tarifa asked. “That is odd… why would an assassin do that?”


“They wouldn’t…” Aihola spoke, rising back to her feet, “Unless they did not wish to harm the children.”


“An honorable assassin?” Tarifa asked looking at her. “Who would…?” Tarifa stopped and both she and Aihola suddenly became tense. She turned to Dekton. “Has anyone been in this apartment since the woman discovered the body?”


Dekton shook his head, sensing their apprehension. “All the exits have been covered from the moment we arrived.”

Nya Istel? Tarifa reached out with her mind, including both Aihola and Dekton.


A Drow did this. Aihola replied with hesitation. It smacks of our training. Incapacitate your opponent and then slit their throat.


Dekton let fly with all of his wolf senses, Could it be one of the Drow that follow you Little One? He asked.


No. Tari and Lynwe trained them well. They would not have done this without orders from me. Aihola answered.


They both sensed Dekton become a little tenser and they turned to look at him. What is it?


A strange scent, so faint I did not detect it before. It is not a scent I recognize, and it is not something… there! Dekton didn’t move a muscle as he felt the slightest brush of a breeze flash over his face. We are being watched from the landing above us. Aihola… your vampire hearing is far keener in enclosed spaces than mine. Reach out.


Aihola closed her eyes and did so, reaching out. She could detect Tarifa’s familiar heartbeat, like the purring of a cat, in tune exactly with Aihola’s own heart. Dekton’s heart beat with a slow steady rumble of a perfectly synchronized engine. There… a faint but steady heartbeat above them as he said. Not fearful… not anxious… but calm and cool.


Above us. Aihola told them, Pressed into the shadows. It is an elf heart, but it beats with a smooth rhythm. Whoever is there is not fearful, but curious.


Then perhaps it is time to make them fearful. They obviously do not know who it is they are watching. Dekton told them. “I will check the perimeter.” He spoke out loud now turning and exiting the apartment.


Tarifa moved up next to Aihola. “What do you think Nya Istel?” Tarifa asked in a normal voice. “Who would want to kill Telan more than you or I?”


She watched them tucked into the shadows as she was. She was beyond beautiful as the rumors had said. And the High Elf Queen called her My Light. That too had been truthful. They shared a relationship with each other. The large human male had entered with them, something about him strange in a way she had never seen from a human. He looked fearsome, but he was only a human, and she could easily dispose of him if need be. The two Queens she was not so sure of. They were alert and light footed by their stances, and they seemed to be searching the room for something. They could not see her she was sure, but what could they be looking for. 

The rumors that had reached their home said this Drow Queen was stronger than normal, with extremely advanced fighting skills. She had heard of the attack against them and how the two of them had dispatched five would be assassins that the pig she had killed sent against them. That bespoke of exceptional fighting skills, fighting skills that a High Elf Queen should not have. And the rumor that they were lovers was confirmed for her when they took hands in a way that normal friends do not.

The Elders would be…

Perhaps you should learn more about your targets before attempting to spy on them. The male voice hissed at her from inside her mind.

Her head snapped around and her amber eyes went wide when she saw the glittering green eyes spattered with gold staring back at her from no more than three feet away. She saw the flash of long razor sharp white fangs and despite all her training and control, the Drow screamed.

Tarifa and Aihola wondered had wondered what Dekton looked like as a wolf, and the answer to that question came when they heard the scream of surprise and the low menacing growl just before the railing above them splintered and the large dark brown wolf came barreling over the edge, riding the body of the figure down the eight feet to the floor below.

Dekton landed nimbly, his paws touching lightly as he twisted his tail to balance himself, and he snapped around, his two hundred pounds of wolf muscle and sinew responding instantly. Dekton felt alive, as it had been some time since he had changed, and now everything was more alive to him. In a split second the scents of both Tarifa and Aihola seared into his mind, and his eyes fell upon them. They looked at him in surprise and shock, but he saw no fear, and that pleased him far more than he would ever tell them.


The Drow landed harder than him, the air rushing from her lungs as she crashed into the small table beside Telan’s body, the table shattering under her weight. She was a Drow Assassin however and trained to react instantly to anything. Her amber eyes snapped open immediately and she began to rise even as her body screamed in protest. She froze when she heard the low growl coming from next to her left ear. Slowly she turned her head and looked once more into the gold spattered green eyes of the brown wolf only inches from her neck. His muzzle displayed rows of teeth that would shred her instantly should she move another muscle, the rumbling of his breathing even and sure.


“I would not move if I were you.” Aihola’s voice spoke softly. She appeared to one side of the large wolf. “I have never seen him in this form before, and I don’t know if I can control him.”


Tarifa was entranced by Dekton’s wolf form. The armor he had worn in human form had stretched or shrank to fit his thickly muscled wolf body, but since he did not wear his helm, the thick hair on the back of his neck was free and with awestruck slowness, Tarifa lowered her hand to his neck, feeling the rich lush softness of his brown wolf hair. She felt a powerful tingle sweep through her for only a second and knew it was Dekton showering her with his desire. Her hand found Aihola’s in the tangle of his thick fur, their fingers entwining and they both could feel Dekton’s chest rumble in approval at their touch on him.

The Drow warrior moved her hand slightly but froze once more when the massive wolf growled savagely, and the barrel of the K12 centered on her nose, clutched in the hand Tarifa did not have gripping Dekton’s fur. The blade of the small knife pressed against her throat in the hand Aihola did not have on Dekton’s fur.
“That would be the most unintelligent thing you have ever done.” Aihola’s voice spoke in a firm deadly tone. “Even if you were to dodge my blade and Tarifa’s weapon, do you believe for a second that our love would allow you to take another breath without tearing your face from your body?”

The Drow looked at Aihola and the way she held one hand on the massive wolf beside her. That wolf had not taken those eyes from her, and they looked as they would rather eat her then talk with her.

“I… I am not your enemy.” The Drow spoke softly.

Aihola reached out and pushed back fully the hood she wore, exposing the short shimmering white hair of the Drow. “Are you so sure?”

Tarifa leaned forward, her K12 never moving more than a millimeter from where it was pointed at her nose. The Drow could smell the gunpowder from the barrel it was so close to her flesh. “Who are you?” Tarifa asked, her sapphire colored eyes blazing, now fully changed into sapphire ringed in black, the tips of her fangs fully exposed from beneath her lips. “And know that if you speak lies to us, Dekton here will peel the flesh from your bones with his teeth, and enjoy doing it.”

I would do no such thing! Dekton’s voice filled her thoughts.

Play along here Dekton. Tarifa answered.

“I… I was sent by the Drow Elders!” The young female spoke quickly, “To… to kill this insolent pig for… for attempting to kill you… my Queen.” She spoke the last part looking directly at Aihola.

“There are no more Drow Elders!” Aihola spat viciously. “They were butchered with all that remained of our people by the Alliance over a hundred years ago! The only remaining Drow are those who serve now, here in Eden!” Aihola dug the blade deeper against her throat and Dekton growled once more, placing his huge paw on the Drow’s chest as if making for her throat. “Try again assassin!”

“No!” The Drow gasped. “Two… two Elders survived the attack! They gathered several hundred of our people and went into hiding! We have… we have lived there since the attack that destroyed our people! Waiting.”

“Waiting for what?” Tarifa asked.

“Waiting for the return of our Queen,” The young female spoke, looking from Tarifa to Aihola.

There was a flash of soft white/blue light as Dekton shifted easily back to human form, watching the Drow’s eyes go wide in horror. “She speaks the truth.” He spoke. “There is no scent of a lie in her pores.”

Even back in human form, neither Aihola nor Tarifa made to remove their hands from Dekton’s neck and shoulder as he was squatting between them.

“By… by the gods!” The Drow gasped her eyes on Dekton. “What… what are you?”

Dekton smiled, his eyes now back to normal, “Something from your nightmares young Drow.” He spoke. 

The elf soldier burst into the apartment, his finger pressed tightly to his ear. “Captain Dekton! We’re getting a report from Lynwe’s emergency beacon. It has been triggered.”
Dekton came to his feet quickly, “Little One?” He spoke looking at Aihola.

Aihola nodded. “You and Tarifa go! Quickly Dekton, I will be fine.”

“Nya Istel are you sure?” Tarifa asked.

Aihola nodded. “Leave a detachment here to clean this up.” She spoke. “Go my love! Lynwe would not have triggered her beacon without cause!”

Dekton nodded and looked at the elf. “Stay with her. Shoot first… ask questions later.” He spoke before taking Tarifa’s hand and running out of the building.


Selene looked up as the door to her apartment opened. Tears clouded her eyes, blood staining her lips, as she cradled Lynwe in her arms. Blood pooled lazily around them, both of them still very naked. Lynwe’s utility belt lay in the blood surrounding them, the twin puncture marks on her throat still pulsing blood out, oozing across her skin. Selene’s cobalt blue eyes saw Dekton enter first, his P190 leading his large body around the corner.

“Dekton!” Selene screamed. “Help me! Please help me!”


Dekton’s eyes took in the scene immediately and went wide. Tarifa was next in the door, her K12 out and sweeping, but she stopped when she saw Dekton throw his P190 across the floor and go sliding across the blood slick tile to Lynwe’s body.


“Selene!” He gasped.


“I… I don’t know… I don’t know what happen!” She cried out hugging Lynwe’s body tightly. “I can’t wake her up! And she won’t stop bleeding! Help me! I can’t lose her!”


Tarifa’s eyes were wide in alarm and they grew even wider when she saw Selene’s eyes, the blood on her lips and the tips of the vampire fangs extending from her lips. She brought the K12 up quickly.


“Dekton get back!” Tarifa screamed.


“No!” Dekton yelled. “Help me here!” He looked at her, “Quickly Tarifa!”


Tarifa didn’t question him and moved to his side. “What… what is going on?”


Dekton looked at her, “I will explain later! I have… I have seen this before… in … in my daughters.” He turned away from her and looked at Lynwe, ignoring the fact that she was completely naked, her entire body exposed for his eyes to see. Her cock was limp and rested against her thigh. Even her dark skin was pale with blood loss. He pressed his fingers to her neck, searching for a pulse. “She’s still alive.” He said.


“She won’t wake up!” Selene screamed. “Lynwe wake up please!”


Dekton reached out and took her hand. “Selene!” He yelled. Her head snapped around to look at him. “Take a deep breath Selene and listen to me! Remember what I told you this afternoon? Do you remember?”

Selene nodded quickly. “Yes… yes!”


“I meant every word Selene!” Dekton told her. “Trust me now! Only your salvia will seal the wound. You must lick the wound child.”


Selene didn’t hesitate and lowered her head to Lynwe’s neck. Tarifa made to yank her off. “Dekton no!” She screamed. “She’ll kill her!”


His arm stopped her. “I told you I would explain to you and I will! Trust me Tarifa!” He spoke.


Tarifa looked at him, eyes wide. “She… she is a vampire!”


Dekton nodded. “But she is not our enemy!” He spoke in reply. “And it was you and Aihola who made me see this. Gather some clothes for them both. Quickly.”


Tarifa glanced at him once more before rising to her feet and going to the bedroom. Dekton turned back just as Selene lifted her head, her lips stained with fresh blood, but the puncture wounds on Lynwe’s neck now sealed. He nodded. “Good.” He spoke looking at Selene. “She will live Selene.” His voice was soft and firm. “You will not lose her this night child. Take deep breaths, you must calm yourself.” 


Selene looked at him, gripping his arm tightly and forced herself to take lung filling breaths, exhaling loudly. She felt her fangs retract into her gums and Dekton saw her eyes return to normal. 


“Good.” Dekton spoke. “Good. We will take her to the clinic. She will be fine. I will carry her, and you will stay right next to Tarifa. Ok.”


Selene looked up as Tarifa came back in with loose clothing and knelt next to her. “Put this on Selene.” She said. She looked at Dekton as he spread the blanket over Lynwe’s naked flesh. “We will protect you Selene.” She finished, helping her to dress.

Tarifa and Aihola looked through the glass into the small room of the clinic. Lynwe was sleeping peacefully, the IV of blood dripping directly into her arm. Selene sat next to her in the chair, her red hair spread across Lynwe’s sheet covered abdomen, her head resting on the side of the bed. They felt the tremor against their shields, the same tremor they felt whenever Dekton was close to them. They turned as he came up to them, his armor and uniform still covered in dried blood.


“Dekton… what is going on?” Tarifa asked him as they turned.


“Lynwe bit her this afternoon.” Dekton explained. “They came to see me almost immediately afterwards. That is why she did not go to her final meetings.”


“They were with you?” Aihola asked. “That is why you wouldn’t answer us?”


Dekton nodded. “Once Lynwe took her blood, many of Selene’s memories became hers. Among these memories were several times with some Alliance Minister named Deval. Do you know him?”


Tarifa and Aihola both nodded. “He is a senior Minister, second only in power to the Vampire Priestess.” Aihola spoke.

“Well apparently he is also a vampire.” Dekton spoke. “A Pureblood, which means he is the product of a union of two vampires.”


“How… how can that be?” Tarifa asked. “I thought… I thought vampires were undead.”


Dekton nodded. “The turned ones are. The Purebloods are something different. Warm blooded, able to have children, they can survive for longer periods without feeding.”


“This Deval turned her?” Tarifa asked. “How could she not know?”


“The same way my daughters did not know of their vampire heritage until my wife and I told them. Then they took mates and discovered it in much the same way as Selene has. The difference is they knew what could happen and were prepared for it. Selene was not.” He took a deep breath. “Purebloods have the ability to make their genes dormant for extended periods of time. The infected person will not even know they are a vampire until the moment it happens. Moments of extreme pleasure or stress will trigger the change, and the very first instinct they will have is to feed.”


“But Selene… she has been under stress before.” Tarifa spoke, “The rape on EDEN? Why didn’t that force the change?”


“The drugs Graham used on her suppressed the change.” Dekton answered. “The times with Deval only reinforced his control on her. When Graham bit her… it triggered the first stages of the change. When she and Lynwe were… when she and Lynwe were making love… the pleasure she was experiencing triggered the complete change. I told her this might happen and to be careful.”

“But if she is a full vampire… how…” Aihola started.


“When you are turned by a Pureblood the strain grows weaker with each person turned.” Dekton explained. “Based on what my wife told me… the first individual and perhaps even the second depending on the power of the vampire, the first one or two turned by a Pureblood will remain essentially human and while their tolerance for the sun will depend on the age of the person who bit them, the older a vampire is the more they become resistant to the sun, they would be able to call upon their vampire skills basically at will. It is really no different than Shifters, or Werewolves. Purebloods are the most powerful; it is why your relationship with the king granted you skills not normal to an elf Tarifa. It is why Anja and Dysea are as powerful as they now are, even in wolf form. The virus strains in the King’s blood are that of Leonidas… one of the very first Purebloods, therefore far more powerful.”


“So Selene is one of the first people this Deval has turned?” Tarifa asked.


Dekton nodded. “Yes… but he was stupid to leave her memories intact.” He said. “Normally a Pureblood will erase the memories of how they turned a person. In Selene’s case, Deval either didn’t erase those memories because he thought he would always have her, or he was ignorant or just plain forgot. Her memories of him are very vivid, and based on what her morals and values are; she still retains her hatred of him.”

“Lynwe discovered all this just by tasting her blood?” Tarifa asked.


“It is not the same as you and Aihola.” Dekton spoke. “The more you explore that ability, the greater your connection will become. It is why… it is why you can not be one without the other now.” He looked at them. “Selene was bitten by a Pureblood, making her blood more powerful, which then makes the connection almost instantaneous.”


“Lynwe!” Aihola spoke. “Will she…”


Dekton nodded slowly. “Yes.” He answered softly. “Once she wakes up, she will be a full fledged vampire, much the same as Selene. And like Selene, she will retain all the memories of what happened. She knew this when she left me this afternoon. She didn’t care as long as Selene was hers and she was Selene’s.”


“Dekton how could you… why didn’t you tell us this immediately?” Tarifa gasped. 


“You and Aihola had already left when we finished.” He replied. “When I tried to probe you and let you know, both of you were… you were otherwise engaged.” He said with a sheepish grin.


Tarifa and Aihola blushed. “You… you knew that?” Aihola spoke.


“And felt it.” He said with a small smile. “I taught you how to block yourselves from others, including me, but I underestimated the depth of your love for each other, and… and your feelings for me.”


“What?” They gasped together.


“Our telepathic link will always be stronger because I was the one who initiated the connection between the two of you and myself.” Dekton told them. “You are able to block most of your thoughts from me, but in the grips of… the intensity of the passion you share for each other makes your shields weaker, and then it bleeds over to me.”


“So you felt… you felt our passion through our connection?” Aihola asked.


Dekton looked embarrassed and his eyes dropped to the floor. “Yes. By the time I was focused enough to attempt to contact you and explain to you what had happened, I was notified of Telan.”


“Dekton…” Tarifa began.


He looked at them. “My blood has not burned like this in over two centuries.” He said softly. “And it burns for both of you equally. We will need to decide how to deal with this before it gets much stronger.”

Tarifa and Aihola felt a flash of that desire for them before he clamped his psychic shields down firmly and took a deep breath. They did the same thing quickly, knowing this was not the place to discuss it.


“I placed the Drow who killed Telan in a holding cell for the moment.” Aihola spoke. “She would not reveal a whole lot of information, but I believe that is due to her reaction at seeing you in your wolf form. I will speak with her tomorrow at length.”


“The better question now is how do we deal with this?” Tarifa asked. “Do we continue with the plan? Graham is supposed to visit Selene tomorrow night.”


“I believe we leave that up to Lynwe and Selene.” Dekton replied. “Lynwe will be fine by the morning, and Selene needs to be with her.”


Tarifa looked at him. “You did not react in the way I would have expected you to react when you realized what Selene was.”


Dekton met her eyes. “No. Like my King I believe my time with the two of you is tempering my natural hatred for the vampires. That I desire you as much as I do Little Drow is the biggest sign of that.” He looked at them. “The hatred is still there, and it burns deep, but I’m beginning to see that not all those infected by those vile creatures are happy about it. That gives me hope.”


Aihola looked at him. “Hope for what?”


Dekton met her eyes. “Hope for the future!”


Lynwe’s eyes fluttered open slowly, lifting her arm to block the bright lights of the clinic room. The memories of the previous night came rushing back to her and she sat up quickly.


“Selene!” Her raspy voice called out.


Lynwe winced at the tug of pain in her arm and she turned to see the IV of blood connected to her. She reached forward to yank it out.


“No!” Selene’s voice echoed. She moved forward from the door quickly, carrying the small mug of tea. She had changed into a plain gray jumpsuit, her hair tied back. She set the tea on the small table and reached for Lynwe’s arm. “Leave it be.”


Lynwe reached for her head and pulled her down for a blistering kiss that Selene surrendered to without hesitation. Neither of them heard Tarifa and Aihola come into the room, Dekton right behind them. They watched as they parted from the kiss and Selene stroked her cheek.


“I… I almost killed you.” She spoke softly, small tears rolling down her cheeks.


“No… you…” Lynwe began but Dekton stepped up to the bed.


“Yes she did Lynwe.” He spoke firmly. “I told you both you would need to be mindful of your actions until the change in Selene took place fully. You ignored my warnings, and she bit you in your jugular. If not for the natural properties of her salvia, closing the wounds as much as they did, you would be dead. I told you to be careful. Selene was so panicked she forgot to coat the bite with her tongue and you continued to bleed until I arrived. A few more minutes and we would not have been able to revive you.”


Selene’s head dropped to Lynwe’s chest as she wept gently, Lynwe’s arm going around her protectively. “I’m so sorry.” Selene spoke her words muffled but clear enough.


“I… I don’t feel any different.” Lynwe said softly.


“And you won’t, until you call on those strengths.” Dekton spoke. “Your strength will be doubled, your stamina increased, most of your senses will be beyond what you are used too. You both have the blood of a Pureblood vampire in you, and we don’t know exactly how old this Deval is, so you will need to be careful over the next few weeks in discovering your new abilities.”


Lynwe looked at Aihola and Tarifa. “Forgive… forgive me.” She said. “I… I did not want to lose her.”


Aihola took her hand. “What is done is done.” She spoke. “Next time however, do let us know what is going through that crazy head of yours. When Tarifa first saw you she almost went into shock.”


Tarifa came up next to Aihola and placed her hand on Lynwe’s shoulder. “You must trust us Lynwe, both of you.”


“This alters our plans doesn’t it?” Lynwe said, feeling Selene’s head come up as well.


“That depends on the two of you from what Dekton tells us.” Aihola spoke.


Lynwe and Selene looked at him. “What do you mean?”


“I think the question of how you feel for one another is apparent.” Dekton spoke, looking at them. “The question remains… are your feelings for each other deep enough to go through with the original plan without one or both of you becoming enraged and ripping Graham to pieces.”


“This is not an easy decision Lynwe.” Aihola said, “For either of you. We will keep this secret from all who need not know… but Martin will need to know. What you need to decide now is do you go through with the plan or not. We will support you in any decision you make. There is a transport waiting right now to take you to Dienekes’s location where you can explore what you have… including your skills.”


“And if we go… we lose any chance of getting the information Graham may or may not have in his putrid head.” Selene spoke.


“We are not willing to make you do this Selene.” Tarifa said. “The decision is yours and Lynwe’s now.”


“The… the King will be enraged.” Lynwe said softly.


“We can handle Martin, and given what he knows and thinks of you and Tari and the Drow already, I doubt this will change his mind in the least.” Aihola spoke.  


Lynwe looked at Dekton, her eyes searching. He smiled at her. “You forget Lynwe… you have seen my thoughts and you know my mate was part vampire. That did not make me love her any less. I will tell the King.”


“I’m tired of being used.” Selene spoke her voice strong and determined. “I have Lynwe now, and nothing that vile excuse for a man does to me will matter as long as I have her.”


Tarifa looked at Lynwe. “Will you be able to hold your rage at what you might see Lynwe?”


“If Selene can endure his disgusting touch for the good of us all, then I will stay my hand until the time is right.” She spoke. “But when we determine what it is he is doing, his sick life is mine to end.”


The finality in her words was very evident and everyone nodded without hesitation.


“We have much to do.” Dekton spoke. “And I need to give you more instruction to better telepathically shield what you know and what has happened here.”


Aihola nodded. “And we have a Drow to question my love.” She spoke.


Lynwe looked at her. “A Drow? What has happened?”


“We found Telan last night.” Tarifa spoke. “Regretfully someone took the pleasure of killing him away from us. But we did discover that there are other Drow that survived the Alliance purge. And that came from the Drow assassin that ended Telan’s life.”


Lynwe’s amber eyes grew wide, “More… more of our people?” She gasped.


Aihola smiled. “If what she said is true… many more. I will keep you informed, but you and Selene have to concentrate on your task first.”

Tarifa leaned over and kissed Lynwe softly on the lips in the manner of a deep abiding friendship, and then Aihola did the same, squeezing her hand as well. “We will meet tomorrow morning and determine what information we have gained. I promise you.”


Dekton pulled over the chair as the two of them turned and left the room. “Let’s begin with what I have already taught you.” He spoke.

